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ACCOUNT OF THE LAST BATTLES AND DEATH IN INDIA
OF COLONEL WILLIAM BAILLIE OF DUNAIN,
1780-1782.

By Cuarres Fraser-Mackintoss, F.S.A., Scor., M.P.

0

AMoNcGsT the many distinguished soldiers the County of Inverness has
produced, few held a better position, or had higher prospects than Colonel
William Baillie of Dunain, who died in 1782.

The family of Baillie is of long standing, and traces its descent from
the Balliol, who founded the College of that name at Oxford. A branch
settled at Dunain about the year-1452, and besides Dunain as it existed
until lately, the possessions of the family formerly included Docheairns,
Easter Dochgarroch, Torbreck, Balrobert, and Knocknagail,

At the middle of last century, when Alexander Baillie was proprietor,
the fortunes of the family were at a low ebb. Alexander Baillie had two
sons, William and John, and two daughters, one Anna, married to George
Baillie of Leys, the other Helen, married to Dr Alves of Shipland, Wil-
liam Baillie was intended for the law, but disliking the profession, pro-
cured without difficulty, in a stormy period, a Commission as Lieutenant
in the old 89th Regiment in 1759, and afterwards entered the service of
the Tast India Company.

His brother, John, afterwards Colonel of the Inverness Fencibles, his
cousin, Lieut. Francis Baillie, and several men from the Parish of Inver-
ness, were in the year 1780 serving inf India. Thirty years ago, the story
of Colonel Baillie’s defeat and capture by Hyder Ali and his son Tippoo
Saib, through the alleged default of Sir Heetor Munro, and his confine-
ment and death in Seringapatam, were often related about Inverness. It
is now known but to few, and as we are in possession of several docu-
ments bearing upon it, and as an Inverness man was the principal figure,
an authentic account may not prove out of place in a Magazine printed in
the Highland Capital.

In the year 1780 Hyder Ali made a determined attempt to crush the
Company, having some Luropean corps in his service, with several French
officers. He crossed the Ghauts, and as a first step, on 9th July, invaded
the Carnatic with an army of 100,000 men, plundered and burnt the
country to within 50 miles of Madras, and laid siege to Arcot, the capital
of the Nabob of the Carnatic, with whom we were at friendship. A force
of about 5000 assembled at Madras, in the month of July, to resist thig

A
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invasion, under command of General, afterwards Sir Hector Munro of
Novar. The detachment, consisting of about 3000 men, commanded by
Colonel Baillie, had been stationed at Gintoir Circar, and at the urgent
request of the Naboh, was ordered to join Munro. Colonel Baillie’s pro-
gress had been, from the 25th of August to the 3d of September, impeded
by the rise of the river Arblir, which however he crossed on the 3d, in
the afternoon, avithout opposition, and resumed his march to Conjeveram,
where he was to join Munro.

Upon the 4th, the following letter was sent to Colonel Baillie, proba-
bly by the Nabob’s Secretary. It has some hieroglyphic attached :—
SIR,

The great attention which you have on all occasions shown to the interests of
his Highness the Nabob, together with the regard which I have at all times expressed
towards you, now induce me to write you a letter of congratulation on your having passed
the River which impeded your progress, and on your being on the road to join General
Sir Heetor Munro, whose victorious arm will, with the blessing of God, chastise the un-
provoked insolence of Hyder Ali Cawn. The sense which both the Nabob and I have of
your services are not unknown to Governor Whiteside and General Munro. It is aplea-
sure to call one’s self the friend of a gallant officer. What can I say more ?

Given at Chepauk, 4th September 1780,
Lieutenant-Colonel Baillie,

Colonel Baillie, by the Gth, having got as far as the village of Peram-
pauken, where he encamped, was attacked by Tippoo, at the head of
10,000 horse and 5000 infantry, with 14 pieces of cannon. The engage-
ment lasted six hours, when the enemy had to retire with great loss. In
Aungust 1781, when the army under Sir Eyre Coote encamped at this
place, great heapsof bones still remained.  Col. Baillie had 300 nativetroops
killed, his ammunition was almost exhausted, and on the morning of the
Tth he wrote a note to Munro, stating that e had but the shirt on his
back, that on review he found a like deficiency in ammunition and pro-
vision, in short, he added—“ I must plainly tell you, Sir, that you must
come to me for I see it impossible for my party to get to Conjeveram.”
Munro received this letter and instantly despatched Colounel Iletcher to
Baillie’s assistance, but it was at the time strongly felt that Munro did
not act with sufficient promptness afterwards.  Lord Macleod left India
and resigned command of the 73d, it is said, ‘“from having differed with
Munro on the subject of his movements, particularly those preceding
Colonel Baillie's disaster.”

‘We row proceed to quote from a faded MS. which is entitled—¢ An
account of the overthrow of Lieut.-Colonel Baillic’s detachment by Hyder
Ali’s army on the 10th Sept. 1780, N.B.—The account was taken on
the field of battle on the 28th August 1781, from black officers and seve-
ral others who were in_the action, and the correctness of it was afterwards
confirmed in conversations on the subject by several of the surviving
officers on their releasement from captivity.” It is in the hand-writing,
to the best of our belief, of General Macleod of the respected family of
Geanies in Ross :—

“On the evening of the 7th September, Lieut.-Colonel Fletche®
with the Grenadiers of the army, was detached to join Lieut.-
Colonel Baillie, with some ammunition for his field-pieces, in doolies and
on camels. - As it was probable that this party should be ohliged to take
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a round-about way to avoid the enemy, and meet with obstacles that
would make it impossible for it to join Baillie before the night of the 8th
Sept., the General concerted that Baillie was not to move, at any rate, be-
fore the night of the 9th, when he himself with the army was to march
towards him from Conjeveram ; upon which account, the General had
likewise fixed upon the route by which Baillie was to move,as well as his
own army ; so that, in case of any attempt by the enemy, the army, and
Baillie's detachment, should act to the same point.  Fletcher had the good
fortune of joining Baillie on the moming of the 8th without meeting with
any obstruction. Colonel Baillie’s force now consisted of the following
troops, viz. :—

The Grenadiers and Light Infantry of the 73d........ccoeeiieni s 0o 125

Two Companies of the Company’s Grenadiers .....
Two Battalions collected from the northward .....

Arbillerye Be, oo b Sl desiens a0t b paor vonn o BN DA L A 85
Turopeans—rank and file.......c..ccovvienin b AR B B A B 450

Twelve Companies of Grenadier Sepoys..... ..800

The Company of Marksmen ............eounne. .. 75

b 5 i T (o oy N SR s TR SRR . - i b b T o 500

Grant’s Foot ......... RIS S PRSP CRI I oo s b oot 325

Good Sepoys.......cvvnen R SO o 1 ererEbodt PERTRETA i 1700

“A great many of the two Circar battalions deserted during the march
from the northward ; the battalion (Capt. Powel’s) behaved remarkably
ill in the action of the G6th. On the night between the 9th and 10th
Sept., many of the Sepoys threw away their arms and clothing, and crept
off. It may be concluded that not above 500 of the two battalions
marched in the line on the morning of the 10th.

“It is well known that Colonel Fletcher and the greater number of his
party were men of such mettle, as to imagine that they themselves could
cut their way through Hyder's army. Nor was Fletcher's bravery and
ambition tempered by much experience, or any reverse of fortune. Dail-
lie was not less brave, or ambitious of military glory, but he had much
more experience, and he knew the strength and weakness of the enemy’s
troops, as well as his own, thoroughly ; he saw into the grand game that
was begun on the theatre of the Carnatic; he was well acquainted with
the character of the bold invader, and he had a just sense of the extra-
ordinary turn our politics and manners had taken of late.

“ In the present case the whole charge rested upon him. He was
sensible of its weight, and how necessary it was for him to be extremely
considerate and circumspect. The warm Fletcher rather exulted over this
anxiety and seeming diffidence, and his grenadier officers readily gave into
his way of thinking. By many reports Fletcher often repeated his wish
of meeting with Hyder's whole force in broad day, and he looked on
marching under the cover of night as a measure rather disgraceful.”*

* The following memorandum ig folded up within the manuseript :—** Lieut.-Col.
Baillie ranked in the ariny next above Licut,-Col. Fletcher, both men esteemed as of-
ficers of the first merit, none could exceed either in ambition for military fame ; their
minds— though they were nlways upon a footing of intimate friendship—were evidently
tinged with no small degree of jealousy of cach other. The patronage of the Comman-
der-in-chief was particulaily engaged to Baillie, who, as soon as the war apgeared in.
evitable, requested to have the command of the Grenadiers of the army, s he bad at the
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“The detachment marched from Perampaukin at seven at night on the
9th Sept., Fletcher’s party in front, followed by Capt. Grant’s companics,
Powel’s battalion, the two European battalion companies, Nixon’s batta-
lion, and Lucas’ battalion in the rear. The whole marched by sub divi-:
sions. The doolies and baggage guarded by two companies from each
battalion marched on: the left flank.

“The detachment had not proceeded above two miles, when the enemy
began to annoy it with rockets and musketry. A mile further the enemy
were discovered in force in the rear, and opened some guns there, which
raked our line. Upon this Colonel Baillie made some change in his dis-
position, and discovering the situation of the enemy in the rear, fired a
few rounds among them from two field-pieces, which dispersing them, he
resumed his march. Soon after they again opened their guns upon his
left at no great distance, and he ordered a corps of Grenadier Sepoys to
move out to take them. DBut they were interrupted by a deep water-
course. Their guns were, however, soon silenced by the fire of ours. At
the same time the fire of small arms and rockets on all sides was inces-
sant, and the baggage people and followers became very troublesome, many
of them being wounded. Some of the Sepoy corps became uneasy, many
deserted, and it was found difficult to maintain striet order and regularity
on the march. 'Tis said that Colonel Fletcher and some of his gentlemen
now again spoke to Baillie to halt until daylight, to which he agreed. It
was about eleven at night when he halted at a top about 41 miles from
Perampaukin, and 3 from Polelore. .

“There are causes to believe that Baillie here, and General Munro at
Conjeveram, were both deceived and betrayed, much about the same time
by their hircarrahs. A Sepoy of the guides and a Brahmin hirearrah,
that were with Colonel Baillie upon this occasion, attended me on the
28th August 1781 over the melancholy field of slaughter, the Sepoy, giv-
ing an account of the fatal affair, told me, that immediately as the detach-
ment halted, Colonel Baillie despatched his head hircarrah, with the
strongest injunctions, and promises of great reward, for bringing certain
intelligence to him, with all possible expedition, whether or not Hyder’s
army was near him, or moving towards him ; and that the hircarrah re-
turned betwen two and three in thé morning, and most confidently assured
the Colonel that Hyder with his army still lay near Conjeveram to op-
pose the General's army, that he had sent more horse to assist Tippoo Saib,
but that no considerable force or artillery was arrived or expected. The
Brahmin hircarrah checked the Sepoy while he was informing me of this
circumstance, but the latter firmly insisted that it was true, adding, that

late siege of Pondicherry. The General assured him that he would have that command.
Colonel Fletcher returned from Europe a short time before the army took the field, was
extremely desirous to have the command of the Grenadiers; but as the General would
on no account withdraw his promise to Baillie, Fletcher requested to command the
Grenadiers until Baillie joined the army, This was granted, and his frank, popular, and
convivial manners were particularly ingratiating with the corps. A just consideration
of the above circumstances evinces the great imprudence of sending Fletcher with the
Grenadiers to reinforce Baillie. This was the Commander-in-chief’s (Munro) first error,
which, like all bis errors, arose from an indistinctness of judgment, and a facility to be
misled by designing men. Of that mischievous class, too many edged themselves into
bis councils, and the rest of his advisers, weak men, were total novices in Indian
intrigue and warfare,”
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if Colonel Baillie had not been betrayed by his hirearrah, he would have
gone to the little fort of Tuckollim, then possessed by our people, and
not above a mile from his right; and most evident it is, that Baillie
would bhave done this in the night without any loss.

“ Between four and five in the morning Colonel Baillie put the detach-
ment again in motion. His order of march now was, Rumley’s Sepoy
Grenadiers, First Battalion, Powel’s Battalion, all the Europeans, Nixon’s
Battalion, Grant’s Foot, and Gowdie’s Grenadier Sepoys,—the doolies and
baggage covered by companies from the different corps marched upon his
right flank.

¢ At daylight, being in the avenue running west on the great road to
Arcot (Conjeveram being nearly south), the head of the detachment turned
to thoe left into the plain between it and the small village of Dolelore.
This was the field on which the enemy had planned their inevitable de-
struction, and as soon as the front appeared turning out of the avenue,
the enemy began to play most furiously upon it, from the tops-on the left,
and divers stations all along in front, from so many guns, that our people
say, they could not guess at their number. Many fell before they had
proceeded 300 yards over the plain. The ground was somewhat hollow
here. Baillie halted and immediately sent out Captain Rumley with six
companies of Sepoy Grenadiers to take five guns stationed behind a wa-
ter-course. About 400 yards yards on the left of the detachment, he like-
wise sent the eompany of Marksmen as a reinforcement after the Grena-
diers, Rumley took these guns, but by some fatality, they were neither
used against the enemy nor spiked. The enemy immediately turned se-
veral pieees of cannon upon this party, and large bodies of horse advaneed
furiously. The Colonel made the First Battalion move out a little, but
the Grenadiers flew back broken and confused. About the time that Bail-
lie had arranged the Grenadiers, a cannon ball grazed one of his legs, and
not long thereafter two of his tumbrels were blown up by the enemy’s
shot, the detachment, notwithstanding, maintained its steadiness, and re-
peatedly beat baek the horse that attempted to eut in among them. The
enemy’s cannon were so heavy and numerous that even had we ammuni-
tion our small field-pieces eould do very little against them. Some people
think it unaceountable that the detachment stood the unremitting destruc-
tion by the enemy’s artillery, for at least an hour and a-half, without mak-
ing any attempt to extricate themselves. But what could be done? All
ranks of the shattered party were now most sensible of their very critical
situation. The commanding officer saw that the black troops particularly
were quite disheartened.  The enemy’s guns were judiciously placed in
divers stations behind trenches, and great bodies of their best horse drawn
up on both flanks in readiness to eharge. Hyder overlooked'the whole
scene ; this was his first essay in the war. From what had already hap-
pened, as well as what finally, in a moment decided the affair, it is evid-
ent, that any movement they could possibly attempt, would but aceelerate
their ruin. In short, it appears plain that no measure could be devised
or attempted to overcome such superior foree. The least disorder when
on the move, would probably determine the affair in a moment ; besides,
they were fixed by the assured arrival—by the certain assistance—of their
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friends. Had not they every reason to hope that their General, with the
army was by this time at hand, to relieve them? What would be said of
Colonel Baillie had he, in a desperate attempt, lost his detachment at 7
or 8 o'clock,—in case General Munro with the army had arrived at Pole-
lore at 10 o’clock. But to return to these brave men, Colonel Fletcher
near the rear of the detachment, having something in view which is not,
known, called aloud, ¢ Come this way, Grenadiers.”*

“Instantly the Sepoys, and, in short, the whole detachment broke and
flew back in the utmost disorder and confusion. The horse cut in among
them as quick as thought, but Colonel Baillie rallied a body of the intre-
pid Europeans upon a small spot of ground that rose a little above the
plain, at the distance of 300 yards from the ground on whieh they broke.
This handful faced every way, and drove off the horse. Colonel Fletcher
and many others were cut down upon this occasion, and but a few of even
the European officers now appeared. ~ There was not one black man to
face the enemy. Such as fled beyond the spot on which the Xuropeans
rallied were all put to the sword, as appeared by their bones, which covered
the plain for about three-quarters of a mile, when we went over it in
August last.

¢ All hopes of succour and relief being now exhausted, Colonel Baillie
made a signal for surrendering, and a party of horse advaneed, upon whom
some of the Europeans fired, having no other idea than to sell their lives
as dear as possible.

¢ As the men’s ammunition was now mostly expended, the horse rushed
frequently on their bayonets. In one of these attempts, two horsemen
seized upon Colonel Baillie, but his life was saved by his Brigade-Major,
Mr Fraser, declaring to them who he was, and beseeching them not to kill
him. This was instantly reported to Hyder, and he immediately ordered
the slaughter to cease.

“ By all acecounts, it was half-an-hour past 9 o’clock before this melan-
choly and most unfortunate affair was finally concluded, before the slaugh-
ter ceased and the few remaining brave men threw away their useless
arms. Muchabout the same time the advanced guard of our army was
within three miles of Polelore—that is, about four miles from their dis-
tressed friends ; but alas! here they turned their backs upon this most
hardy and resolute band, who, to the last moment, looked for their assist-
ance.

“The ground on which the Europeans made the last desperate stand
rises a little above the plain. Their bones remained upon it, with a great
quantity of their braided hair ; and all round and close by this spot, lay
the bones of many horses, which they had killed.”

(Zo be Continued.)

* The ground on which Colonel Baillie halted the detachment was so.mewhat a hol-
low, and he made the men to couch or sit down to avoid, as much as possible, the des-
truction by the onemy’s heavy artillery. In this situation they were very much galled
by musketry from the avenue—distant about 180 yards; and it is supposed that when
Colonel Fletcher called out, ‘‘ Grenadiers, come this way,” his view was to drive the
enemy’s infantry from the avenue,
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THE CLEARING OF THE GLENS.
By Principan SHAIRP, ST ANDREWS UNIVERSITY.
—_——

THE following poem attempts to reproduce facts heard, and impressions
received, during the wanderings of several successive summers among the
scenes which are here described. Whatever view political economists may
take of these events, it can hardly be denied that the form of human society,
and the phase of human suffering, here attempted to be described, deserve at
least some record. If the lesser incidents of the poem are not all literally
exact, of the main outlines and leading events of the simple story it may
well be said, ““ It’s an ower true tale.” The story is supposed to be told by
a grandson of the Ewan Cameron, and a nephew of the Angus Cameron of
the poem—one who, as a boy, had seen and shared in the removal of the
people from his native glen.

CANT O F T BESITR

e

THE CHIEF RESTORED.

[

Eighty years have eome and gone
Since on the dark December night,
Fast and west Glen Dessaray shone
With fires illumining holm and height—
A sudden and a marvellous sight !
Never since dread Culloden days

The Bens had seen such beacons blaze ;
But those were lurid, boding bale

And vengeance on the prostrate Gael,
These on the tranquil night benign,
As with a festal gladness, shine.

One from the knoll that shuts the glen
Flings down the lech a beard of fire ;
Up on the braesides, homes of men
Answer each other, high and higher,
Across the valley with a voice

Of light that shouts, rejoice, rejoice.
Nor less within the red torch-pine
And peat-fires piled on hearth combine
To brighten rafters glossy-clear

‘With lustre strange for many a year.
And blithe sounds since the Forty-five
Unheard within these homes revive,
Now with the pibroch, now with song,
Driving the night in joy along.

‘What means it all? how can it be
Such sights and sounds of revelry
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From a secluded silent race

Break on the solitary place ?

That musie sounds, these beacons burn
In honour of the Chief’s return.

1315

Long had our people sat in gloom
‘Within their own Glen Dessaray,
O’er-shadowed by the cloud of doom
That gathered on that doleful day,

‘When ruin from Culloden moor

The hills of Albyn darkened o'er,

From ecast to west, from shore to shore.
No loyal home in glen or strath

But felt the red-coats’ vengeful wrath ;
Yet most on these our glens it fell,

They that had loved the Prince so well ;
To Moidart when he friendless eame,

Had hailed him first with welcome brave,
‘When bloodhound bayed, and beacon flame
For him was blazing, shelter gave.

I1T.

No home in all this glen but mourned

Some loved one laid in battle low ;

‘Who from the headlong rout returned
Were kept for heavier woe.

From their own hills with helpless gaze

To watch their flocks by spoilers driven,

Their roofs with ruthless fires ablaze,

Reddening the dark night heaven.

Some on the mountains hunted down

‘With their blood stained the heather brown,

And many more were driven forth

Lorn exiles from their native earth ;

‘While he, the gentle and the brave,

Lochiel, who led them, doomed to bide

A life-long exile, found a grave

Far from his own Loch Arkaig side.

And when at last war guns were hushed,

And back to wasted farms they fared,

‘With bitter memories, spirits erushed,

The remnant, sword and famine spared,

Saw the old order banished, saw

The old clan-ties asunder torn,

For their chief’s care a factor’s scorn,

And iron rule of Saxon law,

One rent to him, constrained to bring

¢ The German lairdie, called a king ;



THE CELTIC MAGAZINE.

They o’er the sea in secret sent
To their own Chief another rent
In his far place of banishment.

IV.

‘When forty years had come and gone,
At length on lone Glen Dessaray shone
A day like sudden spring new-born
From the womb of winter dark and lorn,
The day for which all hearts had yearned,
‘With tidings of their Chief returned.
Yea, spring-like on that wintry time,

The tidings came from southron clime,
That he their leal long-exiled lord

Ere long would meet their hearts’ desires,
Their chieftain to his own restored
Another home would re-instate

Beside the place long desolate—

The ruined home where dwelt his sires :
Not he who led the fatal war,

No ! nor his son—they sleep afar,

But sprung from the old heroic tree

An offshoot in the third degree.

W

It wakened mountain, loch, and glen,
That ery-—¢ Lochiel comes back again ;’
Loch Leven and Loch Linnhe’s shore
Shout to the head of Nevis Ben,

The erags and corries of Mamore

Rang to that word, ““ He comes again.”
High up along Lochaber Braes

Fleeter than flery cross it sped,

The Great Glen heard with glad amaze
And rolled it on to Loch Askaig-head.
From loch to hill the tidings spread,

It smote with joy each dwelling place
Of Camerons—clachan, farm, and shiel,
And the long glens that interlace

The mountains piled benorth Lochiel.
Glen Malie, Glen Camagorie,
Resounded to the joyful cry,

Westward witl: the sunset fleeing,

It roused the homes of green Glen Pean ;
Glen Kinzie tossed it on--unburn’d

It swept o’er rugged Mam-Clach-Ard,
Start at these sounds the rugged bounds
Of Arisaig, Moidart, Morar, and Knoydart,
Down to the ocean’s misty bourn

By dark Loch Nevish and Lochourn.
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VI

Many a heart that news made glad,
Hearts that for years scant gladness had,
But him it gladdened more than all,
The Patriarch of Glen Dessaray,
Dwelling where sunny Sheneval
From the green braeside fronts noon-day,
My grandsire, Ewan Cameron, then
Numbering three score years and ten.,
Of all our clansmen still alive,
None in the gallant Forty-five
Had borne a larger, nobler part,

Had seen or suffered more ;
Thenceforward on no living heart

‘Was graven richer store
Of mournful memories and sublime
Gleaned from that wild adventurous time.

VIIL

For when the Prince’s summons ecalled,
Auswered to that brave appeal
No nobler heart than Archibald,
Brother worthy of Lochiel.
Him following fain, my grandsire flew
To the gathering by Loch Shiel,
Thence a foster-brother true
Followed him through woe and weal.
Nothing could these two divide,
Marching forward side by side,
Two friends, each of the other sure,—
Through Prestonpans and Falkirk Muir.
But when on dark Culloden day
A wounded man Gillespic lay,
My grandsire bore him to the shore
And helped him over seas away.
Seven years went by ; less fiercely burned
The conqueror’s vengeance ’gainst the Gael—
Gillespic Cameron fain returned
To see his native vale.
Waylaid and captured on his road
By the basest souls alive,
His blood upon the scaffold flowed,
Last vietim of the Forty-five.
Thenceforth wrapt in speechless gloom
Ewan mourned that lovely head ;
His heart become a living tomb .
Haunted by memory of the dead.
Never more from his lips fell
Name of him he loved so well,
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But the less he spake, the more his heart
"Mid these sad memories dwelt apart.

SViLEL,

But when on lone Glen Dessaray broke
The first flash of that joyous ery,
From his long dream old Ewan woke—

I wot his heart .leapt high.
No news like that had fallen on him,
‘Within his cabin smoky dim
For forty summers long and more.
Straightway beyond his cottage door
He sprang and gazed, the white hair o'er
His shoulders streaming, and the last
‘Wild sunset gleam on his worn cheek cast :
He looked and saw his Marion turn
Home from the well beside the burn,
And cried, ‘Good tidings ! Thou and T
‘Will see our Chief before we die.’
That night-they talked, how many a year
Had gone, since the last Lochicl was here,
How gentle hearts and brave had been
The old Lochiels their youth had seen ;
And aye as they spake, more hotly burned
The fire within them—Dback returned
Old days seemed ready to revive
That perished in the Forty-five.
That night ere Ewan laid his head
On pillow, to his wife he said :
“Yule-time is near, for many a year
Mirth-making through the glens hath ceased,
But the clan once more, as in days of yore,
This Yule shall hold with game and feast.”

IX.

Next morning, long ere screech o’ day,
Old Ewan roused hath ta’en the brae
With gun on shoulder, and the boy,
Companion of his toils and joy,
The dark-haired Angus by his side—
O’er the black braes o’ Glen Kinzie, on
Among the mists with slinging stride
They fare, nor stayed till they had won
Corrie-na-Gaul, the cauldron deep
‘Which the Lochiels were used to keep
A sanctuary where the deer might hide,
And undisturbed all year abide.

- Not a cranny, rock, or stone
In that corrie but was known
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To my grandsire’s weird grey eye ;

All the lairs where large stags lie

‘Well he knew, but passed them by,

For stags were lean ere yule-time grown.
Crawling on, he saw appear

O’er withered fern one twinkling ear—
His gun is up—the crags resound—
Startled, a hundred antlers bound

Up the passes fast away ;

Lifeless stretched along the ground,
Large and sleck, one old hind lay.
Straight they laid her on their backs,
And o'er the hills between them bore,
Up and down by rugged tracks,
Sore-wearied, ere beside their door
They laid her down—*¢ A bonny beast
To crown our coming yule-time feast '—
As night came down on scour and glen,
From rough Scour-hoshi-brachealen.

X.

That night they slept the slumber sound
That waits on labour long and sore ;
Next day he sent the message round

The glen from door to door,
On to the neighbouring glens—Glen Pean
The summouns hears, and all that be in
Glen Kinzie's bounds—TLoch Arkaig, stirred
From shore to shore the call has heard ;
To Clunes it passed, from toun to toun,
That all the people make them boun
Against the coming New-Year’s-Day,
To gather for a shinty fray
Within the long Glen Dessaray,
And meet at night round Ewan’s board,
In honour of Lochiel restored.

XI.

Blue, frosty, bright, the morning rose

That New Year's dayabove the snows,
Veiling the range of Scour and Ben,

That either side wall in the glen.

But down on the Strath the night frost keen
Had only crisped the long grass green,

When the men of Loch Arkaig, boat and oar
At Kinloch leaving, sprang to shore.

Crisp was the sward bencath their tread

As they westward marched, and at their head
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The Piper of Achnacarry blew

The thrilling pibroch of Donald Dhu.
That challenge the Piper of the Glen

As proudly sounded back again

From his biggest pipe, till far off rang
The tingling crags to the wild war-clang
Of the pibroch that loud to battle blown
The Cameron clan had for ages known.
To-day, as other, yet the same,

It summons to the peaceful game, ¥
From the braeside homes down trooping come
The champions of Glen Dessaray, some
In tartan philabegs arrayed—

The garb which tyrant laws forbade,

But still they clung to, unafraid ;

Some in home-woven tartan trews,

Rough spun, and dyed with various hues,
By mother’s hands or maiden’s wrought,
In hues by native fancy taught ;

"But all with hazel camags* slung

Their shoulders o’er, men old and young,
With mountaineer’s long slinging pace,
Move cheerily down to the trysting-place.

XIIL.

It was a level space of ground—

Two miles and more from west to east,
‘Where from rough Mam-Clach-Ard released
In loopt on loop the river wound,

Through many a slow and lazy round,

Ere plunging downward to the lake.

On that long flat of green they take

Their stations ; on the west the men

Of Dessaray, Kinzie, Pean Glen,

Ranged ’gainst the stalwart lads who bide
Down long Loch Arkaig, either side,

The ground was tae’n, and the clock struck ten,
As Ewan, patriarch of the glen,

Struck off, and sent the foremost ball

Down the Strath flying, with a cry :

¢ Fye, lads, set on,’ and one and all

To work they fell right heartily.

XIII.

Now fast and furious on they drive,—
Here youngsters seud with feet of wind,

* The Gaelic for a club,

t The English word ‘“loop ” is used as, perhaps, the best to represent the far more
expressive Gaelic word Juib, which is applied to windings or bends of rivers,
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There in a melee dunch and strive ;

The veterans outlook keep behind.

Now up, now down, the ball they toss ;

Now this, now that side of the Strath ;

And many a leaper, brave to cross

The river, finds a chilling bath ;

And many a fearless driver bold,

To win renown, was sudden rolled
Headlong in hid quagmire ;

And many a stroke of stinging pain

In the close press was given and ta’en
‘Without or guile or ire.

So all the day the clansmen played,

And to and fro their tulzie swayed,

Untired, along the hollow vale,

And neither side could win the hail ;

But high the clamour, upward flung,

Along the precipices rung,

And smote the snowy peaks, and went

Far up the azure firmament.

All day, too, watching from the knowes,

Stood maidens fair, with snooded brows,
And bonny blithe wee bairns ;

Those watching whom I need na’ say,

These eyeing now their daddies play,
Now jinking round the cairns.

XIV.

The loud game fell with sunset still,

And echo dicd on strath and hill,

As gloamin’ deepencd, each side the glen,
High above the homes of men,

Blinks of kindling fires were scen,

Such as shine out upon Hallowe'en ;

Single fires on rocky shelf,

Each several farm-house for itself

Has lighted —there in wavering line

Either side the vale they shine

From dusk to dawn, to blaze and burn

In welcome of their Chief’s return.

But broader, brighter than the rest,
Down beside Loch-Arkaig-head,

From a knoll’s commanding crest
One great beacon flaring red,

As with a wedge of splendour clove

The blackness of the vault above.

And far down the quivering waters flung
Forward its steady pillar of light,

To tell, more clear than trumpet tongue,
Glen Dessaray hails her Chief to-night,
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XV.

The while the bonfires blazed without,

With logs and peats by keen hands fed—-
Children and men—a merry rout ;

In every home the board was spread.
On ev’ry hearth the fires burned clear,
And round and round abundant cheer
Passed freely for the men who came
From distant glens to join the game.
Freely that feast flowed—most of all
In the old home at Sheneval ; -

There Ewan Cameron, scated high,

‘Welcomed a various company.

Flower of the glens—old men, his peers,
‘White with the snows of seventy years ;
And clansmen, strong in middle age,

And sprightly youths in life’s first stage—
Down to his own bright dark-haired boy,
‘Who, seated in a chimney nook,

To his inmost bosom took
The impress of that night of joy.

XVI.

He feasted them with the venison fine
Himself had brought from Corri-na-Gaul,
And sent avound the ruddy wine,
High spiced, in antique bowl—
Rare wine, which to the Western Isles
Ships of France in sceret bore,
Thence through Skye and o'er the Kyles,
Brought to the mainland shote.
Far back that night their converse ran
To the old glories of the clan ;
The battles, where in mortal feud
Clan Cameron 'gainst Clan Chattan stood ;
And great Sir Ewan, luge of frame,
"Mid loyal hearts the foremost name,
How, yet a boy, he gave his heart
To the King’s cause and great Montrose ;
How hand to hand, in tangled den
He closed with Cromwell’s staunchest men,
And conqueror from the death-grips rose :
How the war-summons of Dundee
In hoary age he sprang to meet—
Dashed with his clan in headlong charge
Down Killiecrankie’s cloven gorge
To victory deadlier than defeat.
At these o0ld histories inly burned
The heart of Ewan—back returned

-
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7.
¢ Jeanie Cameron there apart,
Where our people crowned the brae,
Gazed with proud exulting hearb
On the sight of that brave day.
8

¢ Loud the shouting shakes the earth,
Far away the mountains boom,
As the Chiefs and Clansmen forth
March to victory and to doom.”

The while he sang, in fervent dream
The old man's eye beheld the gleam
Of yet another Forty-five

Along those western shores revive,
And Moidart mountains re-illume
The glory, but no more the gloom.

(To be Continued.)

THE CLAN ROTHAICH, OR MUNROS.—We are glad to notice varions
indications that Inverness is progressing in the direction of taking its proper
place in the publishing world. Mr Mackenzie has issued some valuable
works within the last few years, and we are glad now te find that Mr John
Noble has in the press the History of the Munros, and ancient family of
Toulis, from 1031 to the present time, with notices of the junior branches
of the Clan. The author of this work is Major-General Stewart-Allan,
F.S.A., Scot., who wrote the New Statistical Account of the Parishes of
Edderton and hkincardine, in Ross-shire. He is a grandson of the well-
known anthor of the Gaelic Grammar, recently re-published by Maclachlan
& Stewart, and nephew of the late Mr Stewart of Cromarty, Hugh Miller’s
intimate and valued friend. The Munros are a very ancient family. We
have several accounts of their origin, but it has been maintained that they
came originally from Ireland, in aecordance with the foolish and unpatriotic
craze of almost all our Highland families for claiming a foreign origin. We
prefer the account which traces them from the Siol O’Cain, and which
Skene says has been converted into O’Cathan, thus forming Clan Chattan,
Sir George Mackenzie says the name of the Clan was originally Bunroe.
The eighth baron married a grand-niece of King Robert II. of Scotland. Tn
the charters by which the Munros hold their lands, they are declared to hold
them by the peculiar tenure of furnishing the King with a ball of snow off
Ben Wyvis in mid-summer, if called upon to do s0 ; and when the Duke of
Cumberland was in the North in 1746, the Munros actually supplied him
with snow tocool his wines. The Clan produced some very distinguished
military officers, especially the * Black Baron,” who so distinguished himself
in the wars of Gustavus Adolphus. In this service there were at one time
not less than three Generals, eight Colonels, five Lieutenant-Culonels, eleven
Majors, and about thirty Captains, all of the name of Munro, besides a great
number of Subalterns. These officers, in addition to the use of rich battons,
were allowed by Adolphus the peculiar and distinguished privilege of wearing
a gold chain round their necks, to secure the wearer, in case of being
wounded or taken prisoner, good treatment, or payment of future ransom,
_Indeed the history of the Munros is of such a nature that not only will it prove
interesting to members of the Clan, but to the general reader who takes any
interest in questions of family history connected with the Highlands.

B
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THE PROPHECIES OF THE BRAHAN SEER, COINNEACH
‘ODHAR FIOSAICHE.

By tE EDITOR,

ey AETE

TrE gift of prophecy, second-sight, or Zaibhsearachd, claimed for and
believed by many to have been possessed, in an eminent degree, by
Coinneach Odhar, the Brahan Seer, is one, the belief in which scientific
men and others of the present day accept as unmistakable signs of loom-
ing, if not of actual, insanity. We are all, or would be considered,
scientific in these days, and, therefore, it will scarcely appear prudent for
any one who would wish to lay clajm to the slightest modicum of common
sense, to say nothing of an acquaintance with the elementary principles of
science, to commit to paper his ideas on the subject, unless he is prepared,
in doing so, to follow the common horde in their all but universal
scepticism.

Without committing ourselves to any specific faith on the subject,
however difficult it may be to explain away what follows on strietly
scientific grounds, we shall place before the reader the extraordinary pre-
dictions of the Brahan Seer. We have had slight experiences of our
own, which we would hesitate to dignify by the name of second-sight,
but would rather leave the reader to explain them away, and to designate
them by whatever name he pleases, after he has carefully examined and
considered them. It is not, however, with our own experiences that we
have at present to do, but with the “ Prophecies” of Coinneach Odhar
Iiosaiche. He is beyond comparison the most distinguished of all
our Highland Seers, and his prophecies have been known throughout the
whole country for more than two centuries. The popular faith in them
has been, and still continues to be, strong and wide-spread. Even Sir
Walter Scott, Sir Humphrey Davy, Mr Morrit, Lockhart, and many other
eminent contemporaries of the “Last of the Seaforths” firmly believed
in the predictions. Many of them were known, and were recited from
one generation to another, centuries before they were fulfilled. Some of
them have been fulfilled in our own day, and many are still unfulfilled.

Not so much with the view of protecting ourselves from the charge of
a belief in sueh superstitious folly (for we would hesitate to acknowledge
any such belief), but as a kind of slight palliation for obtruding such
nonsense on the public, we might point out, by the way, that the sacred
writers, who are now considered by many of the would-be considered
wise to have been behind the age, and not near so wise and far-seeing
as we are, believed in second-sight, witehcraft, and other visions of a
supernatural kind. .But then we shall be told by our scientific friends
that the Bible itself is becoming obsolete, and that it has already
served its turn ; being only suited for an unenlightened age in which
such men as Shakspere, Milton, Newton, Bacon, and such unscien-
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tific men could be considered distinguished. The truth is that on
more important topics than the one we are now considering, the Bible is
laid aside by many of our would-be-scientific lights, whenever it treats of
anything beyond the puny comprehension of the minds and intellectual
vision of these enquirers after truth. We have all grown so scientific
that the mere idea of supposing anything possible, which is beyond the
intellectual grasp of the scientific enquirer, cannot be entertained, although
even he must admit, that in many cases, the greatest men in science,
and the mightiest intellects, find it impossible to understand or explain
away many things as to the existence of which they can have no possible
doubt. We even find the clergy slightly inconsisteat in questions of this
kind. They solemnly desire to impress us with the fact that ministering
spirits hover about the couches and the apartments in which the dying
Christian is drawing near the close of his existence, and preparing to
throw off his mortal coil ; but were we to suggest the possibility of any
human being, in any way, feeling the presence of these ghostly visitors, or
discovering any signs, or indications, of the early departure of a relative or of
an intimate friend, our heathen ideas and devious wanderings, from the
safe channel of clerical orthodoxy and consistent inconsistency, would be
howled against, and paraded before the faithful-as the grossest supersti-
tion, with an enthusiasm and relish possible only in a strait-laced
ecclesiastic.

Many able men have.written on the second:sight, and to some of them
we shall probably refer as we proceed, but meanwhile our purpose is to
place before the reader the Prophecies of Coinneach Odhar as far
as we have been able fo procure them, with the aid of those who have
so kindly assisted us in their collection. Among others, we are specially
indebted to Mr Donald Macintyre, teacher, Arpafeelie, and Mr A. B.
Maclennan, police constable, Croy. We understand that a considerable
collection of the Seer’s predictions has been made by the laté Alexander
Cameron of Lochmaddy, author of the ‘History and Traditions of the
Isle of Skye,” but we were unable to discover into whose possession the
manuscript found its way; we hope, however, that this reference may
bring it to light, and that the possessor will favour us with its perusal,
that we may give as good an account of the Ross-shire Prophet as it is
possible to give at this time of day.

The Scer was a dependant of the great Seaforths, and lived on the
Brahan estate, in the neighbourhood of Loch Ussie. He was born in the
early part of the seventeenth century, a few years before the Common-
wealth. He was distinguished far and wide for his prophetic powers,
and  was also very shrewd and clear-headed, considering his menial
position. Kenneth was always ready with a smart answer, and if any
attempted to raise the laugh at his expense, seldom or ever did he
fail to turn it against his tormentors. His position in society was only
that of a common farm servant. His mistress, the farmer’s wife, was un-
usually exacting with him, and he, in return, continually teased and
expended, on many occasions, much of his natural wit upon her, much to her
annoyance and chagrin. Latterly his conduct became so unbearable that
she decided upon getting him disposed of in a manner which would save
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her any future annoyance. On one occasion, his master having sent him
away to cub peats, which in those days was, as it is now in more remote
districts, the common article of fuel, even in such comparatively
civilised regions, it was necessary to send him his dinner, he being too
far from the house to come home to his meals, and the farmer’s wife so
far carried out her intention of destroying Kenneth, by putting poison in
his dinner. It was somewhat late in airiving, and the future prophet
feeling exhausted from his honest exertions in his master’s interest and
want of food, laid himself down on the heath and fell into a
heavy slumber. In this position he was suddenly awakened by feeling
something very cold in his breast, ‘which on examination he found to be
a small white stone, with a hole through the centre. He looked through,
when a vision appeared to him which disclosed the treachery and
diabolical intention of his mistress. To test the truth of this vision, he
gave the dinner intended for himself to his faithful collic ; the poor
brute writhed, and soon after died in the greatest agony.

‘We have received the following version from Mr Macintyre :—
Although the various accounts as to the manner in which Coinneach
Odhar became gifted with second-sight differ in some respects, yet they
all agree in this, that it was acquired while he was engaged in the humble
oceupation of eutting peats or divots, which were in his day generally,
and still are in many places, used as fuel throughout the Highlands of
Scotland. On the occasion referred to, being somewhat tired, he laid
himself down, resting his head upon a little knoll, and waited the arrival
of his wife with his dinner, whereupon he fell fast asleep. On awakening,
he felt something hard under his head, and, on examining the cause of
the uneasiness, discovered a small round stone with a hole through the
middle of it. He picked it up, and looking through it, saw by the aid of
this prophetic stone that his wife was coming to him with a dinner con-
sisting of sowans and milk, polluted, though unknown to her, in a manner
which, as well as several other particulars connected with it, we forbear
to mention. But Coinneach found that though this stone was the means
by which a supernatural power had been conferred upon him, it had, on
its very first application, deprived him of the sight of that eye with which
he looked through it, and he continued ever afterwards cam, or blind of
an eye. It would appear from this account that the intended murderer
made use of the Seer's own wife to convey the poison to her own hus-
band, thus adding to her diabolical and murderous intention by making
her who would feel the loss the keenest, the means by which her husband
was to lose his life.

‘We quote the following from Hugh Miller's “Scenes and Legends
of the North of Scotland”:—When serving as a field labourer
with a wealthy clansman who resided somewhere nea Brahan Castle, he
made himself so formidable to the clansman’s wife by his shrewd, sarcastic
humour, that she resolved on destroying him by poison. With this
design, she mixed a preparation of noxious herbs with his food, when he
was one day employed in digging turf in a solitary morass, and blouﬂht it
to him in a pitcher. She found him lying asleep on one of those conical
fairy hillocks which abound in some parts of the Highlands, and her
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courage failing her, instead of awakening him, she set down the pitcher
by his side and returned home. He woke shortly after, and, seeing the
food, would have begun his repast, but feeling something press heavily
against his heart, he opened his waistcoat and found a beautiful smooth
stone, resembling a pear], but much larger, which had apparently been
dropped into his breast while le slept. He gazed at it in admiration, and
became conscious as he gazed that a strange faculty of seeing the future
as distinctly as the present, and men’s real designs and motives as clearly
as their actions, was miraculously imparted to him ; and it is well for him
that he should become so knowing at such a erisis, for the first secret he
became acquainted with was that of the treachery practised against him
by his mistress.

We have already indicated that many of the prophecies are still unfal-
filled, and it may be well to place some of them on record, and so give
an opportunity to those who come after us, which they would not
otherwise have, to fest their belief, or scepticism, in Kenneth’s super-
natural powers, by comparing what may come to pass in their day with
the. unfulfilled predictions to be here recorded. He no doubt predicted
many things which the unbeliever in his prophetic gifts may ascribe to
great natural shrewdness. Among these may be placed his prophecy, 150
years before the Caledonian Canal was built, that ships would some day
sail round the back of Tomnahurich Hill. Mr Maclennan gives the
following translation of this prediction :—‘ Strange as it may seem to you
this day, the time will come, and it is not far off, when full-rigged ships
will be seen sailing eastward and westward by Muirtown and Tomnahiurich,
near Inverness.” Mr Macintyre supplies us with a version in the Seer’s
vernacular Gaelic :— Thig an latha ’s am faicear laraichean Sasunnach
air an tarruing le srianan covcaich seachad air cul Tom-na-hiuraich.”
(The day will come when English mares, with hempen bridles, shall be
led round the back of Tomnahurich.) It is quite possible that a man of
penetration and great natural shrewdness might, from the appearance of
the country, with its chain of great inland lakes, foresee the future Cale-
donian Canal. Another, which might safely be predicled without the aid
of any supernatural gifts, is, ¢ that the day would come when there would
be a road through the hills of Ross-shire from sea to sea, and a bridge upon
every stream.” ¢ That the people would degenerate as their country im-
proved.”  “That the clans would become so effeminate as to fleo
from their native country before an army of sheep.”  Mr Macintyre
supplies the following version of the latter :—Alluding possibly to the
depopulation of the Highlands, Coinneach said “that the day will come
when the Big Sheep will overrun the country until they strike (meet) the
northern sea.” Big sheep is commonly understood to mean deer, but
whether the words signify sheep or deer, the prophecy has been very
strikingly fulfilled. The other two have been only too literally fulfilled.

Mr Macintyre gives another version of them, as follows:—He pre-
dicted ““ that the day would come when the hills of Ross would be strewed
with ribbons.” It is generally accepted that this finds its fulfilment in the
many good roads that now intersect the various districts of the country.
Other versions are given, such as ‘a ribbon on every hill, and a bridge on
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every stream’ (¢ Raoban air gach cnoc agus drochaid air gach alltan’) ;
¢a mill on every river and a white house on every hillock’ (¢ JMuillinn
air gach abhainn aqus tigh geal air gach cnocam’); and ‘that the hills
of the country would be -crossed with shoulder-halts’ (criosan guaille).
It is well known that mills were formerly very common, and among the
most useful industrial institutions of the country, as may be evidenced by
the fact that, even to this day, the proprietors of lands, where such
establishments were once located, pay Crown and Bishop’s rents for them.
And may we not discover the fulfilment of “a white house on every
hillock ” in the many elegant shooting lodges, hotels, and school-houses
found in every corner of the Highlands.

Other predictions of this class will no doubt occur as we proceed, but we
have no hesitation in saying that, however much natural penetration and
shrewdness might aid Kenneth in predictingsuch asthe above, it would assist
him little in prophecying ‘“ that the day would come when Tomnahiarich.”
or, as he called it, Tom-na-Sithichean, or the Fairy Hill, ¢ would be under
lock and key, and the Fairies secured within.” It would hardly assist
him in foreseeing the beautiful and unique eemetery on the top of the hill,
and the spirits (of the dead) chained within, as we now see it.

Regarding the evietions which would take place in the Parish of
Petty, he said, “The day will come, and it is not far off, when farm-
steadings will be so few and far between, that the crow of a cock will not
be heard from the one steading to the other.” This prediction has
certainly been fulfilled, for, in the days of the Seer there were no fewer
than sixteen tenants on the farm of Morayston alone.

On the south of the bay, at Petty, is an immense stone of at least eight
tons weight, which formerly marked the boundary between the estates of
Culloden and Moray. On the 20th of February 1799, it was mysteriously
removed from its former position and carried about 260 yards into the sea.
It is supposed by some that this was brought about by an earthquake;
others think that the stone was carried off by the action of ice, combined
with the influence of a tremendous hurricane, which blew from the land,
during that fearful and stormy mnight. It happened the same night on
which the frightful catastrophe oceurred in the Forest of Gaick, when the
¢ Black Captain ” and his four attendants were overwhelmed and suffocated
by the storm. It was currently reported, and pretty generally believed at
the time, that his Satanic Majesty had a finger in this tragic work. Be
that as it may, there is no doubt whatever that the Brahan Seer predicted
““that the day will come when the Stone of Petty, large though it
is, and high and dry upon the land as it appears to people this day,
will be suddenly found as far advanced into the sea as it now lies away
from it inland, and no one will see it removed, or be able to account
for its sudden and marvellous transportation.”

He was at”one time in the Culloden district on some important
business. While passing over what is now so well known as the Battle-
field of Culloden, the Seer exclaimed, “Oh | Drummossie, thy bleak moot
will, ere many generations pass away, be stained with the best blood of
the Highlands, Glad am I that I will not see that day, for it will be a
fearful period ; heads will be lopped off by the score, and no mercy will
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be shown or quarter given on either side.” It is perhaps unnecessary to
point out how literally this prophecy has been fulfilled on the occasion of
the last battle fought on British soil. 'We have received several other
versions of this one from different parts of the country, almost all in
identical terms.

“The time will come when whisky or dram shops will be so plentiful
that one may be met with at the head of almost every plough furrow.”—
“ Thig an latha’s am bi tighean-oil cho lionmhor’s nach mor nach fhaicear
tigh-osda aig ceann gach claise.” ‘“ Policemen will become so numerous
in every town that they may be met with at the corner of every street.”
¢ Travelling merchants” [pedlars and hawkers we presume] “will be so
plentiful that a person can scarcely walk a mile on the public high-way
without meeting one of them.”

We take the following from “ A Summer in Skye,” by the late Alex-
ander Smith, author of “ A Life Drama.” Describing Dunvegan Castle
and its surroundings, he says :—“ Dun Kenneth'’s prophecy has come to
pass—* In the days of Norman, son of the third Norman, there will be a
noise in the doors of the people, and wailing in the house of the widow ;
and Macleod -will not have so many gentlemen of his name as will row a
five-oared boat round the Maidens.” Ifthe last trumpet had been sounded
at the end of the ¥rench war, no one but a Macleod would have risen out of
the church-yard of Dunvegan. If you want to see a chief (of the Macleods)
now-a-days you must go to London for him.” There can be no question
as to these having been fulfilled to the letter.

Mr Maclennan supplies us with the following :—There is opposite the
shore at Findon, Ferrintosh, two sand banks, which were in the time of
the Scer entirely covered over with the sea, even at the very lowest spring
ebbs. Regarding these, Coinneach said, “that the day will come, however
distant, when these banks will form the coast line; and.when that
happens, know for a certainty that troublesome times are at hand.” These
banks,” our correspondent continues, ¢ have been visibly approaching for
many years back, nearer and nearer to the shore.” This is another of the
class of predictions which might be attributed to natural shrewdness. It
is being gradually fulfilled, and it may be well to watch for the ¢ trouble-
some times,” to test the powers of the Seer. He foretold, ¢ that, however
distant it may now appear, the Island of Lews will be laid waste by a
destructive war, which will continue till the contending armies, slaughter
ing each other as they proceed, reach Tarbart in Harris, In the Caws of .
Tarbert, the retreating host will suddenly halt ; an onslanght, led by a
left-handed Macleod, called Donald, son of Donald, son of Donald, will
then be made upon the pursuers. The only weapon in this champion’s
hands will be a black sooty cabar, taken off a neighbouring hut ; but his
intrepidity and courage will so inspirit the fugitives that they will fight
like mighty men and overpower their pursuers. The Lews will then
enjoy a long period of repose.” It has not hitherto been even suggested that
this prophecy has been fulfilled, and we here stake the reputation of our
prophet upon the fulfilment of this, and the following unfulfilled predic-
tions, which are still current throughout the Northern Counties of
Scotland.

Another, by which the faith of future generations may be tested,
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is the one in which he predicted ¢ that a Loch above Beauly will burst
through its banks and destroy in its rush a village in its vieimity.” We
are not aware that such a calamity as is here foretold has yet occurred,
nor are we aware of the locality of the loch or of the village.

‘We have received various versions of the, as yet, unfulfilled prediction
regarding Clach an t-Seasaidh, near the Muir of Ord. This is an angular
stone, sharp at the top, which at one time stood upright, and was of con-
siderable height. It is now partly broken and lying on the ground.
“The day will come when the ravens will, from the top of it, drink their
three fulls, for three successive days, of the blood of the Mackenzies.”

Mr Maclennan’s version is :—*“The day will come when the ravens
will drink their full of the Mackenzies' blood three times off the top of
the Clach Mhor, and glad am T (continunes the Seer) that I will not live
to see that day, for a bloody and destructive battle will be fought on the
Muir of Ord. A squint-eyed (‘cam ), pox-pitted tailor will originate the
battle ; for men will become so scarce in those days that each of seven
women will strive hard for the squint-eyed tailor’s heart and hand, and
out of this strife the conflict will originate.”

Mr Macintyre writes regarding these :—¢The prophecies that ¢the
raven would drink from the top of Clach-an-t-seasaidh, its full of the
blood of the Mackenzies for three successive days,” and ‘that the Mac-
kenzies would be so reduced in numbers, that they would be all taken in
an open fishing-boat (scufu dubh) back to Ireland from whence they
originally came,’ remain still unfulfilled.” At present, we are happy to
say, that there does not appear much probability of the Clan Mackenzie
being reduced to such small dimensions as would justify us in expecting
the fulfilment of the scuta dubh part of the prophecy on a very early date.
If the prediction, however, be confined in its application to the Mac-
kenzies of Seatforth, it may be said to have been already almost fulfilled.
‘We have, indeed, been told that this is a fragment of the unfulfilled pro-
phecy uttered by Coinneach regarding the ultimate doom and total ex-
tinction of the Seaforths, and which we have been as yet unable to
procure. It was, however, know to Bernard Burke, who makes ‘the
following reference to it :—* He (the Seer) uttered it (the prophecy) in
all its horrible length ; but I at present suppress the last portion of it,
which is as yet unfulfilled.” Iivery other part of the prediction has most
literally and most accurately come to pass, but let us earnestly hope that
the course of future events may at length give the lie to the avenging
curse of the Seer. The last clause of the prophecy is well known to many
of those versed in Highland family tradition, and I trust that it
may remain unfulfilled. We presume (continues our correspondent)
that the mention here of Clack-an-t'scasaidh refers to the remains
of a Druidical circle to be seen still on the right and left of the turnpike
road at Windhill, near Deauly. As a sign whereby to know when the
latter prophecy would be accomplished, Coinneach said ¢that a mountain-
ash tree would grow out of the walls ot Fairburn Tower, and when it
became large enough to form a cart axle, these things would come to pass.’
Not long ago, a party informed us that a mountain-ash, or rowan tree,
was actually growing out of the tower walls, and was about the thickness
of a man’s thumb,”
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Another connected with this locality, and supposed to be fulfilled Ly
the annual visits of the wmilitia for their annual drill, is, “That when o
wood on the Muir of Ord grew to a man’s height, regiments of soldiers
will be there seen drawn up in battle order.”

(Zo be Continued).

THE COT IN THE DELL.
0

Howl on ye rude winds from the mountains swift-sweeping ;
Shrill is your voice in its tempest of wrath :
Shriek on ! know my soul in its glory is leaping,
As ye in your majesty circle my path :
L heed not your revels, I reck not your wailing,
I fear not the whispers that float in your swell ;
Blow on in your revelries ! love is prevailing,
My footsteps are winged for the Cot in the Dell.
There in her beauty lone,
Blooms life’s endearing one,
There in yon shieling [ fondly will woo
All that my heart contains,
All that for ever reigns,
Queen of my bosom, leal-hearted and true.

Rise on ye dark waves ! o’er the breast of the ocean,
Break your white crests on the rocks of Bowmore ;
Roll onin your grandeur ! ye sing of devotion,
. And kiss as fond lovers the foam crested shore :
I list to your music of deep-rolling voices,
I eerily hear the sad tale they aye tell ;
Awe-fettered my heart in their numbers rejoices,
But dearer by far is yon Cot in the Dell :
There in her peerless worth,
Shines my lone star of earth,
There my love’s morning aye dawns in her smile ;
All that can mould my joys,
All that bids Hope arise,
Lives in the breast of my Light of the lsle.

What tho’ the shrill blasts of the gloaming are roaring ?
What tho’ the night clouds darkly gather and lour?
What the’ the hoarse throat of the ocean is pouring
Its deep sullen tones on the surf-lighted shore?
Tho’ thunders a thousand in glory were pealing !
Tho’ trembled the earth ’neath their terrible spell !
Undaunted, defiant, love’s pure, Highland feeling
Would triumph, and seek the Wee Cot in the Dell ;
There 1n her loneliness
Beams all my happiness,
There is life’s fountain unsullied with shade ;
Ever enfiring me,
Ever inspiring me,
Ever, love's soul is my own 1sla’s maid,

WM, ALLAN,
BUNDERLAND,
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THE HIGHLAND CEILIDH.
(CoxTINUED.)
By Auasrair Oc.

—_—

ImMEDIATELY after the bard had concluded the recitation of his song to
Fear a Gharbha, the company dispersed to their respective homes, all well
pleased with the night's entertainment. The reader will notice that all
which has yet appeared of the Ceilidh is only what took place during one
evening.

‘When the house was cleared and the family left to themselves, one of
the female members of the household set about preparing the supper,
which was, as usual, of the most healthy, though of the most primitive
and simple description. It was soon ready, on the table, and the inter-
esting household gathered round it. The family consisted of the old
patriarch himself ; his three sons, whose ages ranged, as we already stated,
from 75 to 68, and one of whom, the eldest, was now stone-blind; the
eldest son’s wife ; his three sons and two daughters, and their young off-
spring, presenting the very unusual spectacle of four generations supping
together, as one family, at the same table, and, as they always did, in loving
and affectionate sympathy with one another. Two of the bard’s sons who
lived in the house were unmarried, and continued to live under the old
rafters until their dying day, cared for and attended by the elder brother’s
wife with a devoted solicitude and tenderness worthy of all praise, and
which was not, and could not be, surpassed by her devotion to her own
husband. She still, aged and frail, like Ossian, left alone by all her con-
temporaries, but surrounded by her own family and grandchildren, sur-
vives them all, a peculiar and standing example of devoted affection to her
husband’s talented though humble relatives, and a centre of tender and af-
fectionate regard in the district. Such virtues as these in the higher cir-
cles of society would not fail, and deserved, to be recorded by some able
and graphic pen. But we delight in having an opportunity of recording
an instance of real disinterested and loving solicitude for aged relatives in
a rude Highland cottage, and among the humblest class of our Highland
peasantry, which would do honour to, and which indeed is seldom met
with in, the npper and more favoured ranks.

The simple meal was soon over, and grace said, as it invariably
was, before and after all meals, His Gaelic Testament*—the only onein
the district—was handed to the old and venerable bard, wlio gave out and
read a chapter, explaining some of the passages as he went along. He
then read a psalm in the metrical version, and with his tremulous, but still

* This Testament was brought home from Eliuburgh by the laird, Sir Hector Mao-
kenzie, Bart., and by him presented to the bard, who made such good use of it that Sir
Heotor took it back to Edinburgh to be re-botind, some years after. On a more recent
oceasion, John Mackenzie, of the *“ Beauties of Gaelic Pouetry,” took it to the same place
for a third binding, It is now sorely requiring a fowith, but still in fuir preservation,
and is at present in the possession of the writer of these pages.
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sweet voice, led the song of praise, reading each line,* that the whole
family might join and follow him in the song, the sweet and natural mec-
lody of which, on a calmt night, could be heard with a pleasing and soul-
inspiring effect, throughout the greater portion of the village. These ex-
ercises of praise over, the frail old man, with his long snow-white locks
and patriarchal beard, rose, by the support of the table and the chair upon
which he sat, beut his knees on the earthern floor, leaning on his straw-
covered chair—the whole household, young and old, following his exam- -
ple—when he poured forth his spirit in his native and expressive Gaelic
vernacular, before his Maker, with an eloquence and earnestness of soul
which visibly affected his fellow-worshippers. We are perhaps prejudiced
on this point ; but we believe that it is impossible, through the medium
of any other language, to give expression to such soul-stirring appeals and to
produce such an effect on the hearer, as the venerable old man used to do
on these occasions. He was quite a stranger to that narrow sectarian spirit
now so common amongst us, when almost every section of the Church,
indeed almost every member of each section, would have a Heaven all to
themselves, if they could find one. He prayed for all, and he would have
all possess that open-hearted, genial, catholic, and beneficent belief in the
love of his Maker, which afforded him so much comfort and blessedness.

The contrast between the proceedings during the earlier part of the
evening and what we have now described as the final scene, may appear
somewhat strong and inconsistent to the straight-laced and more formal
Christian of the present day, but to us the kind of lifeled by the bard and
his family has a beautiful simplicity and innocence, which we must look
for in vain among his successors, who have, by the clergy, been frightened
and scolded into giving up their innocent and entertaining recitation of
song and story, and who, instead, have been in many cases driven to the
public-house and other questionable places of resort.

The following night the members of the Ceilidh circle again met as
usual. Matters were soon arranged in the usual order, ahd the bard wel-
comed back his friends. Some of them—particularly. Norman, who had
put in an appearance, and Fear a Gharbha—were specially honoured
with a hearty shake of the hand from the bard and his sons. The young-
sters were called upon to give the solutions of the riddles (see page 332)
propounded the previous evening, which Alastair Fachainn gave at once
correctly and without hesitation, as follows :—

Answer to No. 1-—=A cow—her four feet running, her four teats shak-
ing, her two homs looking up to the skies, and her mouth balling. 2)
Riding across a bridge, underground, upon a horse which, ds a fOZI, was
cut out of his dead mother’s side, of whose hide the bridle was made. (3)
A man with only one eye saw #wo apples on a tree, he took one off, so that
he neither left apples on, nor did he take apples off. = (4) An egg. (5)
A thorn in his foot, which he found in the wood, but did not find in his
foot, and so he brought it home with him. If he had found it he would
have left it in the wood where he first found it. (6) Abel. All these
solutions were well known to the elder members of the circle, but the young-

* The scarcity of books in those days accounts for the system, whic i i
throughout the Highlands, 4 § d b i
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sters were complimented for their ability, and encouraged to persevere an e_
dig deeper into the same mine. )

:

mised story, or rather series of stories, tracing how the Mackenzies first
came to obtain possession of thelands of G"tlI‘lOCh, and how the Macbeaths -
were first driven out of the country, and afterwards their successors, the ]
Macleods— Clann "ic Ille Challum—of Raasay. These legends have been so
well told in the pure dialect of the district, before it became corrupted by
an admixture of English phrases, that, in order to preserve it, we shall give
them here word for word as they were recited on the occasion, Certain
very expressive words peculiar to the district will be noticed, and it will
be remarked that the words bewl, meur, feuch, and such like, are :
pronounced bial, miar, fiach, and so on. Such words as these may easily
be altered in prose writings, without any injury to the text, but it is im-
possible to do so in poetry, the sound being so very dlﬁ'erent without al-~
tering the harmony and consonance of the piece. ~This will account for:
our giving the Gaelic Songs throughout the Ceilidl in the dialect of the
district in which they were composed, and our answer to any who may
consider the orthography faulty and not in accordance with the now al-
most universally received standards. A literal translation of these legends,
which will be found a wonderfully fair and close account of the historical
facts to which they refer, will be given with each for the benefit of the
English reader. Kenneth proceeded with the story of the Macbeaths,
premising that it was related to him by an old man, Roderick Fraser, Inver-
kerry, who died some few years before, aged 105 years, as follows :—

Kenneth Fmser Leac-na-Saighid, was now called upon to give his pro- i

HOW THE MACBEATHS WERE DRIVEN FROM THEIR STRONGHOLD
IN THE ISLAND OF LOCH TOLLY,

“Bha uair-eigin duine tapaidh—Tain Mac Tain Uidhir—a fuireach ann
an Carra Chinntaile, agus an uair a chual e gu'n robh a leithid so do dh-
fhogaraich dhaoine (Clann’ic Bheathain)a gabhail comhnuidh ann an Eilean
Loch Thollaidh, smuainich e ann fhein, air oidhche na bliadhn’ uire, gu'm
bu bhochd an leithid a choigrich mhilltich a bhi anns an aite, a togail cis
air an fhearann, nach bunadh dhoibbh, agus sliochd dhaoin’ uaisle do Chlann
Choinnich, ged da bha cuid dhinbh aig an robh fearann, gu'n robh cuid
eile dhiubh as aonais.

“Beagan aimsir an deigh sin, dar a thraogh an sneachda dheth na mo-
naidhnean, thog e 'bhalg smrrhld air a mhuin. Chuir e fios air Domhnull
Mor Mac Mhic Raonail’ ic Rath a Inbhir- Innait, agus choisich iad, mar
aon le cheile, a null air Cill-fhaolainn.  Choisich iad troimh mhonaidh-
nean Loch-Carron. Thainig iad a steach air monaidhnean Cheann-loch-
iugh (Cha be Ceann-loch-iugh a b-ainm dha aig an am so ach Ceann-loch-
ma-righ). Thainig iad trath anmoch am fradhare Loch Thollaidh, agus
bheachdaich iad air Caisteal Mhic-Bheathain anns an Iilean, agus
air aite o'm biodh e furasda dhoibh an cuid saighid a chur air ionn-
suidh a chaisteal. ~Bha craobh chaorainn ri taobh a chaisteal a bha anns
an rathad orra, ach dar a thainig plumanaich na h-oidhche, theann iad a
bhan ris a chladach, air a leithid do dhoigh,’s gun d' fhuair na h-o’laich
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faisg air bruach an Loch, ach gum biodh iad, ann am briseadh na h-arrunn,
{an latha) comhrard ri Mac Bheathain dar a thigeadh e mach.

“ An am dha thighinn a mach anns a mhaduinn, thubhairt am fear eile
ri fear Inbhir-Innait, “Fiach gu de cho math sa tha dalamh a nise mara
h-eil crith innte an deighe na h-oidhche, Fiach an amaisg thu air siol na
miole-moighe, ach an cuir thu as an ait e, air neadh gun dean thu carcois
deth chon am beil e, do bhrigh 's nach eil e dligheach dha bhi ann.”
Thilg fear InbhirInnait an t-saighid air tuaims’, ach cha d-rinn i ach
sgliuncan ri te dheth na seorsachan uinneag a bh'aca anns an t-seorsa
chaisteal a bh’ ann. -

“Dar a chunnaic feara Charra gur e sud diol a rinneadh air saighid fear
Inbhir-Innait shaoil leis nach robh ann an saighid a chompanaich ach
monar. Fhuair fear a Charra failmse air feat dheth na seirbhisich aig
Mac Bheathain, a toir leis ballan burn: gu bruich laos-boc a thug e a creag
Thollaidh an oidhche roimhe so, ach broinean ! cha be e fhein a cheall-
aich an laos-boc. Thilg seann Alastair Liath a Charra an t-saighid, ’s char
i troimh na h-airnean aig fear a bhallain uisge.

¢« Chuir Mac Bheaghain an umhail gun robh gne da rud-eigin air a chul-
thaobh, air nach robh fios aige. Smuainich e ann fhein gun fhuireach
ris an laos-boc ithe’, gu'm bu cho math dha bhi dol air tir—beo na bas
da—fhad sa bhiodh.an t-aiseag aige. Thog e na h-uile 1ian a bh-aige,
's rinn e tir dheth. A mheud ’s nach leanadh e dh-fhag e iad ; choisich e
cho luath sa bha na uilt, ach air cho luath ’s dha robh Mac Bheathain char
saighid Mhic Dhomnuill Mhoir an sas ann, an tiuighe na feola, na mhas.
Ruith e’san t-saighid an greim, ’sa lamh chli ’san t-saighid, an dochas, ah
comhnuidh, gun tugadh e air a h-ais i. Ruith e leis a bhruthaich gu aite
ris an canair gus an latha 'n diugh Bura, agus-se as aobhar da 'n ainm
sin, dar a thug Mac Bheathain an t-saighid as a mhas gun d’ thainig buradh
fola aiste.

“Dar a chunnaic na Tailich gun da theich an Ceannas as an t-seorsa

dhidean a bl’ aige, choisich iad timchioll ceann Loch Thollaidh, spagach

sgith mar a bha iad; ’s an dearbh aiseag a thug Mac Bheathain air tir thug e

Clann ’ic Rath o thir a dh'ionnsuidh 'n eilean, ’s chaith iad cuibhrionn

dheth an laos-boc a bha gu bhi aig Mac:Bheathain gu bhiadh ; sheall iad

s an duine dheth an d-rinn iad corp re am dha na chocaire dol gu deasach-

dainn na madainn. Duilichinn no cas cha robh air na Tailich ; chuir na

h-o’laich neo-sgathach an oidhche seachad anns a chaisteal ; charobh eagal -
Mhic-Bheathain orra-sa, ach bha cagal gu leor air Mat Bheathain, an corr

#nach d-fhuair e gum faigheadh e.

“Ge da bha ioma-ruagadh coigrich Duithaich Mhic-Aoidh* air aire nan
Taileach smuainich jad gun d’re’adh jad a ghabhail beachd ciamar a bha
. Gearrloch na luidhe.  Dh-fhalbh iad anns a mhaduinn an latha na mhaii-
'\ each, an deighe cuaranan a dheanamh da chraicionn an laos boic, le cur
dallan ann, mo na chaith iad an cuid thein air an t-slighe, a tigh'nn a
. Ceanntaile ; thainig iad troimh Ghearrloch, ’s bheachdaich iad air na b-
* uile gne mar bn mhiann leo fein a thaobh naduir; choisich iad ceum air

., . *’S ann a duthaich Mhic-Aoidh thainig Clann ’ic Bheathain roimhe 8o, na’m fogar-
| aich iad fein,
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cheum, mar b-urra dhoibh a dheanamh, gun eagal gun fhiamh corparra.
Rainig iad Brathainn ; chuir iad failte air MacCoinnich ; agus thuirt iad gun
aiteachas, ma bha tuilleadh mhac aige gu'm faigheadh iadsa tuilleadh
talmhainn da.  Dh’fhiathaich MacCoinnich a steach iad ’s ghabh e
'naigheachd. DN'innis iad dha mu thir Ghearrloch, 's mu'n doigh a chunn-

aic 1ad aig MacBheathain, s mar chuir iad an teicheadh air, agus an uin’

a bha iad beo air feol an lacs-boic. ¢ Agus a Choinnich,” arsa Domh’ull,
“bithidh cuimhne agam-sa air latha cas an laos-boic fhad sa bhitheas
Domh'ull orm.”

(Ri leantainn.)

P —

i
I

We give the following literal translation for the benefit of the English
reader :— -3

“QOnce upon a time, there lived a powerful man—-IJain Mac Iain

Uidhir—in the Carr of Kintail, and when he heard such aliens (The Mac-
Beaths) resided in the Island of Loch Tolly, he thought within himself
on New Year’s night that it wasa pity that such mischievous aliens should -
be in the place, raising taxes (rents) on the land which did not of right

belong to them, while the offspring of gentlemen of the Clan Mackenzie,
who, althouzh some of them possessed lands, others Were without it.

“Some little time after this when the snow subsided off the moun-
tains, he lifted his arrow bladder* on his back ; sent word for Big Donald,
Son of the Son of Ranald Macrae from Inverinate, and they walked as one
. together across Kilaolainn. They walked through the mountains of Loch-
carron. They came in by the mountains of Kenlochewe (Kenlochewe
was not the name at this time, but Loch-ma-righ—ZLoch of my King).
They came at a late hour in sight of Loch Tolly, and they took notice of
MacDBeath’s Castle in the Island, and of a place from where it would be
easy for them to send their arrows to the Castle. There was a rowan-tree
alongside the Castle, which was in their way, but when the darkening of
night came they moved down to the shore in such a way that the heroes
got near the bank of the Loch, so that they might in the breaking of the
sky (break of day) belevel (opposite) MacBeath when he came out.

“ When he (MacBeath) came out in the morning, the other man said
to him of Inverinate, ¢ Try how good (true) your hand is now, if it is not
tremulous after the night ; try if you can hit the seed of the beast(ly) hare,
or that you make a carcase of him where he is, inasmuch as he has no
right to be there.” Inverinate threw his arrow by chance, but it only be-
came flattened against one of the kind of windows in the kind of Castle
that was in it.

“When the man from Carr saw what happened to the arrow of the
man from Inverinate, he thought that his companion’s arrow was only a
useless one. The man from Carr got a glimpse of one of the servants of
MacBeath carrying with him a stoup of water to boil a goat buck,t
which he had taken from Craig Tolly the night before, but, poor fellow !
it was not him who consumed the goat buck. Old Alastair Liath (grey)
of Carr, threw the arrow, and it went through the kidneys of him of the
water-stoup.

* Quiver, + Wether goat,
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“ MacBeath suspected that a kind of something was behind him which
he did not know about. He thought within himself not to wait to eat
the goat buck, that 16 would be as well for him to go ashore—Ilife or death
to him—as long as he had the chance to cross. He lifted every arrange-
ment he had and he made the shore of it. Those who would not follow
him, he left behind him : he walked as fast as was in his joints, but fast
as MacBeath was, the arrow of the son of Big Donald fixed in him in the
thickness of the flesh, in his buttock. He ran with the arrow
fixed and his left hand fixed in the arrow, hoping always that
he would pull it out. He ran down the brae to a place which is called
Boora to this day ; and the reason of that name is, that when MacBeath
pulled the arrow out of his buttock, a Buradh (a bursting forth) of blood
came out of it.

“When the Kintail men saw that the superior of the kind of fortress
had flown, they walked round the head of Loch Tolly sprawling; tired as
they were ; and the very ferry-boat which took MacBeath ashore, took
the Macraes to the Island. They used part of the geat buck which
MacBeath was to have to his meal. They looked at the man of which
they had made a corpse while the cook went to the preparation for the
morning (meal). Difficulty nor distress was not (apparent) on the Kin-
tail men. The fearless heroes put past the night in the Castle. They
feared not MacBeath, but MacBeath was frightened enough that what he
did not get he would soon get.

¢ Although the pursuit of the aliens, from Mackay’s country,* was in
the thoughts of the Kintail men ; they thought they would go and see how
(the lands of) Gairloch lay. They went away in the morning of the next
day after making cuaranan (untanned shoes) of the skin of the goat buck
by putting thongs through it, as they had worn out their own on the way
coming from Kintail. They ecame through Gairloch ; they took notice of
everything as they desired themsclves according to their nature. They
walked (afterwards) step by step as they could do without fear or bodily
dismay. They reached Brahan; they saluted Mackenzie; they said
boldly, if he had more sons that they would find more land for
him. Mackenzie invited them in, and took their news. They told him
about the land of Gairloch, the way in which they saw MacBeath, and the
way in which they made him flee, and the time which they lived on the
flesh of the goat buck. ‘And Kenneth,’ says Donald (addressing the
chief) ‘I shall remember the day of the foot of the goat buck as long as
Donald is (my name) on me."” :

(To be Continued.)

. ¥ It is said that it was from Mackay’s country in Assynt that the MacBeaths came
originally.

Note. —For the arrangements which we have been able to make, so far,
for Vol. II., by the kind aid of an extensive band of distinguished con-
tll‘llbl;tors, all well known Celtic scholars, see first page of our advertising
sheet,
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THE OSSIANIC CONTROVERSY.

—_———
Parr THIRD.

Mr Hately Waddell replies to Mr Maclean’s last letter, as follows :—

Without farther troubling your correspondent, Mr Maclean, with whom
I have had an exchange of arguments on the authenticity of Ossian, and who
seems really to believe in it a great deal more than his own prejudice will al-
low, I cannot altogether dismiss the subject without adverting to a certain
point which has more than once been touched upon by other antagonists as
well as Mr Maclean, but which 1 have not hitherto, in your columns at least,
commented on. Tt is slightly amusing in itself, and would be altogether
unaccountable in the way of argument among dispassionate men, if it wére
not a fact that the mere name of Ossian is enough to inspire all unbelievers
in his authenticity with a sort of chronic craze in contradiction, as blind as
it is arrogant, and which on any other subject would be absolutely intoler-
able. What I refer to is the systematic refusal to allow the equal applica-
tion of any principle of proof on both sides of the controversy. If some given
line of argument has been adopted, which seems to be favourabls to them-
gelves, it is insisted on with schoolboy pertinacity ; but if the same line of
argument should prove ultimately favourable to their antagonists, it must
never be mentioned more, Nothing, in short, must be said or sung, of which
they are not to lLave the exclusive benefit ; and failing all other modes of
self-assertion they doggedly decline to move. .

In my own case, for example, the exercise of instinct or intuition, on my
part and theirs, in the determination of authenticity at large, and of Ossian’s
in particular, has come repeatedly in question ; and the plea on this point
has been urged by those on the opposite side with singular innocence, almost
unconsciousness, of its bearings against themselves. When these learned
controversialists, inclnding authors and erudite professors, undertake to de-
termine, it may be, whether the English or the Gaelic Gssian was the original
product of Macpherson’s brain, and which, if either, was the primeval for-
gery by that father of lies, such a process on their part is far from being the
result of anything like mere instinct. God forbid ! Tt partakes more, in
character, of the highest critical discrimination—with this slight drawback
apparently, that no two of the erudite who rejoice in the exercise of such
faculty among themselves can agree about its application, or define its limits;
and the practical effect of the operation hitherto has been to produce ouly
chaos and contradiction. The turn of a sentence in one case has been held
conclusive proof that Macpherson was a liar, whilst the turn of the same sen-
tence in another case has been relied on as clear enough evidence, not of ac-
tual dishonesty, perhaps, but of utter incapacity on his part for such work,
any one among themselves concerned having been able to do all that was
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required infinitely better ; both parties in the meantime being hopelessly
remorsely ignorant of the translator’s own sense, and themselves either
fixedly averse, or unblushingly incompetent to arrange any two paragraphs
of his work in proper sequence.

On the other hand, when the same faculty of critical discrimination to
determine in the first place whether the English version is the work of an
honest man, is employed by myself, and when I venture to assert that mere
moral instinct, or intellectual intuition, in any unprejudiced mind capable
of discerning will return a verdict in his favour, I have the honour to be as-
sailed with shouts of hilarious ridicule on the exercise of what they are
pleased to call supernatural gifts ; and if I modestly, but earnestly, retort—
that the face of the land and the flow of the sea, the configuration of the
earth’s surface, and the contents of its varicus strata, the course of rivers,
the site of exhausted lakes, the drift of clouds, the position of rocks, the re-
cesses of caverns, the very stumps of trees, the ordnance survey, the compass
and theodolite, the position of graves, the discovery of canoes, the disen-
tombed fragments of calcined human remains in ruined forts, the hammer of
the geologist, the microscope .of the chemist, the collection of the antiquarian,
the traditions of the people, the sense of their local phraseology, the very
nomenclature of the ground on which they tread—everything everywhere is
in support of my conclusion, a studied silence follows among the erudite,
which is symptomatic surely, in some slight degree, of cowardice or convic-
tion! Or [ am told, with sagacious irrelevance, that Hugh Miller and Smith
of Jordanhill are of a different opinion from mine about marine formations,
&c., &c.—that is, that some distinguished geologist or antiquarian seems to
differ from me on a sabject which he has never investigated ; therefore I
must be wrong, and his testimony is to be accepted implicitly in preference
to the witness-bearing of carth and sea! Lt may he useless to point out to
such reasoners how absurd it seems that Hugh Miller’s verdict should silence
the surge of the Solway, or Smith of Jordanhill’s speculations outweigh the
waters of the Clyde ; therefore, T no longer attempt it. But it is absolutely
incumbent, notwithstanding, to expose such absurdity when it is solemnly
intruded as an argument in the face of fact. This also has been repeatedly
done, both by anticipation in the work itself, and in newspaper correspond-
ence since the controversy began ; but without effect. They still persist in
their calumnies, without proof ; in their jaunty assertions, without evidence;
in their critical discriminations, without truth ; -in their pretended dis-
coveries, without eyesight. Why should I longer seriously discuss a question
of importance with such antagonists ? Is it not my privilege rather to ridi-
cule and defy them ; or to lay bare their ignorance to the bone, since no other
process can affect them? T come at last reluctantly to be of that opinion
and hereby give them all due notice, in so far as your columns enable me tl;
do so, that in any future controversy with them I shall act without reserve
on that principle. I have no wish to write unpleasantly in the circumstances
'—-far.from it. But I have no alternative ; the cause 18 not my own ; it is
identical with the highest interests of European literature—nay, of European
history, and can neither be slurred nor surrendered. If they are able to
answer, let them gird up their loins now like men and answer me. If not
then let me note every man among them worth noting, as a traitor to thc’a
Commonwealth of Letters, who in ignorance or bad faith shall persist in his
calumnies. Nothing can be fairer ; and whatever they may have said hitherto
in the way of doubt or disparagement on Macpherson’s work, [ shall avail
myself of this opportunity, before waving adieu, to instruct these gentlemen

0
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that his translation of Ossian is a finer work than anything of the sort that
will ever be produced by their united most strenuous efforts ; awd that no
work since the days of Moses to the present hour—not even the most com-
monplace matter-of-fact schoolboy manual of geography— is capable of clearer
verification. All this may be so far due to the fact that the Gaelic from
which Macpherson translated was truer and better than that which is now in
print ; but this only makes the question in favour of his honesty and capacity
the clearer ; and it seems to be one of the strongest proofs of their own in-
capacity to intermeddle in such an argument at all that an alternative so ob-
vious and natural has never occurred to one of them.—I am, sir, &c.,

P. HATELY WADDELL.
Glasgow, 1876,

The following is Mr Hector Maclean’s reply :—

It appears evident that Dr Waddell is the Don Quixote of the Ossianic
controversy, and, armed with his pasteboard shield, which he believes to be
made of the trustiest metal, he marches forth to give battle to all and sun-
dries who have a word to say against the veracity of James Macpherson. If
the pasteboard shield receives a gash from anyone, that does not prove that
it is pasteboard ! No ! No! but it proves in reality that those who lacerate
the pasteboard are disingenuous! perhaps not ¢ honest !” Dr Waddell eould
always be very severe if he liked, as may be gathered from his own assertions,
but being so very magnanimous, he can spare those whom he holds merely
to scratch his good steel armour, and consoles himself with the illusion that
the gashes are nothing but innocuous strokes! The blows by which he is hit
are not fairly given ; yet being so very chivalrous he restricts himself ‘to the
mildest form of condemnation!” In these days of analytical inquiry Dr
Waddell seems to prefer the Fluellen logic; for it is mostly by this species of
logic that he establishes all his points :—*‘ Theroc is a river in Macedon ; and
there is also moreover ariver at Monmouth ; it is called Wye at Monmouth ;
but it is out of my brains what is the name of the other river; but’tis all
one ; ’tis so like as my fingers is to my fingers, and there is salmon in both.”

Dr Waddell seems to be enveloped in Fingalian mists, which prevént him
from perceiving clearly and distinctly the force of evidence calculated to dig-
pel his Ossianic delusivns. When he complained of the disagreement of High-
land Gaelic scholars, I suggested to him the propriety of viewing the subject
from German and Irish standpoints, and I pointed to Lhuyd asan old autho-
rity that has hitherto stood the test of the new science of comparative philo-
logy which was founded in Germany by Grimm, and which has been applied
to the Keltic languages so successfully by J. C. Zeuss in that proformd and
learned work, the Gramimatica Celtica. To show that the Highland Society’s
Dictionary and some other authorities on which Dr Waddell depends for his
definitions of names are not reliable for philological purposes, 1 beg to quote
the following passages—one from the Grammatica Celtica, and the other from
Dr Whitley Stokes” Goidilica. I have already, in my former letter, quoted
Lhuyd’s definition of Dun, and I quote now Zeuss’s explanation of the meaning
of the same name, which completely contradicts the definition given in Dr
Waddell’s book .— ¢ Praemittitur item, quod postponiturin aliis linguis subst.
dun (castrum, oppidum), in nominibus urbinm vel montium castris munito-
rum.”

With regard to the Highland Society’s Dictionary and its compilers, I
have to say that it was very good in its day, but that it was compiled at a
time when Gaelic Scholarship was in its infancy, and when the place of sci-
entific philology was supplied by an inane and trifling species of whimsical
etymology. In confirmation of these views L would beg to call the reader’s
attention to the following passage from the work of one of the greatest Kel-
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tic scholars of the day—from Dr Whitely Stokes’ Goidilica, which corroborates
all that T have said of the Highland Society’s Dictionary :~—‘¢ Brath 65, 66
acc. sg. culbrath, brad, brdith 4. gen. sg. bratha 41, ¢judgment’ wrongly ex-
plained in the Highland Soec. Dic. as ‘conflagration,” Gaulish bratu, W. brawd.”
I may inform those who have not paid much attention to these matters that
8g. is a contraction signifying Codex Prisciani Sancti Galli, an ancient Irish
continental manuscript, and that the figures refer to the Irish or Gaelic
| glosses.

Many errors equally glaring and absurd may be pointed out in this ‘“con-
fessedly one of the finest works of its sort in modern lexicography.” Thirty
years ago I thought highly of this dietionary, but such has been the progress
of Keltic philology since, that it has completely outgrown the most of Keltic
Dictionaries and Grammars, both Kimric and Gaelic. Old manuscripts lying
dormant in libraries in Great Britain and Ireland and on the continent have
been brought to light by the indefatigable industry of the learned, so that
certainty is in a great measure substituted for conjecture.

T deny that there is any irrelevancy in what I have brought forward as
evidence in my reply to Dr Waddell, much less is there anything self-contra-
dictory ; it appears so only to Dr Waddell in consequence of the distorting
influence of his envelope of Ossianic mist. While Dr Waddell is possessed
in a high degree of the wsthetic feelings and intellect that can appreciate and
discriminate literary excellence, he is evidently too warm and emotional for
dealing in a cool, scientific manner with historical evidence, else he could not
avoid perceiving that Macpherson’s English Ossian—the only Ossian of which,
I presume, he knows anything, could not be the production of a North Bri-
ton of the third century,—much less could he avoid perceiving that the nar-
ratives in Macpherson’s English Ossian cannot be the history of any tribe of
North Britons in the third century ;—nay more, that these prose poems could
not have been produced at any other period in the Highlands than at the
time when they appeared. The defeat at Culloden ended two Highland in-
surrections, the object of which was the restoration of a fallen dynasty. A
mistaken judgment led noble and generous sentiments astray ; but the devo-
tion and heroism of the men that joined in those Jacobite insurrections, must,
of necessity, be admired as long as the human heart retains any of its most
worthy qualities. Macpherson’s boyhood was reared amidst sadness and suf-
fering caused by mistaken but disinterested loyalty. The melancholy that
overshadowed his country tutored his genius. Like other men of genius he
| was the exponent of his age and people. For the construction of his works,
he had living heroes and heroines to serve as architypes for his characters ;
old mythical poems and tales to supply material for his narratives; and the
wild mountain scenery of his native country to suggest his grand but gloomy
descriptions of external nature. How lightly literary forgery was thought of
in his day appears clearly from the following judicious remarks of the Sutur-
\day Review :—‘“ But in justice to Macpherson it must be borne in mind that
literary forgery was a fashion of the day. And to make the deception so com-
plete as to trick the public into believing it was a sign of talent rather than
of knavery, Percy ‘himself restored his relics till they were almost past re-
lcognition. It was but a bolder flight in the same direction that bore Mac-
‘pherson to wealth and fame, ending in a tomb in Westminster Abbey.”

1 am extremely sorry that Dr Waddell endorses all the vile slander that
‘was heaped on Dr Shaw by some of, his countrymen, because he had suc-
‘ceeded in divesting himself of a delusion that had spread far and wide, and
‘was fortunate enough to recover from the Ossianic mania by which so many
were infected. 1In an edition of Tacitus’s Germania and Agricola, by the Rev.
N. 8. Smith, of Bristol, honourable mention is made of Dr Shaw, who wrote
to Smith from Chelvy, of which place he was Rector, April 30th, 1821, A
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translation of the speech of Galgacus to the Caledonians into Gaelic by Dr
Shaw is to be found in this work.

To attempt to torture geology out of Macpherson’s writings, or accurate
history out of traditions, myths, fables, giants, and giantesses, in this en-
lightened age, is supremely ridiculous. So much, however, is Dr Waddell in
love with his Ossianic phantasms that no amount of evidence, as it appears
to me, can convince him of their absurdity and baselessness.—I am, sir, &e.,

HECTOR MACLEAN.
Ballygrant,' Islay, 1876,

LITERATURE

— ()

AN T-ORANAICHE (THE SONGSTER), COMHCHRUINNEACHADH DE
ORAIN GHAIDHEALACH. Lt GILLEASBUIG MAC-NA-CEARDOH, 62 Sraid
Ar-a-Ghaidheil, Glasehu.

We have before us the first Part of this work—The Songster—a new
volume of Gaelic Songs, many of them now published for the first: time
by Archibald Sinclair, Glasgow. It is to be completed in five parts, and if
the succeeding divisions come up to the one now before us, the work, when
completed, will be the handsomest Collection of Gaelic Songs hitherto |
issued from the press. We have here about seventy songs, making 104
pages of bold, clear, and very readable type; unquestionably the best
printed, and the hest got up, specimen of Gaelic that has ever yet ap-
peared. i

When first told that this work was to be a collection of unpub-
lished Gaelic Songs, we thought Mr Sinclair was making a mistake ; for,
unpublished Gaelic Songs would, necessarily, only be known in a limited
circle, and it requires a good intermixture of well known and popular’
Gaelic Songs to make any collection attractive to the general reader. The
compiler has therefore acted wisely in giving several very well known
pieces in the work before us, judiciously arranged among those which have
hitherto been almost entirely unknown, even to the majority of Gaelic
readers.

Among the best known in this part will be found ¢ Buaidh
Leis na Seoid” (which is, in the Songster, ascribed to Alexander Macgre-
gor, schoolmaster, but which was the joint production of himiself and bro-
ther—the late Rev. Mr Macgregor of Kilmuir, Isle of Skye, uncle and
father 'of the Rev. Alex. Macgregor, M.A., Inverness), “’S i mo Lean-
nan an Te Ur”; ‘“Nighean Bhan an Achadh-Luachrach”; ¢ A Mhaigh-
dean Og nam Meal-shuilean”; “ AMhairi Mhig-shuil, Mheal-shuileach”;
“A Ghrnagach Dhonn a Bhroillich Bhin”; ¢ Fleasgach an Fhuilt
Chraobhaich Chais”; ¢ An Couinne thu Leannan an Cluinn thu”; “A
Mhairi Mhin Mheal-shuileach”; “Moladh na Landaidh”; “Ho ro mo
Nighean Donn Bheidheach” ; ¢ Olaidh Sinn Deoch Slainte n-Oighre” ;
“Soraidh leis & Mhaighdinn”; ¢ Oganaich an Oir-Fhuilt Bhuidhe” ;
“ Domhnull Cuimeanach” ; “Thogainn Konn air Lorg an Fheidh”; ¢ Cruin-
neag Bhoidheach A’Chuil Bhuidhe” ; “Deoch-Slainte Chamshronaich” ;
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“MacGriogar O Ruadh-Shruth”; “Mo Roghainn ’s mo Run”; “Ille
Bhuidhe” ; “Soraidh Slan Do’n Ailleagan.” There are also several excellent
songs by the late Dr Maclachlan of Morven, many of which have previ-
ously appeared in print, but none of them so well known as they deserve
to be. Most of these display real poetic genius; and none of them are
without considerable merit.  “ Dusgadh nan Gaidheil,” by Nigel Mac-
neill, is an excellent production, and well deserves a place in the collec-
tion. His song to the “Lily” is also good, but heis too fond of
contracting his words, a habit which a good poet always avoids as much as
possible. The requirements of his metre obliges him far too often to re-
sort to contractions, which indicate poverty of expression and dearth
of language: for instance, he writes teannash’ for teannachadh;
quaill for guaillean, or quaillaibh; cheil’ for cheile all in one line. In
another song—¢ Boichead,” which we think is not worthy of a place-in
this collection,—he writes cuimhneach’ for cuimhneachadh ;  Tha mais
am fath'st is miannaich'” in the same picce, and “ Mu righ-chatl’r mais'
air neamh,” are two lines which are very stiff and ugly. In another, we
. meet with diock’nich for di-chuimhnich. —The whole line—¢ Cha diocl’-
nich mi chaoidl ge Ve aite d'an teid”—indeed the whole song, “An t-
Eilean Uain’ Ileach” is very stiff. Three of MNeill's given in this work
are highly creditable. “ Gearan Gaoil” is very good, but the melody could
be improved by making duinn in the fourth and sixth lines of the first
stanza read dhuinn, and d¢ in the fourth line of the second stanza dhs.

There are many other songs highly meritorious; but especially do we
commend the selection from Dr Maclachlan’s compositions already referred
to, from Dougal Macphail’s, and many others ; while the part is appropri-
ately brought to a conclusion by ¢ Oran a Phrionnsa,” by Alexander Mac-
donald (Alasdair Mac Mhaighstir Alasdair).

Another serious drawback to the work, and one which can easily,
and should, be remedied in future parts, and in the table of contents
as regards the one before us, is, that many of the songs are without the
name of the author. This is a grave defect in a collection otherwise so
valuable.

These suggestions and criticisms may appear trifling, but they are
really not so, for with a little more attention on the part of the editor the
¢ Songster” would be almost perfect.

‘We would also suggest that the Editor should spell the same words in
the same way throughout the work. 'We do not like to see bhuadhnaich in
one place and bhuanraich in another, for won ; laoghaich in one place and
laoich in another, for heroes : nunn and null, for over ; fhaoileann and
Jhaoilinn, for gull ; oigear and oigeir, for youth ; faoighneachd and foinn-
eachd, for asking; siothiomn (which violates an excellent rule) and
sithinn,for venison; Gheobhainnse and Gheiblinnse, for I would get ; rudha
and rughuadh, for a flash or flush ; feigh and feidh, for deer. We do not
like such expressions as ¢ Ca bheil,” for Caite 'm beil' ; “ Lion do buadh-
an,” for Lion do bhuadhan; Fhiosam, for fhios «’m; Fuireachd, for
Juireach, or more correctly fuirich ; Sgiallaich for sgiathail, flying:
DBatailt, for batail ; Botainn, for botan ; Am bruthach, for a bhruthach ;
Lionteadl for lionte ; Mhain foxr bhan (down) ; Catmhach (Sutherland
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man) for Cat’ach (Cot thaobhach) ; Seoltan for siuil (sails) ; Feile pleate,
for feile pleata, or pleatacl (plaited) ; An t-sobhag, for an seobhag ; An
tabaid, for an t-sabaid. We find #ghinn (coming), when contracted,
written ¢igh'n and tigh’nn alternately.

‘Why put fochar in italics ? and why write jacket ? the latter should be
deacaid, or peiteig. These are important matters, and it is quite within
the province of the Editor to secure uniformity as far as possible in the
spelling—indeed it is a duty which he owes to his readers. He ought
not to consider himself bound by the orthography of his authors, many
of whom, although they could compose good posetry, could not write a
line, and had to depend upon the best Gaelic scholars within reach to
commit their compositions to paper. It is expected, in such circum-
stances, that the orthography should vary, but that is no excuse for the
Editor of such an excellent work as this to allow so many unnecessary
variations of an objectionable kind.

Mr Sinclair has placed the Celtic literary world under a deep debt of
obligation to him for producing a collection of Gaelic poetry, which pro-
mises to be the best collection of Gaelic poetry ever issued. It isthe best
printed we have seen. It is the best value in the language as
regards quantity, and the matter is on the whole remarkably well selected.
A little more care in the direction we have above indicated will make
the forthcoming part of the work perfect,

ELEMENTARY LESSONS IN QAELIC READING, GRAMMAR, AND CON-
STRUCTION. Inverness: The Highlander Office, Edinburgh: Maclachlan &
Stewart. Glasgow : William Love,

OF late years the many beauties and elementary properties of the Gaelic
language have arrested no ordinary share of public attention. Two great
causes have conjointly operated to produce this effect. The one arises
from the nature of the latelv enacted Government School Bill, in which
no provision is made for the teaching of Gaelic in Highland parishes ; and
the other arises from a directly opposite source, viz., the indefatigable ex-
ertions of Professor Blackie and others for the endowment of a Celtic
chair in one of our Scottish Universities. It will appear at once obvious
to all who take an interest in this important subject, that both these
canses, which are in reality negative and positive in their tendency, are
still working together for the promotion of a boon which must not eventu-
ally be denied to our Gaelic-speaking countrymen in the Highlands and
Islands. It is a fact that the New Educational Code, in which no en-
couragement is given for instructing our Highland youth in their native
tongue, has aroused the regret, if not the indignation, of a host of
philanthropists of all ranks and classes. It is such a palpable fact, that
while the Gospel requires to be preached in the districts just named,
through the medium of the only language which the natives understand,

and while the rising gencration must be instructed in the only language

which they speak, ample provision is urgently required for the proper
training of pastors and teachers, in order to the effectual performance of
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their respective duties. The only alternative is the sad one of leaving
the poor Highlanders to their fate, and of allowing the youth to grow up
in comparative ignorance of the Word of Life, which to them is otherwise
a sealed book; and of allowing, on the other hand, the aged to pine
away, and sink into their graves, under the great disadvantage of not
having the Gospel expounded to them fluently and eloquently in that
language which alone can reach their hearts. Fortunately as yet, how-
ever, matters have not actually come to this issue; but they are rapidly
drifting into it, when clergymen capable of addressing multitudes in their
native tongue will become “few and far between.” Many worthies in
the land deeply deplore this sad state of things. Many learned gentlemen
in all quarters of the kingdom use their utmost endeavours to counteract
the evils, which otherwise have a tendency to increase. 'We have learned
men,—we have scientific minds and noble characters,—we have principals
and professors of Universities,—doctors of divinity and medicine,—
ministers of all churches and denominations,—statesmen and rulers, and
all grades of society, throwing their differences to the winds, and firmly
uniting together to foster this great and invaluable boon for the temporal
and spiritual benefit of our neglected Highlanders !

It is fortunate, however, for the Highland student, that uuder the
many disadvantages already alluded to, he possesses one valuable boon,
and that is the great variety of Grammars, Primers, and Lesson-books
which are brought within his reach, and which he may make available, to
a certain extent, for acquiring a correct knowledge of the Gaelic language.
‘While it is not easy for any student to make great progress in gaining a
thorough acquaintance with even his native tongue without a teacher, yet,
if diligent and persevering, he may receive an amount of insight into his
native language, which will surprise himself, by the proper use of the
lesson-books published for his benefit. Of these there is a gradation to
suit all capacities, from the student of the highest standard, to the boy
lisping his spelling-book. - The country has been furnished with excellent
grammars by such eminent Celtic scholars as Stewart, Munro, Forbes,
Armstrong, Macalpin, and others ; and latterly we have the very suitable
manual of Mr George Lawson Gordon, of Halifax, N.S., which was some
months ago favourably alluded to in these pages. We have now the
pleasure of adverting to “The Elementary Lessons in Gaelic Reading,
Grammar, and Construction,” by our talented young townsman, Mr L.
Macbean, to which we call the favourable attention of our Highland
countrymen, as well as that of our southern friends, who may desire to
acquire even a partial knowledge of the Gaelic language. Mr Macbean is
a superior Gaelic scholar. He has displayed his eritical knowledge of the
language in the little manual before us. The ¢ Lessons” were at first
compiled, not with a view to publication, but for the benefit of a Gaelic
class conducted by him, under the auspices of the Gaelic Society of In-
verness. They are now placed hefore the public in a neat, cheap, and
portable form. Mr Macbean deserves much praise for this unpretentious
manual. Its beauty and utility consist in conciseness, while at the same
time it is full and comprehensive. It required no ordinary skill and tact
to make it plain and simple, yet so full and complete. He has prudently
avoided abstruse constructions and critical anomalies. He commences at
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the beginning, and conducts his pupils forward by easy steps and stages
through the entire routine of the various parts of speech. IIis exercises
are graduated and appropriate, and, in addition to all, the student is
supplied with a pleasing variety of phrases, vocables, old sayings, Gaelic
poetry and songs, and a detached key to solve the whole. A few slight
errors have crept in ; these, however, we attribute to the compositors, who,
we know from experience, do not claim infallibility when printing Gaelic.
All Highlanders, and all who wish the Highlanders well, have cause to
welcome this little volume, and cordially to thank its author for furnishing
them with such sound and suitable ¢ Elementary Lessons.”

LINES WRITTEN NEAR AULTNACRAIG, OBAN.

O’er Morven’s peaks bright glowed the
golden west,
And I sat down upon a heath-clad hill
To list the brook sing its sweet psalm of
rest,
As on it rippled past the silent mill,

So full of glory was the gorgeous scene,
‘Where segmed the beauties of all lands
combined ;
The gay heath 'mong a thousand shades of

green,
The ivy around tree and rock entwined.

The music of the bee, the bird, the brook.
The mirrored sea where mountains gazed
with pride,
The hoary crag, the flower bedappled nook,
The stately trees thro’ which tke zephyrs
sighed ;

The crystal fountains and the fragrant air
So cool and pure, and as the sun went
down :
The lingering glory crowning everywhere
The lovely' braes beyond sweet Oban
town.

The brook was hymning to the old grey
mill,
As on it’rippled to the silvery sea ;
And I beheld another on the hill
‘Who scemed to listen to its minstrelsy.

Strangely in keeping with the scene sub-

ime,
His*ﬂowi’ng locks bathed in the mellow
light,

Like some grand chieftain of the olden
time
Taking his rest from weary chase or fight.

Friend of our mountain-land, our tongue,
our race,
The sunbeams haloing thine hoary head
Are not the noblest crown that doth thee
grace—
Learning and virtue round thee lustre
shed.

‘When musing in these bowers at morn or

eve,
Tho’ fancy with her beauteous wings
a-fold
No longer youth’s own fairy visions weave,
Be thine, oh ! Blackie, countless thoughts
of gold.

From the rich chalice of the ancient sage
Get precious draughts for the aspiring
youth ;
Unseal the beauties of the classic page
To fire his soul with nobleness and truth,

Then bright young reapers to the harvest
come
Led by thine eye will bind their golden
sheaves,
And when they sing their joyous harvest-

home,
They’ll bless the hand that gave their
laurel leaves,

MARY MACKELLAR,

ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS.

¢« BenpERLOCH.”— We cannot depart from our invariable rule, not to
publish any communication unless we are supplied with the writer’s name,
‘ot necessarily for publication. - The question raised is interesting, and we
shall be glad to take it up if our correspondent furnishes name and address.
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ACCOUNT OF THE LAST BATTLES AND DEATH IN INDIA
OF COLONEL WILLIAM BAILLIE OF DUNAIN,
1780-1782.

By Cuaries Fraser-Mackintosy, F.8.A,, Scor., M.P.

P, S,

[CoNTINUED.]

Ir would have been observed that the writer of the manuscript was very
guarded in his reference to the Commander-in-chief. Others were not so,
In another manuseript, apparently written by an actor in the events nar-
rated, the author says, after bringing his narrative down to the first re-
pulse of Tippoo Saib, and the taking of so many guns:—¢ The Grenadiers
had put themselves in possession of the enemy’s guns, but were staggered
at the appearance of a large body of horse on their right flank, which
proved no less than the van of Hyder's army. The Grenadiers supposing
thelr intention was to cut them oft from the line, and seeing no support
advancing from that quarter, abandoned the enemy’s guns, and began to
retreat in some disorder to the line.

“The body of horse charged the line, but were repulsed with loss,
art of them coming up with the rear of the Grenadiers before they were
able to reach the line, several of them were cut down.  Tippoo Saib soon
Mt himself in possession of his'guns thus abandoned by the Grenadier
Sepoys, and no steps having been taken to rsnder them useless, they were
opened upon us immediately after the horse were repulsed.  Hyder by
this time had formed his line, and his guns began to open upon us from
all quarters.

“The appearance of his army seemed to strike our Sepoys with dis-
may ; and the rapid retreat of the Grenadiers into the line, threw them
into some confusion.  Afler faintly returning the cannonade a few min-
utes, our guns became useless for want of ammunition. Our only hope
was now the General’s marching to our relief. ~ Our army and Hyder's
being encamped in sight of each other on the evening of the 8th (at which
time Colonel Fletcher marched from Conjeveram to join us), it was rea-
sonable to suppose the General would not allow Hyder to move, without
being at his heels. On this supposition we built our hopes, as nothing

but the appearance of our army could save us.
“Hyder's guns advanced upon us at every discharge, and his infantry
D
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with their scattered fire killed a number of our people. They had done
but little execution with their guns till they brought four upon the high
ground, which took the detachment directly in flank. The guns, I was
afterwards informed, were directed by Mons. Gallie in person, and were,
in a great measure the cause of hastening our defeat.

“We were now completely surrounded on all sides, and not less than
60 pieces of cannon playing upon us, without being able to return a single
shot. The Sepoys appeared alarmed, and began to crowd towards the rear,
in spite of all their officers could do to prevent it, some of them leaving
their ranks, ran about in great disorder. The Kuropeans alone at this
time were steady and in good order. The confusion among the Sepoys
was soon perceived by the enemy, and their horse began to close upon us
from every quarter. Such a moving world advancing upon us, and no
ammunition to our guns to keep them off, completed the disorder of the
Sepoys. In spite of the smart firing that was kept up by the troops then
in order, the enemy kept pressing forward. All was confusion. = Colonel
Baillie after making every effort to save us, perceiving all was lost, and
that it was his duty to save as many of the lives of his people as he could,
held up a white flag for quarter. At this moment the horse were almost
upon the point of the bayonets, but pulled up on ‘perceiving the white
flag. The enemy pointed to a smart firing which was kept up by our
people towards the rear. Colonel Baillie sent orders to throw down their
arms, but the firing continuing, the horse cut in.”

This writer clearly infers that Hyder should not have been allowed to
move without Munro “ being at his heels,” and that Hyder was appre-
hensive such would be the case, is demonstrated by his instant retreat to
the Round Wells. Had the Commander-in-chief pushed on, it is not too
much to say, that the losses of the morning would have been retrieved,
and Colonel Baillie released. But first Munro’s delay, and second his re-
treat, ultimately cost thousands of lives and millions of treasure.

‘We resume, however, the narrative:

After Colonel Baillie's defeat, another manuseript says :—¢ Hyder dis-
graced his victory by the manner in which he treated his prisoners. Col.
Baillie was stript and brought before him wounded in three different
places. Hyder, quite intoxicated with success, exulted over him with un-
soldierlike cruelty, which the other retorted with such spirit and con-
tempt, that Colonel Assar (of the French army) says, he apprehended
Hyder would have been exasperated to an act of fatal barbarity. A Euro-
pean officer in Hyder’s service, of the name of Illiot, was beat by his or-
der in the Durbar for carrying necessaries to Colonel Baillie.

“Hyder after the action, without halting on the field of battle, re-
treated to the Round Wells, leaving many of his wounded behind him, ex-
pecting to have been pursued. On his arrival there, he heard of the re-
treat of our army towards Chingleput, when he dispatched his cavalry in
pursuit. They returned the next day loaded with plunder, and with
many prisoners, most of them horribly wounded.

. ‘“This officer says that very few of our artillery were taken, most of
them being cut down by their guns, which they defended to the last, and
that the greatest part of the Europeans who were made prisoners, are so
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grievously wounded that he imagires few can recover ; that officers and
men are denied the common necessaries of life, and subjected to every
species of bad usage.

% Colonel Assar, in the presence of the Governor of Goa, bestowed the
highest encomiums upon Colonel Baillie, and repeatedly said that every
manceuvre which he made, showed him to be an officer of great experi-
ence, conduct, and knowledge in his profession ; and that he did not
think any troops in the world could have displayed more intrepidity and
determined resolution than the troops under his command, both European
and Sepoys.”

It would appear that the prisoners were at first very badly used, and
rumours of ill-treatment in confinement had reached Inverness. Dr Alves
writing from Inverness on 18th January 1783 to his brother-in-law, John
Raillie, afterwards Colonel John Baillie of Dunain, who had been serving
on Sir Eyre Coote’s staff, says :—“ The accounts we got, and the reports
which have prevailed upon such occasions, by no means serve to relieve
our anxiety. We have been told that your brother was treated with se-
verity, and kept by the black savage, whose prisoner he is, in very close
confinement, and even in irons. This cursed report had well-nigh cost
poor Nelly her life ; and though we collected several circumstances after-
wards that rendered the account improbable, yet the idea frequently comes
across 3’16‘1‘, and throws a damp on her spirits that nothing can get the bet-
ter of.

The following interesting letter from Lieutenant Francis Baillie, then
serving under Munro, to Dr Alves, dated Fort-George, Madras, 28th No-
vember 1780, shows that Colonel Baillie was well treated :—

DEAR SIR,—It is a long time since you have heard from me, and now I am afraid
the following sheets will tire your patience. You have no doubt ere now heard of our
misfortunes on this coast ; yet, give me leave to give you, what I think a just account of
them. Oa the 10th of Sept., about ten in the morning, Colonel Baillie with about 3600
men, were either killed, wounded, or taken prisoners, by Hyder Ali, His army con-
sisted of 50,000 men, and by all accounts, he had two-and-forty guns; whereas our
troops had only ten, and even with this small number, Hyder’s army were repulsed two
or three times before they got the better. A cannonade began about twelve o’clock the
preceding night, which continaed some time and was very plaiuly heard in General
Munro’s camp, Had he marched at that time, as was expected, the troops being all ly-
ing on their arms, we would have come time enough to bave obtained a most complete
vietory. Instead of which he delayed marching until the next morning, half an-hour af-
ter sunrise, so that by the time we got within five miles of the place of action, the Ge-
neral was inforaed that very superior numlers had got the better of the small force com-
manded by Colone! Buillie, after fighting most gallantly from day-break till about ten
o'clock. When the accounts of the defeat arrived, we retreated to Conjeveram, where
we remained on our arms that night. Abcut two in the morning of the 11th, we set out
for Chingleput, a fort belonging to the Company, and on our road to this place; thatday
we retreated, or rather fled, with the remsins of our army and thirty-two guns, the dis-
tance of thirty five miles, During this flight we lost the whole baggage of the army.
We halted one day at Chingleput, where we received a small re-inforcement, after
which the little aimy we had, quite disheartened, made a march of twenty-seven miles,
which Lrought us to St Thomas’ Mount, within nine miles of Fort-Geeorge. The battle
of Bulksaar, and the stumbling into Pondicherry, by which Sir Hector has acquired such
laurels, will not now save his credit; for he has given very clear proofs at this time that
he has no idea of the profession of a soldier, You will think this extraordinary of a man
that has come to such high rauk, but it is the truth. The small army we have got isnow
in cantouments within a mile of Madras, in the garden-houses belonging to the gentle-
men of the pluce. We have now got General Coote to command us. He came purposely
from: Bengal, on account of the mismanagement here, and brought with him 600 Euro-
poans, o expected 10 battalions of Sepoys to march overland, but it is feared that
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they cannot now be spared, as the Mahrattas give them enough to do there. Since we
came here, Hyder has taken Arcot, the capital of our Nabob. It held out six weeka
against his whole army, which now does not consist of less than 100,000 men, The num-
ber of troops in the place were 150 Europeans belonging to us, and about 1500 fighting
men belonging to the Nabob.  Arcot is a large place, and formerly the Nabobs used to
reside in it, but since they found that money gave them great sway in our Councils, thay
have taken up their residence at Madras, There is a wall round the town of Arcot seven
miles in circumference, with small bastions at different places. In the inside is a small
fort or citadel, but not capable of any great resistance after the town is taken. By re-
tiring to this fort our people got terms, which were, that they marched out with the
honours of war, and were sent to this place on their parole not to serve against the ene-
my during the war. You now see that the loss of a few hours in not marching to the as-
sistance of Colonel Baillie, when the cannonade was first heard, has lost us the most of
the Carnatic, which General Coote with our small army will find no easy matter to re-
gain, Iimagine, in a month or two hence, we shall be able to take the field with about
8000 men, black and white,—of the latter near 2000—and I make no doubt but we shall
give a very good account of this tyrant.

General Goddard, who has been in the field against the Mahrattas, on the Malabar
Coast, is now ordered to enter Hyder’s country on that side. His army consists of about
10,000, so that in a little time Hyder will find enough to do, for as soon as Goddard en-
ters his country, he must draw off-the greatest part of his army out of the Carnatic.

Since writing the above, there are accounts arrived here of 8 battalions of Sepoys
having marched from Bengal for this place, so that if they come safe, I think this same
Invader will get a good drubbing. .

Colonel Baillie is kept in his camp with two or three more officers. Hoe is perfectly
recovered of his wounds, is very much respected by Hyder as a brave and good officer,
and at the same time well treated. His brother and myself are with the army here, in
cantonments, He is now made a Captain, and Deputy-Lieut.-Master-Generni I was
six weeks ago promoted to the rank of Lieutenant, and we both are in good health,

The enclosed letter has been written some time ago, but no opportunity of forward*
ing it has offered until now. The list of the killed and wounded is not very just, it be-
ing made out by report of some black men ; but enclosed I send you one which was re-
ceived a few days ago, from one of the officers, prisoner with Hyder. You may depend
upon the justness of it, as I copied it from the original. Baillie, the cadet who died of
his wounds, was the same that came out in Lord Macleod’s Regiment.

I think this epistle will make up for the deficiencies in time past.

My best wishes attend you, Mrs Alves, and I am truly, and believe me, dear sir,
yours most truly,

(Signed) FRANCIS BAILLIE,
Fort-George, 28th Nov. 1780,

The writer of the above letter, an Inverness man, shortly after fell in
action ; and he is thus referred to in the letter, from Dr Alves, of
18th January 1783 :—* The accounts we have had of poor Frank’s death
have coms to us through a channel that leaves no room to doubt of its
truth. Indeed, I have seen two men of the 73d Regiment that were in
the same action in which he fell. This unlucky event gave Nelly and
me much concern ; and you may believe, it was a heavy stroke indeed to
his poor mother.  The loss of a promising, and an only son, could not
miss to be affecting ; and the loss, at the same time, of her only means of
subsistence was a sad aggravation. Before we had the account of his
death, the last remittance he sent her was exhausted. I had written to
him that I would not see her want, and I gave her a supply accordingly.
Till T hear from India, I shall continue to supply her wants out of your
brother’s funds, which I hope he will approve. They are not many, as
she is a very moderate person, and she is so broken that I suppose they
will not continue long.”

_ That Colonel Baillie was kept in the closest confinement, and not per-
mitted fo communicate with his friends, is very clear, as there is not a
scrap of writing from him after the day of his capture to his death, which
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occurred on 13th November 1782. His agent in London, Mr Mitchell,
writes to him in December 1783, thirteen months after his death ; and
his brother, John, then at Madras, was not aware of his death until 7th
June 1783, when he received the following letter :—

SERINGAPATAM, 10th January 1783,

DEAR BAILLIE,—You will probably have heard, before you receive this, of your bro-
ther’s death. He died the 13th November last, after an illness of three months and a
half. His will and papers are in the possession of Dr Sinclair, Exclusive of his will he
has left legacies to the amount of about £350 sterling, £300 of which is to your sister.
Mrs Alves, His last words to me concerning you were,—*‘I hope in God my brother
will live and get home, Tell him to go home immediately, and not to be looking too
high as I have been, he can live like a prince in his own country.”

Brigade-Major’s pay while in prison is an object to me, as even in case of my death
it will be of great service to my brothers and sisters who, you know, stand in need of it,
Perhaps your mentioning me to General Stuart will be the means of securing it for me.
I can say with great truth that had your brother lived, he would have obtained pay for
me, as his staff was but little, very little, of what he intended to do for me, as you will
know, if ever I am released. I have a great deal to communicate to you relative to your
brother’s demands on the Company, but my present horrid situation will admit of my
saying only that I am, my dear Baillie, most affectionately yours,

(Signed) Arex. FRASER.

P.8,—Captain Rumley, who is my prison companion, desires hiscompliments to you.

This letter was written by the Colonel’s aide-de-camp, Captain Fraser,
and the messenger who had been bribed to deliver it had not an opportu-
nity for nearly five months of fulfilling his mission. Thus, unhappily and
prematurely, closed the career of a distinguished soldier, of whom Inver-
ness may justly be proud.

A CoMMissION is now making enquiry in the north as to the scarcity of
crabs and lobsters. We would suggest as a subject of, at least, equal im-
portance, the scarcity of men and women, and the best way to protect them
from the inroads of sheep and deer.

LUCUS A NON LUCENDO.—The Latin word ZLucus (a grove)
has always puzzled etymologists. To show how desperate the case was, it
was suggested that it was from being deficient in light. If we look at some
Latin dictionaries, such as Ainsworth’s, Lucus is defined to be, first, a grove
or wood dedicated to some saint, and left uncut; and secondly, a temple in a
wood. Years ago it struck me that the above order ought to be reversed,
my idea being that the primary meaning was a temple or altar—and this I
derive from the Gaelic leac, a flat stone (suppose an altar-stone, as in the
compound, cromleach). The name was at first applied to the altar, and after-
wards to the grove around it. The sacred character of the trees so near the
altar preserved them from the axe. Looked at from some distance, the trees
only would be visible, and the word, applied at first to the altar, was trans-
ferred to the group of trees forming the grove. Latin has a way of often
making substantives end in wus, so that luc is all we have to do with. The
English word grove is from the Gaelic craobh, tree,—THOMAS STRATTON,
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"THE CLEARING OF THE GLENS.
By PrincipaL SHAIRP, ST ANDREWS UNIVERSITY.

———

CANTO SECOND.

——) e

BOTHAIN-AIRIDH ; OR, THE SHEALINGS.
5

‘When from copse, and craig, and summit
Comes the cuckoo’s lonely cry
Down the glen from morn to midnight
Sounding, warm June-days are nigh.
At that cry, the heart of Allan
Turns towards the shealings green,
‘Where for ages every summer
Men of Sheaniebhal have been.
Bonny shealings, green and bielded,
‘Where there meet two corrie burns,
Ault-na-noo and Ault-a-bhealaich,
Pouring from high mountain urns.
Small green knolls of pasture fringing
Skirts of darksome Mam-clach-ard,
Scour-na-naat and Scour-na-ciecha
‘Westward keeping aweful guard.
Allan then, one grave glance round him
East and west the long glen cast,
Saw the clouds were high and steady,
Knew the wintry weather was past’;
Then spake loud to all his people—
“Mak’ ye for the shealings boun :”
On the morrow every door was
Closed within the old farm-toun.

1L

‘When the light lay on the mountains
Of a morning calm and mild,

From their homes the people going
Set their faces to the wild,

Then were seen whole families climbing
Up among the hoary cairns,

Grandsires, grandames, fathers, mothers,
Lads and lasses, winsome bairns,

Driving calves, and kye for milking,
Goats and small sheep on before,
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Two white ponies trudging after
‘With their all of household store.
Here the blackeock, all his rivals
Driven aloof, on yonder mound
Sits and spreads his snowy pinion,
Drumming to his mates around.
There the redcock, new in plumage,
Scarlet crest in fresh May-glow,
From the distant heights replying,
Calls aloud with cheery crow.
Yonder Alpine hare before them
Canters lazily away,
With her coat snow-white in winter,
Now returned to dark-blue grey ;
Then aloof, on hind legs rising,
Perking ears in eurious mood,
Listens, ¢ whence have these intruders
Come to scare my solitude.”
Downward the hen-harrier stooping,
To and fro doth flit and wheel,
Stealthily along the heather,
Hunting for his morning meal.

III1.

Westward sloped the sun, ere reaching
Hillocks by the meeting burns,
Men begin last summer’s bothies

Thatching, with dry heath and ferns.

‘Wives the while, small ingles kindle,
Spread fresh heather beds on floor;
For the milk and cheese make ready
Roomy sconce in ben-most bore.
Angus and his kilted comrades
In the hill-burn plash and shout,
All about the granite boulders
Guddling for the speckled trout.
Well-a-day ! but life was bonny
‘With our folk in those old days;
Children barefoot, morn and even,
‘Wandering high on brackeny braes ;
Lips and faces purpled over
‘With the rich abundant fill
Of blae, wortle, and crow-berries,
Gathered wide from craig and hill ;
Nature’s own free gladness sharing
Through the sweetest of the year,

With the red grouse crowing round them,

And far-heard the belling deer ;
From behind, the mountain quiet
Blending with the lilting cry
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Down black moss-hags gashed and miry,
Up great corries, torrent-scrawled ;
Till all faint with toil and travel,
As around the watch-fires wane,
In the first grey of the dawning
Yonder summit we attain,—
Southern wall of long Glen Dessaray,
Mamnyn-Callum—that round hill—
There, like hares far-hunted, squatting
Close we kept all day and still ;
Eyeing the red-coats beneath us,
How like wasps they swarm and spread
From their camp within the meadow,
Pitched beside Loch-Arkaig-head.
Though so near, Glenpean bade the
Prince take rest, and nothing dread,
For yestreen all Mamnyn-Callum
They had searched from base to head.

VIIL

Sundown over Scour-na-ciecha,
Forth we creep from out our lair,
Just as the watch-fires rekindling
Leap up through the gloamin’ air.
On the face of Meal-na-Sparden,
"Neath the sentries close, we keep
‘Westward, down yon cliff descending
To Glen-Lochan-Anach deep.
At the darkest of the night, we
Crossed our own Glen-head, and heard
Eerie voices of the howlets
Hooting from dim Mam-clach-ard.
Crawling then, up Ault-a-bhealaich,
Just at this spot—waning dim
O’er the mountains of Glengarry—
Ghost-like hung the crescent’s rim.
When we turned the bealach, downward
By yon rocky rough burn-head ;
‘With this right hand, through the darkness
Him, our darling Prince; I led.
0! to think that such as I should
Grasp within this hand of mine
Him, the heir of all these Islands,
Last of Albyn’s kingly line !
Think that he was fain to refuge
In yon grim and dripping hold ;
He whose home should hae heen a palace,
And his bed a couch of gold !
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IX.

All these gnarl’d black-corried mountains
Hold no den like Corrie-na-Gaul—
‘Womb of blackest rain-storms—cradle
Of the winds, that fiercest howl.
See ye yon grey rocky screetan
Down from that dark precipice strown,
There I led them to a cavern
Under yon huge shelter-stone.
All the day we heard the gun-shots
On the mountains overhead,
‘Well we knew red-coats were busy
Shooting our poor people dead.
Two days we had all but fasted,
Now were growing hunger-faint,
All the while the Prince would cheer us,
Not one murmur or complaint ;
Though for many days, the choicest
Fare he had his want to fill
‘Was scant oatmeal, cold spring water,
And wild berries from the hill.
Qo in search of food I ventured
Down to where some shealings were,
But I found them all abandoned,
And the bothies empty and bare.
Baffled, I returned and brought them
Forth from our dark cavern-bed, .
And, though full the daylight, led them
Warily to a mountain head,
That o’exlooked Glen-quoich’s dark waters ;
There, what saw we close below
But a camp with red-coats swarming,
And a troop in haste to go
Up the very hill we lodged in ?
All about they searched that day,
Close we cowered, and heaven so guided
That they came not where we lay.
Then the Prince said, ‘ not another
Sun shall rise ere we shall make
Trial to pass the chain of sentries—
Life upon that hazard stake.’

X.

Gloamin’ fell, we rose and started
From our lair, a stealthy race

O'er that stream and flat Lon-meadow,
Up yon wrinkled mountain face,—

Druim-a-chosi,—from that summit
Seen, a watch-fire wildly burned
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In the glen, across our pathway—
Westward to the side we turned :
And so close we passed it, voices
Of the sentinels reached our ear—
Low wo crouched, and round the hillocks
Crawled, like stalkers of the deer.
Up a hill flank—(Druim-a-chosi
‘Will not let us now discern)
Scrambling up a torrent’s bed, we
‘Won the ridge of Leach-na-fearn.
There, in our descending pathway
Down before us, full in view
‘Watch-fires twain in grey dawn flickered,
That way we must venture through.
Then I said, ‘Prince! ere you venture,
Let me first the passage prove’ ;
And, with that, few steps to westward
Crept adown a torrent’s groove.
There I watched till warders pacing
Passed each other, back to back;
Swift, but mute, I passed between them,
Safe returned the self-same track.
And we all kept close in shelter,
Till again they face to face
Met and passed each other, leaving,
Back to back, an empty space.
Quick I darted forward, whispering,
¢ Now’s our time, Prince ! follow me’:
Few brief breathless moments crawling
Down the corrie—we were free.
Out beyond the chain of sentries,
Down by Lochan-doire-dhu,
"Neath the bield of birks and alders,
Past the mouth of Corrie-hoo,
Up the rock of Innis-craikie—
Just as the last star grew pale
On the brow of Scour-a-vorrar,
Reached we Corrie-scorridale.

XTI,

There, in rocky den safe-sheltered,
O the welcome blest repose !
Time at last for food and slumber,
Respite from relentless foes.
‘When a day and night were over,
‘We arose and wandered on,
Northward to the Seaforth country,
‘West from long Glenmorriston.
Then, I knew my work was ended,
For those hills to me were strange,
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And a clansman of Glengarry’s
Bred amid that mountain range—
One who had shar'd Culloden battle—
‘Was at hand a guide to be.
Then the Prince turned round, and gazing
On my face, spake words to me:
¢ Allan ! what can I repay thee
For thy service done so well,
Naught but thanks are mine to render,
Heart-deep thanks, and long farewell.’
In his own he grasped this right hand,
- The Prince grasped it—never since—
Never while T breathe shall mortal
Grasp this hand which touched the Prince,*
Think na ye the tears came fa'ing,
Think na ye my heart was sair,
‘Watching him depart, and knowing
I should see his face nae mair.”

( To be Continued.)

Nmer, MackaYs nume is said to have been so much at-
tached to him as generally to have accompanied him to the field of
battle. On one occasion she brought her seven sons along with her, to
accompany their chieftain; and as he happened, during some part of the
engagement, to be dangerously beset by a company of archers, she took
one of her sons and placed him in front, to defend him from the enemies’
arrows. When this one was slain she placed another, and so on, till all
her seven sons were either slain or wounded, still exclaiming as they fell
—“ Apran ur air beulabh Naile”—A new apron in jfront of Niel! In
another conflict, Niel being sore wounded with a poisoned arrow, and
lying on the ground in great pain, when he saw his nurse coming towards
him, immediately called out to keep her away, as she would only torment
him, without being of any service in his present condition. Shs was not,
however, to be so restrained, but lying down upon him, carefully extracted
the deadly weapon, and with her mouth sucked out the poison. He soon
after completely recovered.— History of the Clan Mackay.

* This is literally true of Hugh Chisholm, one of the seven men who sheltered the
Prince, on his way north, in the Cave of Corombian. Chisholm went afterwards to
reside in Edinburgh, where many called on him out of curiosity, to see one who had
been such a devoted adberent of Prince Charlie. Chisholm received money from several
of these admirers, and in return, while thanking them, he always offered them a shake
of his left hand, excusing himself for not giving the right, by saying, that since he had
shaken hands with the bonnie Prince at parting, he resolved never to give his right hand
to any man, until he saw the Prince again, We have heard the same story related of
John Macdonald, one of the Glengarry men, of which an old oil painting is now to be
seen in a certain place in Inverness, snuff-horn in hand, and with a trusty crook under
his arm—a real picture of the *“ olden time.” It has the following inscription :—** John
Macdonald, aged 107 years, adherent of Prince Charles Steuart.,” (Ed, C.A.)



b4 THE CELTIC MAGAZINE.

THE PROPHECIES OF THE BRAHAN SEER, COINNEACH
ODHAR FIOSAICHE.

By tE EbITOR.
L kg
" [ConTiNvED.]

THERE are various other unfulfilled predictions of the Seer’s to be
noticed. One is regarding Clach an Tiompain, a well-known stone in
the immediate vicinity of the far-famed Strathpeffer Wells. It is, like
Clach an t-Seasaidh, an upright, pillar-looking stone,; which, when
struck, makes a great hollow sound or echo, and hence its designation,
the literal meaning of which is the “stone of the hollow sound or
echo.” Cotnneach said “that the day will come when ships will ride
with their cables attached to Clach an Tiompain.” It is perhaps
superfluous to point out that this has not yet come to pass; and we can
only imagine two* ways in which it is possible to happen, either by a
canal being made through the valley of Strathpeffer, passing in the
neighbourhood of the Clach, or by the stone being removed some day by

* Since the above was written, we have taken a ramble through the neighbourhood
of Loch Ussie, and found our way. to the top of Knockfarrel, famous for its perfect
specimen of a vitrified fort. We were so struck with the great size and uniformity of
the foundation of this pre-bistorio stronghold that we paced it, and found it be one
hundred and fifty paces in length, with a uniform width of forty, both emds terminatin
in a semi-circle, from each of which fprojects, for a distance of sixty paces, vitrifie
matter, as if it were originally a kind of promenade, thua making the whole length of the
structure two hundred and seventy yards, or thereabout. On the summit of the hill we
met two boys herding cows, and as our previous experience taught us that boys, as a
rule, —especially herd boys—are acquainted with the traditions and places of interest in
the localities which they frequent, we were curious enough to ask them if they ever
heard of Coinneach Odhar in the district, and if he ever said anything regarding the fort
on Knockfarrel. They took us to what they called ‘“Fingal’s Well,” in the interior of
the ruined fort, and said that this well was used by the inhabitants of the fortress
“ until Fingal, one day, drove them out, and placed a large stone over the well, which
has ever since kept the water from ooziug up, after which he jumped to the other side of
the (Strathpeffer) valley.” There being considerable rains for some days prior to our
visit, water could be seen in the ‘“ well,” but one of the boys drove down his stick until
he reached the stone, producing a hollow sound which unmistakably indicated the
existence of a cavity beneath it. *‘ Coinneach Odhar foretold,” said the boy, ¢ that if
ever that stone was taken out of its place, Loch Ussie would ooze up through the: well
and flood the valley below to such an extent that ships would sail up to Strathpeffer and
be fastened to Clach an Tiompain ; and this would happen after the stone had fallen
three times. It has already fallen twice,” continued our youthful informant, *and you
can pow see it newly raised, strongly and carefully propped up, near the end of the
doctor’s house.” And so it is, and can be seen, on the right, a few paces from the road
side, as you preceed up to the Strathpeffer Wells. We think it right to give this—a
third—with the other versions, for probably the reader will agree that the one is just as
likely to happen as the other. We can quite understand Kenneth prophecying that the
sea would yet reach Strathpeffer, for to any one standing where we did, on the summit
of Knockfarrel, the bottom of the valley appears much lower than the Cromarty Firth,
beyond Dingwall, and it looks as if it might, any day, break through the apparently
slender natural embankment below Tulloch Castle, which seemed, from where we stood,
to be the only obstruction in its path. 'We need, however, hardly inform the reader in
the district that the bottom of the Strathpeffer valley is, in reality, several feet above
the present sea lovel,
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the authorities of Baile Chail to Dingwall pier. They may feel disposed
to thus aid the great prophet of their county to secure the position as a
great man, which we now claim in his behalf. Another prediction
is, that concerning the Canonry of Ross, which is still standing—* The
day will come when, full of the Mackenzies, it will fall with a fearful
crash.” This may come to pass in several ways. The Canonry is the
principal burying-place of the Clan, and it may be full of dead Mac-
kenzies, or it may fall when a large concourse of jthe Clan . is present at
the funeral of a great chief.

% When two false teachers come across the seas, who will revolutlomze
the religion of the land,and when nine bridges will span thé river Ness,
the Highlands will be overrun with ministers without grace and women
without shame,” is:a prediction which some maintain has all the appear-
ance of being rapidly fulfitled at this moment. It has'been suggested
that the two false teachers are no other than the great evangelists, Messrs
Moody and Sankey, who, no doubt, from Coinneach Odhar’s stand-point
of orthodoxy, attempted to revolutionize the religion of the High-
lands. If this be so, the other portions of the prophecy are looming mnot
far off in the immediate future. We have already seven bridges on the
Ness, the eighth is being completed, and the funds with which to build the
ninth are almost already in hand. If we are to accept the opinions of cer-
tain of the clergy themselves, * ministers without grace” are becoming the
rule, and as for a plenitude of *women without shame,” ask any ancient
matron, and she will at once tell you that Kenneth's prophecy may be
held to have been fulfilled in that particular any time within the last
half century. Gleidh sinne//

It is possible the following may have something to do with the same
revolution in the Highlands. Mr Maclennan says :—¢ With reference to
some great revolution which should take place in the country, Coinneach
Odhar said that ¢ before that event shall happen, the water of the river
Beauly will thrice cease to run. On one of these occusions a salmon,
having shells instead of scales, will be found in the bed of the river.
This prophecy has been in part fulfilled, for the Beauly has on two
occasions ceased to run, and a salmon of the kind mentioned has been
found in the bed of the river.” Mr Macintyre gives another version of
this one :—‘ When the river Beauly is dried up three times, and a
* scaly salmon’ (or royal sturgeon) is caught in the river, that will be a
time of great trial” Nuair a thraoghas abhainn na Manachain tri
ucm'ean, agus a ghlacair Bradan Sligeach air grunnd na h-aibhne,’s ann
a sin @ bhitheas an deuchainn ghoirt. The river has been already dried
up tmce, the last time in 1826, and a Bradan Sligeach, or royal sturgeon,
measuring nine feet in length, has been caught in the estuary of the Beauly
-about two years ago.

‘We have yet to see the realization of the following :—¢ A dun, hornless,
cow (supposed to mean a steamel) will appear in the Minch (off Carr Point,
in Gairloch), and make a ¢ geum,’ or bellow, which will knock the six chim-
neys off Gairloch House.” ¢ Thig bo mhaol odhar a steach an t-Aite mor
agus leigeas © geum aiste ’chuircas na se beannagan dheth an Tigh Dhige.”
Gairloch House, or the Zigh Dige of Coinneack’s day, would be the old
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house which stood in the park on the right, as we proceed from the bridge
in the direction of the present house. The walls were of wattled
twigs, wicker work, or plaited twig hurdles, thatched with turf or divots,
and surrounded with a deep ditch, which could, in time of approaching
danger, be filled with water from the river, hence the name ¢ Tigh Dige,”
House of the Ditch. It has been suggested that the Seer’s predictions
referred to this stronghold, but a strong objection to this theory appears
in the circumstance that the ancient citadel had no chimneys to fall off.

“The day will come when a fox will rear a litter of cubs on the
hearthstone of Castle Downie.” ¢“The day will come when a fox, white
as snow, will be killed on the west coast of Sutherlandshire.” ¢ The day
will come when a wild deer will be caught alive at Chanonry Point, in
the Black Isle,” ¢ The day will come when a river in Wester Ross will
be dried up.” “The day will come when there will be such a dire perse-
cution and such bloodshed in the county of Sutherland, that people can
ford the river Oykel dryshod, over dead men’s bodies.” ¢The day will
eome when a raven, attired in plaid and bonnet, will drink his full of
human blood on Fronn-bheinn, three times a day, for three successive days.”

« A battle will be fought at Ault-na-Torcan, in the Lewis, which will
be a bloody one indeed. It will truly take place, though the time may
be far hence, but woe to the mothers of sucklings that day. Thé de-
feated host will continue to be cut down till it reaches Ard-a-chaolais
(a place nearly seven miles from Aulf-na-Torcan), and there the swords
will make terrible havock.” We are not aware that this has yet occurred.

‘With respect to the clearances in Lewis, he said—¢ Many a long
waste feannag (rig, once arable) will yet be seen between Uig of the
Mountains and Ness of the Plains.” That this prediction has been ful-
filled to the letter, no one acquainted with the country will deny.

Speaking of what should come to pass in the parish of Lochs, he
said—*At bleak Runish in Lochs, they will spoil and devour, at the foot
of the crags, and will split heads by the score.” He is also said to have
predicted “ that the day will come when the raven will drink its three fulls
of the blood of the Clan Macdonald on the top of the Hills of Minaraidh
in Parks; in the parish of Lochs.” This looks like as if the one already
given about the Mackenzies had been misapplied to the Macdonalds.

Regarding the battle of Ard-nan-Ceann, at Benbecula, North Uist, he
said—* Oh, Ard-nan-Ceann, Ard-nan-Ceann, glad am I that I will not
be at the end of the South Clachan that day, when the young men will
be weary and faint; for Ard-nan-Ceann will be the scene of a terrible
conflict.”

“ When a magpie (pitheid) shall have made a nest for three succes-
sive years in the gable of the Church of Ferrintosh, the Church will fall
when full of people,” is one of those regarding which we find it difficult’
to decide whether it has been already fulfilled or not. Mr Macintyre,
who supplied us with this version, adds the following remarks :—-The
Chureh of Ferrintosh was known at an earlier period as the Parish
Church of Urquhart and Loggie. Some maintain that this prediction
refers to the Church of Urray. Whether this be so or not, there were
circumstances connected with the Church of Ferrintosh in the time of the
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famous Rev. Dr Macdonald which. seemed to indicate the beginning of
the iulfilment of the prophecy, and which led to very alarming conse-
quences. A magpie actually did make her nest in the church gable,
exactly as foretold. This, together with a rent between the church wall
and the stone stairs which led up to the gallery, seemed to favour the
opinion that the prophecy was on the eve of being dccomplished, and
people felt uneasy when they glanced upon the ominous nest, the rent in
the wall, and the crowded congregation, and remembered Coinneacl’s
prophecy, as they walked into the church to hear the Doctor. It so
happened one day that the church was unusually full of people, insomuch
that it was found necessary to connect the ends of the seats with planks,
in order to accommodate them all. Unfortunately, one of those tempor-
ary seats was either too weak, or too heavily burdened : it snapped in
two with a loud report, and startled the audience, Coinneach Odhar's
prophecy flashed across their minds, and a simultaneous rush was made
by the panic-struck congregation to the door. Many fell, and were
{)rampled under-foot,” while others fainted, being seriously crushed and
ruised, -

Among a rural population, sayings and doings, applicable to a
articular parish, crop up, and, in after times, are applied to occurrences
n neighbouring parishes. Having regard to this, may it not be suggested

that, what is current locally in regard to Ferrintosh and Coinneach’s say-
ing, may only be a transeript of an event now matter of history in a
parish on the northern side of the Cromarty Firth. We refer to the
destruction of the Abbey Church at Fearn by lightning, October 10,
1742, We have never seen a detailed account of this sad accident in
print, and have no doubt the reader will be glad to have a graphic des-
cription of it from the pen of Bishop R. Forbes, the famous author of the
“« Jacobite Memoirs,” who visited his diocese of Ross and Caithness in the
summer of 1762. This account is taken from his unpublished MS,
Journal, now the property of the College of Bishops of the Scottish
Episcopal : Church, and presently in the hands of the Rev. F. Smith,
Arpafeelie, who has kindly permitted us to make the following extract :—

% The ruinous Church of Ferne was of old an Abbacy of White
Friara (see Keith’s Catalogue, p. 247). The roof of flagstones, with part
of & side wall, was beat down in an instant by thunder and lightning on
Sunday, October 10th, 1742, and so crushed and bruised forty persons,
that they were scarcely to be discovered who or what they were, and
therefore, were buried promiscuously, without any manner of distinction.
The gentry, having Iuckily their seats in the niches, were saved from the
sudden crash, as was the preacher by the sounding-boards falling upon
the pulpit, and his bowing down underit. Great numbers were wounded
(see Scot’s Magazine for 1742, p. 485). But there is a most material
circumstance not mentioned, which has been carefully concealed from the
publishers, and it is this: By a Providential event, this was the first
Sunday that the Rev., and often mentioned, Mr Stewart, had a congrega-
fion near Cadboll, in view of Ferne, whereby many lives were saved, as
the kirk was far from being so throng as usual, and that he and his
people, upon coming out from worship, and seeing the dismal falling-in

E
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just when it happened, hastened with all speed to the afflictive spot, and
dragged many of the wounded out of the rubbish, whose cries would have
pierced a heart of adamant. © Had not this been the happy case, I speak
within bounds when I say two, if not three, to one would have perished.
Some of the wounded died. This church has been-a large and lofty
building, as the walls are very high, and still standing.”

It has been suggested that this prediction was fulfilled by the
falling to pieces of the Church at the Disruption, but we would be loath
to stake the reputation of our prophet on this assumption. :

‘We have now disposed of most, if not all, the unfulfilled prophecies we
have béen able to procure, and will proceed to give one or two as to
which there is a doubt whether they have been fulfilled or not. We
shall then give some comparatively unimportunt predictions, as to the
fulfilment of which there can be no doubt whatever, and afterwards
proceed to detail those which have been fulfilled in such a literal and ex-
traordinary manner in the history of the great, and once powerful, Mac-
kenzies of Seaforth.

In connection with the .battle, or battles, at Cille-Chriosd and the
Muir of Ord, Mr Macintyre says :—The Seer foretold that ¢ Fear Ruadh
an Uird (the Red Laird of Ord) would be carried home, wounded, on
blankets,’ Whether this saying has reference to an event looming in the
distant future, or is a fragment of a tradition regarding sanguinary events
well known in the history of Cille-Chriosd, and of which a full and gra-
phie account both in prose and verse can be seen on pp. 82-86 and 136-
139, Vol. L. of the Celtic Mugazine, it is impossible to say.

The following prediction would appear to have been made solely on
account of the unlikelihood of the occurrence :—* A Lochalsh. woman
will weep over the grave of a Frenchman in the Lochalsh burying-place.”
People imagined they could discern in this an allusion to some battle on
the West Coast, in which French troops would be engaged ; but there
was an occurrence which gave it a far different interpretation. A native
of Lochalsh married a French footman, who, shortly after this event,
died, and was interred in the burying-ground of Lochalsh, thus leaving
his widow to mourn ovér his grave. This may appear a commonplace
matter enough, but it must be remembered that a Frenchman in Lock-
alsh, and especially a Frenchman whom a Highland women would mourn
over, in Coinneach's day, was a very different phenomenon to what it is
in our days of railways, tourists, and steamboats.

The Seer also predicted the formation of a railway through the Muir
of Ord, handed down in the following stanza :—

Nuair a bhios da eaglais an Sgire na Totseachd

A’s lamh da ordaig an I-Stion’ .

Da dhrochaid aig Squideal nan geocaire

As fear da imleag an Dunean

Thig Miltearan a Carn a-chlarsair,

Air curbad gun each gun sriamn,

A dh-fhagas am Blar-dubh na fhasach

*Dortadh fuil le tomadh sgian ;

A’s olavdh am fitheach a thri saitheachd [

Dé dh-fhwil nam Qaidheal, bho clach nam Fiomn. &
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Here is a literal translation :—

When there shall be two churches in the Parish of Berriz tosh,
And a hand with two thumbs in I-Stiana,

Two bridges at Sguideal (Conon) of the gormandizers,

And a man with two navels at Dunean,

Soldiers will come from Carn a Chlarsair.(Tarradale)

On a chariot withont horse or bridle,

Which will leave the Blar-dubh (Mulr of Ord) a wilderness,
Spilling blood with many knives;

And the raven shall drink his three fulls

Of the blood of the Gael from the Stone of Fionn.

We already have two churches in the Parish of Ferrintosh, two bridges at
Conon, and we are told by an eye witness, that there is actually at this very
time a man with two navels in I-Stiana, in the Black Isle, and a man not
far from Dunean with two thumbs on each hand. The ¢ Chariot without
horse or bridle” is undoubtedly the ‘‘ivon horse,” but what particular event
the latter part of the prediction refers to, it is impossible to say ; but if -
we are to have any faith in the Seer, something serious is loommg not
very remotely in the future.

Mr Macintyre sends us the following, which is clearly a fragment of
the one already given :— Coinneach Odhar foresaw the formation of a
railway through the Muir of Ord, which he said ‘would be a sign of
calamitous times.” The prophecy regarding this is handed down to us in
the following. form :—¢That he would not like to live when a black
bridleless horse would pass through the Muir of Ord.) Fearchair-a
Glunna (Farquhar of the Gun, an idiotic simpleton who lived during .
the latter part of his extraordinary life on the Muir of Tarradale) seems .
in his own quaint way to enter into the spirit of this prophecy, when he
compared the train, as it first passed through this district, to the funeral .
of *Old Nick.’ Tradition gives another version of this prediction, viz, :—
¢That after four successive dry summers, a fiery chariot would pass
through the Blar Dubh,’ which, it is said, was very literally fulfilled.
Coinneach Odhar was not the only person that had a view before-hand of
this railway line, for it is commonly reported that a man residing in the =
neighbourhood of Beauly, gitted with second-sight, had a vision of the
train moving along in all its headlong speed, when he was on his way
home one dark autumn night, several years before the question of forming
a railway in those parts was mooted.

Here are two other Gaelic stanzas having undoubted reference to the
Mackenzies of Rosehaugh :—

Bheir Tanaistear Chlann Chotnnich
Rocus ban ds a choille ;

’S bheir e ceile bho tigh- cinil

Le a mhuinntir *na aghaidh ;

’S gum bi’ n Tanatstear, mor

Ani an gniomh ’s an ceann-labhairt,

’ Nuair bhios am Pap’ anns an Roimh
Ar a thilgeadh dheth chathair,

Thall fa-chomhair Creag-a-Chodh
o ooz ¢ Comhnuichaidh taillear coal odhar;
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'8 Seumas gorach mar thighearn,
*8 Sewmas glic mar fhear-tomhais—
A mharcaicheas gun srian
Air loth fhiadhaich a roghainn;
Ach éuiridh mor-chuis gun chiall
'N aite siol nam fiawdh siol nan gobhar;
’S tuitidh an t- Eilean-dubh briagha
Fuidh riaghladh iasgoirean Adich.
Literal translation :—
The heir (or chief) of the Mackenzies will take .
A white rook out of the wood,
And will take a wife from a music house (dancing saloon),
With his people against him !
And the heir will be great
In deeds and as an orator,
‘When the Pope in Rome
‘Will be thrown off his throne.
Over opposite Creag-a-Chow
‘Will dwell a diminutive lean tailor,
Also Foolish James as the laird,
And Wise James as a measurer,
‘Who will ride without a bridle
The wild colt of his choice;
But foolish pride without sense
‘Will putin the place of the seed of the deer the seed of the goat ;
And the beautiful Black Isle will fall
Under the management of the fishermen of ‘Avoch,

We have not learnt that any of the Rosehaugh Mackenzies has, as yet,
taken a white rook from the woods ; nor have we heard anything sugges-
ted as to what this part of the prophecy may refer to. We are, however,
credibly informed that one of the late Mackenzies of Rosehaugh had
taken his wife from a music saloon in one of our southern cities, and that
his people were very much against him for so doing. One of them, Sir
George, no doubt was “great in deeds and as an orator,” but we fail to
discover any connection between the time in which he lived and the
time ¢ when the Pope in Rome would be thrown off his throne.” We
are unable to suggest the meaning of the first six lines of the second
stanza, but the seventh and eighth have been most literally fulfilled, for
there can be no doubt that “foolish pride without sense” has brought about’
what the Seer predicted, and secured, for the present at any rate, the seed
of the goat where the seed of the deer used to rule. The deer, and the
deer’s horns, as is well known, are the armorial bearings of the Mackenzies,
while the goat is that of the Fletchers, who now rule in Rosehaugh, on
the ruins of its once great and famous Cabair-feidh.

The beautiful Black Isle has not yet fallen under the management of
the fishermen of Avoch,* but who knows but some fisherman from that
humble village may yet amass a sufficient fortune to buy the whole. The
old proprietors, we regret, are rapidly making way with their ¢ foolish
pride without sense,” for some one to purchase it,

( Zo be Continued.)

* Since this was in type, a friend who accidentally read the proof, asked us whether
we were not aware of the fact that the present proprietor of Rosehaugh was the son of
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THE HIGHLAND CEILIDH.
! By Avasrair Og.

_—O-——
[CoxTINUED. ]

Kennere Fraser having finished the MacBeath part of the story, asked
. Ruairidh Mor a Chnuic to give that part of it which gave an account of
Hector Roy’s conflict with the Earl of Ross, and his future troubles; and
of how the Mackenzies first came to obtain possession of the lands of
Gairloch. ~ Roderick at once consented, and proceeded to relate, as
follows:—

CIA-MAR THAINIG CLANN CHOINNICH A GHEARRLOCH.

BrA tighearna MacCoinnich ann uair-eigin a phos nighean a Mhorair
Rois, agus bha i air leth shuil, agus ge be air bith a thainig eadar an tigh-
earnajMacCoinnich agus a Morair Ros ’sa nighean, chuir e dhachaidh thuige
fhein i, agus chuir e 1 air muin eich air leth shuil, agus chuir e gille air
leth shuil leitha, agus cu air leth shuil cuide riu. Ghabh a Morair Ros do
dh’ ardan ’s gur ann a thigeadh e a sgrios Chlann Choinnich.

Bha gnothaichean an teaghlaich aig an am so car ro mhi-chearbach.
Se Coinneach, mac na mna chaidh a chur dhachaidh, a b'oighre dligheach am
beachd cuid, ach cha robh ann ach duine nach robh buileach glic ; cha
robh e fada dar a thoisich e air cogadh ris an righ, agus fhuair an righ greim
air, agus chuireadh gu bas e. Cha d’fhag e cloinn, agus fhuair a bhrathair,
gille gle og, an oighreachd. ' Bha FEachainn Ruadh, brathair athair, na
dhuine anabarrach tapaidh, agus dar a thainig a Morair Ros a thoir a mach
dioghaltas, air son a nighean a chuir dhachaidh air a leithid a sheol
tamailteach, ’s ann ri Eachainn Ruadh a bha Clann Choinnich, gu leir, ag
earbsa mar cheann-feadhna,

an Avoch fisherman ? We admitted our ignorance, and expressed our surprise, Our
friend then informed us that a Mr Jack, who followed the avocation of a fisherman in
the village of Avoch for many years, left the place and went to reside in Elgin, where
he commenced business as a small general dealer, or ‘‘huckster ”; that some of the
boys—his sons—exhibited a peculiar smartness while in school ; that this was noticed
by a lady relative of their mother, an aunt, he thought, of the name of Fletcher, who
encouraged and helped on the education of the boys, and who took one or more of them
to her own home, and brought them up ; afterwards they found their way south, and
ultimately became successful merchants and landed proprietors. In corroboration of
the main facts above stated, we give the following from * Walford’s County Families
of the United Kingdem ” :—‘“FLETCHER, JAMES, Esq. of Rosehaugh, Ross-shire, son
of the late William Jack, Esq., by Isabel, dau. of the late Charles Fletcher, Esq., and
brother of J, C. Fletcher, Esq.; b. 18—; m. 1852, Frederica Mary, dau. of John
Stephen, Esq., niece of Sir Alfred Stephen, C.B., Chief Justice of New South Wales,
and widow of Alexander Hay, Esq., of the 58th Regt. . . . ', . He assumed
the name of Fletcher in lieu of his patronymic on the death of his mother in 1856.”
These are facts of which we were entirely ignorant when writing down the stanzas
above given. The verses were sent to us from various quarters, and they have un-
doubtedly been floating about the country for generations, So much for the Seer’s
prophetic power in this instance. Were we acquainted with the history of the other
families referred to in the stanzas, it is probable that more light could be thrown upog
‘what they refer to, than we are at present able to do, P
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Thug a Morair Ros leis seachd ciad fear, air son cogadh ri Eachainn
Ruadh, agus na bh’ aige ’sgrios.  Air cluinntinn do dh-Eachainn Ruadh
air a 5o, chruinnich esa a dhaoine fhein, ach cha b-urrainn e thogail ach
seachd fichead fear—fichead ma choinneamh a chiad a bh’ aig a Mhorair.

Choinnich iad a cheile ; char iad ann an ordugh, agus thoisich an
cath, agus bha duine ann an sin air an robh Ruairidh Mor Mac-a-Linnean,
1is an abrair mar fhrith-ainm “ Suarachan,” agus chaidh e a choimhead
a chatha. Bha ’'n gnothuich a cuir teth ri Eachainn Ruadh, ’s thainig e
chon an robh Suarachan, agus thubhairt e ris, ‘ An ann mar so a tha
’Ruairidh ’s mise ann an cruaidh-chas, 's nach eil thu ga ma chobhar.”
“Gu de gheibh mi?’ ars’ a Ruairidh, *Gheibh thu cuid fir ars’ Eachainn
Ruadh. Dh-eirich Suarachan, ’s le chlaidheamh mor fhein mharbh e
duine, 's shuidh e air a chorp.

Thainig Eachainn Ruadh na rathad an dara h-uair, agus thuirt e ris:
“ An ann mar so a tha 'rithisd a Ruairidl, ’s mise an cruadh-chas? ¢ Gu
de gheibh mi ars’ a Suarachan,” a rithisd. ¢ Gheibh thu cuid dithis,” ars’
Eachainn Ruadh. Dh'eirich Ruairidh, ’s le chlaidheamh mor fhein
mharbh e fear eile, ’s shuidh e air a chorp.

Thainig Eachainn Ruadh an treas uair agus thuirt e, * An'ann niar so
a tha'rithisd a Ruairidh,’s mise ann am fior chruaidh-chas.” “Cha da gheall
thu dhomhs’ ach cuid dithis” arsa Suarachan, ’s mharbh mi dithis.” “Cha
bhithinn a cunntadh riut,” ars’ Eachainn Ruadh. Dh-eirich Suarachan le
chlaidheamh mor ruisgte, 's e 'g eigheachd an aird a ghuth, “Am fear
nach biodh a cunntadh rium, cha bhithinn a cunntadh ris.”  Thoisich e
airan namhaid,’s chaidh an ruaig orra ann an uin’ ghearr, agus thainig iad
nan cabhaig gu taobh na h-aibhne, agus choinnich iad bean ris an da
dh'thoinnich jad “c’aite’n robh an t-ath air an abhuinn, air am faigheadh iad
a null,” “Oh, ghaolaich,” arsa ’bhean, “is aon ath an abhuinn, ged tha i
dubh cha'n eil i domhain.” Thainig an ruaig cho teann orra ’s gu robh iad
a dol a mach air an abhuinn an aite sam bith an robh i tachairt riu. Bha
iad a dol leis an abhuinn nan ciadan, agus bha moran phreas ri ’tacbh, air
an robh iad a deanamh greim. Bha Suarachan a coimhead so, agus a
h-uile fear a chitheadh e ’gabhail greim air preas, bha e ruith thuige, a
gearradh a phris, agus ag radh, “mo na bha mi leigeil urad leat dheth an
latha, leigidh mi sin leat.” Chaill am Morair Ros an latha, ’s choisinn
Eachainn Ruadh.

Dar a thainig an t-sith, shuidh Eachainn Ruadh sa chuid daoine sios gu
biadh, ach cha robh ac’ ach bonnach dha gach fear ; ’s cha robh bonnach idir
ann da Shuarachan, ach a thug a h-uile duine greim a bhonnach fhein da,
’s mar sin fhuair e an earrainn bu mho—seachd fichead greim.

A nise dar a chunnaic a Morair Ros nach b’urrainn e e fhein a dhioladh
air Eachainn Ruadh, chaidh e dh-ionnsaidh ’n righ, agus fhuair e airgiod
cheann a chuir a Eachainn Ruadh air son a ghlacadh. B’fheudar do
dh-Eachainn teicheadh, ach lean da-dhuine-dheug e, agus far am biodh e’n
diugh cha b’ann a bhiodh e ‘maireach. Bha e na lagh aig an am so na’'n
gleidheadh fear as am biodh airgiod cheann e fhein seachd bliadhna, gum
biodh e saor o'n toireachd. ’

Aig an amjso cha robh uachdaran air Gall-thaobh ach an righ fhein,
agus 'se MacCailean Ar-a-ghaidheil, carraide da db’ Eachainn Ruadh a
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thaobh a mhathair; a bhiodh an righ cur a thogail a mhail, agus fhuair

Eachainn Ruadh a mach gun deach na Gallaich an co-bhonn ri cheile gum

marbhadh iad Clann 'ic Chailean an ath uair a thigeadh iad a thogail a

mhail.  Dar a fhuair Eachainn Ruadh a mach gun robh so an ruin nan
. Gallach, thug e Gall-thaobh air le dha-dhuine-dheug.

Bha e ann am monadh Ghall-thaobh agusthainig MacCailean le bhuidh-
. inn-dion ; thog iad an cuid buthan dhoibh fhein, agus chuir iad seachad
an oidhche ann an sin. Dh-eirich iad :sa mhaduinn, sheall MacCailean
a mach, agus bha na Gallaich air eruinneachdainn ’os a chionn. Thainig e
steach am measg a chuid daoine agus thuirt e riu ‘““mar a gearr sibh
troimh na Gallaich, cuiridh iad amach air a mhuir sinn; ach tha mi
"faicinn duine mor os an cionn, agus da-dhuine-dheug cuide ris, agus ’s mo
tha e cur a dh’ eagal orm na na Gallaich gu leir.”

Chaidh MacCailean sa dhaoine fuidh 'n airmeachd agus dh-fhalbh iad
gu gearradh tromha. Dar a thoisich a chomh- -stri, thlve'td'u' Eachainn
Ruadh sa dha-dhuine-dheug a nuas ; thoisich iad air na (xallalch se To-
bheag dhiubh fhuairas; thainig an t—sith, agus char Eachainn Ruadh agus
MacCailean an caiunt a cheile. Dh-innis Eachainn da MhacCailean an

staid anns an robh e. ¢ Gu de,” arsa NMacCailean, as urra 1mise, agus as
miannach leat mi, dheanamh air da shon.” “’S tu fein as thearr fios,”
ars’ Eachainn Ruadh. “Theid thu ’Dhun-eidin air a leithid so da latha,

coinnichidh mise ann an sin thu, agus chi mi gu de ’s urrainn mi dhean-
amh air da shon,” arsa MacCailean.

Air an latha ’chaidh a chur air leth, dh’fhalbh Eachainn Ruadh a
Dhun-eidin, choinnich MacCailean an sin.e, agus shuidhich e ris gum
biodh esa ’s an righ ann a leithid so da db’ aite, ‘air a leithid so da latha,
esa (Eachain Ruadh) a dhol seachad, agus a nuair a chitheadh e Mac-
Cailean san righ cuideachd, e thighinn far am biodh iad, ’s a dhol air a
ghlun air beulabh 'n righ ; agus, thuirt MacCailean ris, gum beireadh an
righ air laimh air, gu thogail, “agus cuimhnich,” ars esa, ‘““gu n-aithnich
a lamh gun d-rug e ort.”

Roimhe so, bha MacCailean ’san righ a bruidhinn i cheile mu dheidh-
inn Eachainn Ruaidh, agus thubhairt an righ, gur e duine fiadhaich,
tapaidh a bh’ann, air an robh ¢ fairtleachdainn orra greim a dheanamh.:

¢ Ma gheibh mise m-iarratus uat a righ,” ars’ MacCailean, “ bheir mi
dhuit air laimh e.” Gheall an righ sud dha.

Dar a thainig an latha chaidh a chur air leth dh’fhalbh Eachainn
Ruadh seachad air an aite anns an robh an righ agus MacCailean a gabhail
seideag do“ghaoth na maduinn. Rinn e ball direach orra, agus chaidh e
air a ghlun" dir beulabh 'n righ. Rug an righ air a laimh gu thogail.
Theannaich Eachainn lamh an righ ; dh-eirich e agus dh'thalbh e, agus
dar a di’fhalbh, sheall an righ a laimh do MhacCailean, agus an fhuil a
bruchdadh e mach air barran a mheoir.

“Car son nach da chum thu e,” arsa MacCailean.

“Cha robh duine ’s an rioghachd a chumadh an duine ud,” are’ an
righ.

“Ma tha sud agad Eachainn Ruadh,'’s feumaidh mise m'iarratus fhaigh-
inn a nis,” arsa MacCailean,
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¢¢ Gheibh thu sin, choisinn thu i, ciod 1" ars’ an’ righ.

«Gum faigh Fachainn Ruadh a shith,” arsa MacCailean ; ’s fhualr
Eachainn Ruadh a shith.

Ghabh an righ a leithid da thlachd a neart 'us tapachd Eachainn
Ruaidh, ’s gun robh e ro dheonach gum biodh e na fhear dheth a bhuidh-
inn dion fhein, ach ghabh Eachainn leisgeul, a nise dar a fhuair e shith,
gun robh moran aige ri chur an ordugh aig a bhaile; ach gheall e bhi dol
an drasda sa rithisd, a mach, a Dhun-eidin, a choimhead air an righ.

Bhiodh Eachainn Ruadh mar a gheall e a dol a mach a choimhead
air an righ. Bha piuthar da dh’ Eachainn Ruadh—nighean tighearna
Bhrathainn—yposd’ aig Tain Dubh MacRuairaidh, an Leodach a bh ann an
Gairloch a comhnuidh anns -an t-seana chaisteal a bha anns an Dun aig
ceann a deas na Gaineamhiche Moire.  Bha atharrachadh air choir-eigin
ri dheanamh air coraichean na h-oighreachd. Uair dheth na h-uairean,
dar a bha Eachainn Ruadh a dol a Dhun-eiden a choimhead air an righ,
thug Tain Dubh dha na coraichean gu ’m faighinn air an atharrachadh,
’s rinn Eachainn Ruadh rud-eigin cosgais ris na coraichean.

’S i nighean an t-Siosalaich bu bhean dligheach da dh-Eachainn, agus
bha mac aige rithe dha’'m bainm Jain. Chaidh a thogail ann an Strath-
ghlais, ann an tigh an t-Siosalaich, agus air an aobhar sin ghoirte Iain
Glasach dheth. Chaochail e ann an Caisteal Eilean-Donnain, ann an
Ceanntaile, agus chur na Tailich a chorp gu muinntir Strath-ghlais, agus
dh-adhlaic iads’ e ann an Eaglais mhor na Manachain. Dh-fhag e aon
mhac dha 'm b’ainm Iain, ris an canadh iad, anns an duthaich, Tain Ruadh
Mac Tain Ghlasaich. Chaidh an gille og so a thogail aig Domhnullach, a
bha na pheathair, ann an Glais-leitir Cheanntaile, ris an abradh iad, Iain
Liath.  Agus tha e air a radh, gun da phos mathair Iain Ruaidh (bann-
trach Tain Ghlasaich) tighearna Mhic-aoidh.

Dh-fhas Iain Ruadh na ghille mor, tapaidh, agus‘dar a thainig e gu
aois cuid fir, thug e duthaich Mhic-aoidh air, a choimhead air a mhathair,
Air rpighinn tigh Mhic-aoidh dha, cha da leig e ris co e, ’s cha mho leig a
mhathair. Bha e mar chleachdadh a nuair sin nach foinnichte ri coigrich
's am bith a thogradh fuireach an tigh duin’ uasail, co iad, no coasa
thainig iad, ach am biodh iad latha ’s bliadhna ’stigh. Bha d& chu
ro-ainnidh, aig Macaoidh—fear dhiubh air an robh “Cu-dubh,” agus air
an fhear eile “Faolag” mar ainm. Agus bhiodh Iain Ruadh an comhnuidh
a falbh leo anns a mhonadh s a sealg. Bhiodh e toir a bhédh, a bhiodh e
toir na mhonadh air a shon fein, dha na coin.  Dh-fhas, mar so, na coin
cho measail air, ’s nach leanadh iad duine ach e fhein. 'S ann anns
cheann shios—ceann nan seirbhiseach—dheth an tigh a bha e cadal agus
a gabhail a bhedh.

Bha bhliadlna 'tarruing gu ceann, agus latha dheth na lathaichean,
thubhairt Mac-aoidh ri mhnaoi, gun robh e cuir umhail gur e mac duin’-
uasail a bh’ ann, agus air dha so a chantuinn rithe, shil a suilean gu
frasach. Thug Mac-aoidh an aire dhi. “An ann mar so a tha,” ars esa,
’s e toir achmhasan caoin @i, *cha bhiodh e cuide ri ma chuidsa seirbhis-
each, nam biodh fhios agam, mar a bh’ agadsa, gu’m be sud aon mhac
Jain Ghlasaich.”  Dh-orduich e 'n sin gu bhord ' fhein e, ’s bha e cuide
riu fhein fhad sa bha e’s an tigh, ach ma dheireadh arsa Mac-aoidh,
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¢ Gu de thathu’g iarraidh mise dheanamh air da shon.” “ Oh, cha 'n eil,”
ars’ Jain Ruadh, “ach an da-dhuine-dheag a thaghas mi fein, a measg do
dhaoine, thoir dhomh, agus ¢ Cu-dubh 'us Faolag.”

Fhuair e sud, agus cha be na clibairean iad, agus air Tain Liath ’sa
Ghlais-leitir gun d-rinn e. Thug iad leo angar uisge-bheatha agus rainig
iad a Ghlais-leitir. Bha Tain Liath air an airidh, agus cha leigeadh Iain
Ruadh na fir a bha cuide ris, am fradharc a bhothain aig Iain I.iath.
Dh-fhalbh e leis fhein, chunnaic e cliabh a muigh aig dorus a bhothain,
agus shuidh e air. Bha cailleach Tain Leith an deighe eiridh, agus bha i
a sniomh air a chuigeil. Bheireadh i suil, agus suil, air an fhear a bha
muigh. Ma dheireadh leig i 'n eighe ri Iain Liath, ’s e na luidhe, “ A
dhuine, tha fear a muigh ud, aig dorus a bhothain, na shuidhe air a chliabh,
cha 'n fhaca mi d ghlun riamh, as coslaiche ri d4 ghlun Tain Ruadh
againn, na 'ghluinean.” Dar a chuala Iain Liath sud, dh'eirich e as a
leine, agus chon an doruis a char e.  “ An tu tha sud Iainidh,” ars esa.
“Qh, ’s mi dhuine,” “ Am bheil agad ach thu fhein,” “Oh tha; tha da-
dhuine-dhiag agam.” “Bi falbh’s thoirleat jad.” Mu’n d-thainige bha’n
dara tarbh marbh aig Jain Liath air an cinn. Dar a ghabh iad am biadh,
thubhairt Iain Liath ris, ¢ tha MacCoinnich a tigh'mn an diugh gu Toma-
seilge d’athair le aoghailt, mar a cum tha fhein dheth e.”

Dh-fhalbh Tain Ruadh ’sa dha-dhuine-dheug, agus Iain Liath nan cois,
’s thug iad leotha 'n t-uisge-beatha. Thainig MacCoinnich le dhaoine,
agus chunnaic e na daoine ud air an toma-sheilge, ’s chuir e gille ’bhan a
dh’fhoinneachd, “Gu de na dacine bha iad ann ¥’ “Dean suidhe 'us
innsidh sinn sin duit,” ars Tain Ruadh. Rinn o suidhe mar a dh-iarradh
air, agus neor-thaing mar a robh aghaidh na dibhe air, ’sa h-uile h-uair a
a bheireadh e air gu falbh thairgte t-eile dha. Bha MacCoinnich a
gabhail fadachd nach robh an gille tigh'nn air ais, agus chuir e gille eile
air aghart. Thachair dha-sa mar thachair dha ’n fhear eile. Dar a
chunnaic MacCoinnichmar bha dol, thubhairt e, “Thami f’aithneachdainn
gun d’thainig Iain Ruadh, ma thainig faodaidh mise bhi dol dachaidh.”
'S thug e Brathainn air,

Thill an sin JTain Ruadh 'sa bhuidhinn gu bothan Ian Léith. “ Gude
nise ni thu Iain ” ars Tain Liath, “ Gu de tha sibh fhein ag radh ni mi ¢’
“Innsidh mise sin duit,” ars Iain Liath, ‘“tha coraichean Ghearrloch
agam-sa ann an ciste do sheanair—Eachainn Ruadh—agus falbhaidh tu
fhein ’s do chuid daoine, a thagar na.h-oighreachd, agus falbhaidh mise
comhladh riut.” * Agus dh fhalbh iad, Thog Iain Liath a chuid spreidhe,
a bhean, ’sa bhean-mhuinntir, ’s am buachaille, ’s bha iad a tighinn ach

an d'thainig jad a steach aig Bealach-a-chomhla, aig .taobh Baothais
Bheinn.

Greis an deigh dhoibh a thighinn a bhan fuidh’n a bheinn, thachair iad
air fuaran math ; Leig iad an iomraich aig an fhuaran, agus tha fuaran
Tain Léith” air gus an latha’n diugh. Dh-fhag iad aspreidh 's a chailleach
an sud, ’s thainig iad air an aghart, ’s thachair feadhainn riu o'n da ghabh
iad naigheachd na duthcha. Dh-innis an fheadhainn sin doibh, gun robh
e mar chleachdadh aig Iain Dubh MacRuairidh (tighearna Ghearrloch),
gach latha, a dhol sios a Ghaineamhach Mhor, agus luidhe ‘air mullach
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a Chraisg, a ghabhail beachd air an duthaich, agus a dh'fhiachainn gu de

chitheadh e.

Thainig na fir chon an robh e ann an sud, agus labhair Tain Liath ris,
“Mar a bi thu air falbh agus mar toir thu da chasan leat a caisteal an
Diiin, mas tig an oidhche nochd, caillidh tu 'n ceann. Ghabh Iain Dubh
MacRuairidh eagal a bheatha, ’s char a h-uile ni a bha anns a chaisteal, a
b’fhiach an t-saothair, a chuir anns a bhirlinn, ach aon chiste a dh-
fhagadh, le cion amaisgidh, anns an robh coraichean mhic Leoid air
an oighreachd. Mar so thainig Iain Ruadh ’us Clann-a-choinnich a
Ghearrloch. ;

’S minic a thainig na Leodaich air an ais o'n uair sin a dh’fhiachainn
ris an oighreachd a thoir air a h-ais, agus toireachd a thoir a mach ; ach
mar is trice thainig ’s ann bu mhiosa dh’fhalbh.

(Ri leantainn.)

“THE GAEL.”—This Gaelic periodical, which is now in its fifth year,
has, last month, changed hands, and is now the property of Messrs Mac-
Jachlan & Stewart, Edinburgh. Tu a valedictory address to the reader, in
the last issued—the July—number, the late editor and proprietor, Angus

Nicholson, explaing the causes of the irregularity in the appearances of the
Guael during the last twelve months. We have no doubt that, under the new

management and well proved enterprise, in the Celtic field, of its present °

proprietors, the Gael will receive new vigour, and will soon make up for his
irregularity in the past. Let us have it brought np to date as early as
possible, and we have no hesitation in predicting it a success beyond anything
it has yet attained. [Since the above was written the August number has
appeared— within a fortnight of its predecessor.]

“ THE GLASGOW HIGHLANDER.”—On Saturday the 11th Novem-
ber, a new paper has been issued in Glasgow, called the Glasgow Highlander.
It consists of twelve pages, and is intended as the organ to represent the
views of the large body of Highlanders congregated in the City of Glasgow.
The promoters admit that there are other provincial papers here and there
throughout the Highlands devoted to Highland interests ; but they allege
that these are necessarily too much taken up with local matters and questions
of little general interest. The proprietors of the Glasgow Highlander, there-
fore, have started it as a less local and less provincial journal, with the view
to meet the cosmopolitan wauts of Highlanders at home and abroad. There
is, no doubt, room for a well conducted paper of the kind in Glasgow. We
would, however, caution the editor against making a paper, which is intended
to meet the wants of all classes of his countrymen, a stalking horse fer airing
his own peculiar crotchets and opinions. If he wants to influence and
¢“ educate ”’ the Highlanders, he must conduct his paper in such a way as to
secure and maintain a circulation in the Highlands. He must lead, not
scold, those who possess influence amongst us. We wish the Glasgow High-
lander every success, and extend him the right hand of fellowship., - Buaidh
agus piseach leis.

A wresorLuTION was adopted by the Council of Trinity Callege, Dublin,
setting forth the expediency, when funds can be provided, of establishing in
the University a Chair of Celtic Literature and Languages. We trust that
this matter will attract some public attention. It will be a matter of pain to
every patriotic Irishman (says the Freeman’s Journal) if, while the efforts of
Professor Blackie give Scotland her Celtic Chair, ¢ Old Trinity ” will remain
without a professor of the language and the letters of the Erse, . ;
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SEUMAS AN TUIM

0

Seumas an Tuim, alias James Grant of Carron in Strathspey, is one of
those Highland notabilities who have made themselves famous for deeds of
lawlessness and rapine. Sewmas is the subject of the well-known song:—

A mhnathan a ghlinne, Ye women of the glen,
A mhnathan a ghlinne, Ye women of the glen,
A mhnathan a ghlinne, Ye women of the glen,

Nach mithick dhuibh eiridh, Is it not time for you to rise, [cattle.
1Seumas an Tuim ’ag tomain na spréidhe, And James-an-Tuim driving away your

The melody of this song is a beautiful one, and has been adapted
to the great Highland bagpipe in the shape of a well-known pibroch—
%The Breadalbane Gathering,? or ¢ Bodaich na'm briogais,” and associated
with a victory, which John Glas, first Earl of Breadalbane, gained over
the Sinclairs of Caithness, at At nam-mearlach. This was towards the
close of the seventeenth century. But the air, as we said, belongs to an
earlier period. Sewumas-an-Tuim flourished in the beginning of that
century. o

The wild career of this man seems to have originated in. accident.
Unintentionally he slew his cousin, one of the Ballindalloch family. . The
consequence was a fierce feud between the Grants of Ballindalloch and the
Grants of Carron, and James finding his enemies implacable became law-
less and desperate. In retaliation for his deeds of spoliation, Ballindalloch
hearing that John Grant of Carron, James’ brother, with a party ‘of his
men, was cutting timber in the forest of Abernethy, set upon them and
slew the laird of Carron, on the presumption that he aided the outlaw.
The Earl of Murray, then Lord-Lieutenant of the county, interposing to
protect Ballindalloch; Seumas-an-Tuwim vowed that he would avenge him-
self by his own hand: On the 3d of December 1630, he came with a
number of followers to Pitchas, the residence of Ballindalloch, burned his
corn yard, his barns, byres, and stables, with the cattle, horses, and
sheep, driving away such as escaped the flames. Then he went with his
men to Tulchin, the residence of old Ballindalloch, where he did in like
manner, driving away as many of his cattle and horses as escaped the con-
flagration. = Notwithstanding all this he succeeded in eluding every
attempt on the part of the Earl of Murray to capture him ; who having
failed in every effort to do so by force, had recourse to stratagem. Acting
in accordance with the proverb of  setting a thief to catch a thief,” he em-
ployed three ¢broken men,” with whom he made a compact, offering
bandsome rewards should they succeed in bringing Seumas-an-Tuim into
his hands dead or alive. The principal man of the three—a curious com-
ment on the social condition of those times—was a brother of the Chief
of the Clan Mackintosh. For a time they were unable to effect their
purpose either by force or by stealth; such was the prowess, as well as
the vigilance of Grant and his:men. At length they managed to surprise
him in a house at Achnakill in Strathaven, where he happened to be,
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along with a party of ten men. Not expecting danger, and unprepared
for resistance, James and his men betook themselves to flight. Mackin-
tosh pursued him, slew four of his followers, and wounded James himself
with arrows, inflicting eleven wounds. He was captured along with mi
of his men. The men were hanged. And as soon as his own Wound@
were cured he was conducted under safe guard to the Castle of Edinburgh
being, says Spalding in hls quaint style, “admired and looked upon as 3:
man of great vassalage.” ‘V

Here James remained a prisoner for a period of two years. Itis re'
lated that an old neighbour of his, Grant of Tomavoulin, happened to,‘
pass one day under his prison window. James saw him, and asked, “ What
news from Speyside?” “None very particular,” was the answer ; ‘“the.
best news I have is, that the country is rid of you.” “Perhaps,” saltgj
James, ““ we shall meet again.” During his imprisonment he was pers
mitted to see friends occasionally, who supplied him with something
better than ordinary prison fare ; and in a small cask, covered over Wltg
butter, his wife succeeded, on one ) of these occasions, in furmshmg him. w1th |
cord sufficient to enable him to effect his escape through his prison
window. This was in October 1632. His son waited for him, and
accompanied him in his flight ; but for which he would have died by th:
way. In consequence of his confinement and other hardships he la
for nine days in a wood near Denny, and there made his way to his old’
haunts, where he lay concealed and inactive for a year. Meantime the
Privy Council was greatly exasperated at his escape, and offered large
rewards for his apprehension. |

But the restless and daring man could not be idle ; and now that his
health was recovered, and the vigilance of his enemies allayed, he again
betook himself to his old schemes of revenge and depredation—¢ partly
travelling through the country, sometimes on Speyside, sometimes here,
sometimes there, without fear or dread,” but always having a sharp eye
upon his old enemy Ballindalloch. Ballindalloch in self-defence, was
obliged once more to attempt to set bounds to the attacks of James; and
accordingly he hired a band of the outlawed MacGregors to do his job for
him. These men were under the leadership of Patrick Dubk Gearr, a
man little less famous for his exploits than Seumas-an-Tuim himself,
James being at Carron one night with his son and an only servant, the
MacGregors surrounded the house, while some of the party ascended the
roof to uncover it and so get ab their victim. Grant hearing the noise,
and finding himself beset by his enemies, resolved to defend the door,
aided by his son and servant ; and meantime, made such good use of his
arrows ' through the windows that the MacGregors were kept at bay.
Patrick Gearr, bolder than his followers, and venturing forward to force
the door, Grant took aim at him with his gun and shot him through both
legs, and in the confusion which followed the fall of their leader, James
escaped through the roof and was once more beyond the reach of his
pursuers. Gearr, it appears, died of his wounds, and Grant was landed
as a public benefactor. ¢ Patrick Gearr was a notable thief, robber, and
briganer, oppressing the people wherever he came,” and therefore they
rejoiced at his death, ‘ s 1reigg
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Seumas-an-Tuim now resolved to fight Ballindalloch single handed
7ith his own weapons. Accordingly, while the latter was sitting quietly
find unsuspiciously in his own house, on a dark December night, a mes-
senger came to the door and told his servant that a-well-known friend was
Iwaiting outside to speak to him. Ballindalloch at once responded and
sallied forth to meet his friend(?). But no sooner was he outside than he
was suddenly smothered in plaids by a party of unknown men—Seumas-
an-Tuim and his followers—and hurried away in this helpless condition,
over moss and moor, he knew not whither. They carried him in this
\miserable plight, all the way to the neighbourhood of Elgin, where they
onfined him in an old kiln, for three weeks, almost in a state of starva-
lion. Eventually, and with great difficulty, Ballindalloch made his escape
Iby the aid of one of his guards, whom he bribed to effect his release.
‘Meantime, the MacGregors desolated the country with fire and sword in
‘revenge for the death of their redoubtable leader Patrick Gearr. It'was
iat this time that the famous outlaw Gilderoy, the well-known hero of
tradition and song, came to the front. He succeeded to the leadership
which became vacant by the death of Patrick.

~ The man who taunted Seumas-an-Zuin: when imprisoned in Edinburgh
'Castle, was one Thomas Grant, a Speyside man. Nothing daunted by
‘previous failures to capture James, he volunteered at the request of Ballin-
idalloch to bring him dead or alive into his hands. This came to the ear
of James, He went to Grant’s house at once, and not finding him he
‘gratified his revenge by killing sixteen of his cattle. Finding him shortly
Ithereafter at the house of a friend, and in bed, he dragged him naked out
jof the house and despatched him with many wounds, and so fulfilled his
own prison vaticinations—* Perhaps we shall meet again.”

Notwithstanding the wild and lawless career of this man, living as he
did in open defiance of law and. order, and in the commission of all kind
tof atrocities, he managed somehow to elude every effort made fo bring
him to justice. He even succeeded in obtaining a public remission of his
crimes, and” survived to take an active part in the troubles in which the
country was involved during the Commonweaith. James, we suppose
more from policy than principle, attached himself to the winning side, and
had his services rewarded by receiving immunity for all his misdeeds.

‘What a contrast.those times are to the times in which we live? It
seems hardly credible that such lawless and atrocious deeds could be per-
formed in the face of day, within s6 comparatively recent a period and
Yamid scenes where peace and prosperity now reign paramount. Yet so it
i; and 'with blood upon his hands, enough to have hanged scores.of
| other men, Sewmas-an-Tuim lived to a green old age, and .died peaceably
» and quietly in his bed—the theme of story and of song,

ALBANNACH.

WE have: received “‘ The Songs of the Highlands,” set to Music, with
Gaelic and. English letterpress, from the Gaelic Society, of Londons: ‘
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JOHN MACKAY.

7 P

Donarp Macray of Farr, a firm ally of, and related to, the Gordons,
Earls of Sutherland, was through them brouo'ht under the notice of, and
knighted by, James the Sixth in 1616. Afterwards, having raised by
license of the King a regiment of 3000 men, who left Cromarty in 1624-,
to assist Count Mansfield in his campaign in Germany, he was created a
'baronet

" Next year he was raised to the peerage under the title of Lord Reav, Pl
when, with a number of other gentlemen from Ross, Sutherland, and
Caithness, he served under Gustavus Adolphus in his campaigns forn;
Protestantism. Lord Reay afterwards showed his attachment to royalty‘
by taking up arms in defence of Charles I, for whose cause he brought ®
from Denmark arms, ships, and a large sum of money.

Taken prisoner at Newcastle, he was confined in Edinburgh until after
the battle of Kilsyth, when he was released, and shortly after he em- :
barked from Thurso for Denmark, where he died.

He was succeeded by his second son, John, who was married to a
daughter of Scourie, said to have been a woman of great beauty, and of
singularly fascinating manners. Brought up in the principles and opinions
of his Royalist father, it was little to be wondered at that Lord Reay
joined Glencairn in his rising for the King in 1654, 'When the Earl of
Middleton took the command at Dornoch of the Royalist troops, by virtue
of a commission from Charles II., thus superseding Glencairn, Lord Reay
continued to serve under the new General till he was taken prisoner at
Balveny, and conveyed to Edinburgh Tolbooth, where he remained during
a lengthened period of the troubles of the Commonwealth, but at length
effected his escape in the following manner.

One sutumn afternoon might be seen emerging from the gloomy doors
of the Heart of Mid-Lothian—as the Tolbooth of Edinburgh was de-
signated—two very remarkable forms, A lady, young and of wondrous
beauty, her hair of that shade of which the poets of our land have so
loved to sing—*a gowden yellow”—as seen by a few stray ringlets from
beneath the plaid drawn over her head; her eyes, brilliantly blue, flashed
in their glances of anxiety; her figure, straight and lithe as the lily stalk,
as she walked seemed to exhibit the very poetry of motion. Her atten-
dant, a man of gigantic size, and stout in proportion, of fierce aspect, save
when his glance fell upon his mistress, bore the Lochaber-axe, dirk, and
sgian dubh—his arms, which he had just received back from the sentries
or guards as he stepped into the street, and which he had left outside in
order that he might be admitted to the prison. The contrast between the
two was most marked, as was also the conversation. The lady was the
wife of the Lord John Reay, a prisoner in the jail from which they had
just stepped forth. The man was ‘their trusty henchman, John Mackay,
the favourite of his noble master and ‘mistress, as much for his courage ’
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a3 for his fidelity and gentleness, and their pride as a clansman for his 5

enormous size and strength. _
If Lady Reay was anxious, John was equally so—his eyes seemed to

| follow every glance of hers, like an attached hound seeking to anticipate

the owner’s wish.
Looking round to John, who followed a few steps behind while she

geemed to hesitate in her progress, she. said, as if half communing with -

herself, “I will go, and God be with me.” ¢ Surely, my lady, but
where to?” “I will see Cromwell—will entreat hlm——he may listen to
me.” “ Surely, my lady, and what for no?’

And away went Lady Reay to endeavour to obtain an interview with -

troops.

| Oliver Cromwell, then in Edinburgh at the head of the Parliamentary -

Access to Cromwell was a difficult matter, but Lady Reay was fortu-
nate in obtaining an introduction through.an intimate friend. As she °

was presented, Cromwell, in his usual abrupt manner, was in the act of

| turning away, when her ladyship fell on her knees at his fect, and,

catching the skirts of his coat, poured forth in heart-breaking, agonised

supplications her entreaties for her husband’s release. Struck by her
deportment, her beauty, and her language, he listened, and finally, over-
come by her supplication, said he would willingly do all in his power to

custody.

| serve her, and restore her husband to her; but as Lord Reay was a State '
| prisoner, the Committee of Estates could alone discharge " him from

On hearing his decision, she became so affected that Cromwell at last

i declared to her that if she could by any means get her husband out of

ward, he would grant him a protection to prevent his further molesta-
tion. This protection he wrote and handed to her ladyship, who retired
with heightened hopes, springing she knew not well from what.

When she left the lodgings of Cromwell, she glanced hastily round

for her henchman, who in an instant was by her side. “ Aweel, my

 lady,” said John, “what will the bodach do%’ “He will do nothing,

John ; but he has given me this pass, which would be all that would be
requlred if we only could get his lordship outside the prison Walls, and
that, I fear, is impossible.”
“Prut, my lady, ilka thing is possible.”
- “But how will it be done, John?”

“ Ach, its easy durkin’ the turnkey body inside, and the twa sentries -

at the door.”
“ Ah, John, John, we must have no blood, and still less murder,

' whatever happen; besides, you yourself would suffer death.”

“ Aweel, that’s little for Mackay’s sake.”
“Promise me, John, that not a hair of these men’s heads shall be

-~ hurt, whatever we attempt ; remember they are only domg their duty.
Z Promise me.” And John promlsed

- Lady Reay and her servant had free access to his lordship at all times,
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Outside of the prison door was a wicket, guarded within by a-turnkey,
who generally lolled against it, or rested himself upon a form beside.

Outside of the main door were two sentries placed as guards, who

either crossed each other in their steady walk, or stood at ease, one on
each side of the doorway. As Lady Reay was a favourite with the turn-
key, on account of the politeness which she daily showed him, he did not
think it necessary to lock his lordship’s cell during the time of her lady-
ship’s visit, and at last got into the habit of allowing his lordship to ac-
company Lady Reay till 'she passed through the wicket, on her leaving
for the night.

On the day following her visit to Cromwell, Lord Reay, as usual, ac-
companied her-ladyship, and while she was stepping beyond the wicket,
suddenly laid hold of the turnkey, and, laying him down in the passage,
placed the form above him, seized his keys, and passing through the
wicket locked him in. The lady having affected her part so far, of which
John was perfectly'aware by sound, though he could not turn round to
see, he at once seized the sentries, one in each hand, and laying one down
placed the other above him, kicking their arms to a distance, while Lord
Reay sprang over them and rushed down the street. Addressing the
soldiers, who had ceased to struggle in the grip of their powerful opponent,
he said—*Now, lads, you will just be good and be quiet, or if you be no be
quiet, I will just have to shake your pickle brains out of their pans, and
s0 you'll see what you shall see; but if you are good, I'll give myself
quietly up to be put into the jail instead of his lordship.”

John accordingly surrendered himself, and, loaded with irons, was
lodged in the Tolbooth. '

In due time he was brought to trial for aiding the escape of a State pri-
soner,and Cromwell was present as President. Said he—¢There is no doubt
that the servant has duly forfeited his life, but his conduct and fidelity,
which went to release his master, and perhaps has saved his life, were of
80 high a character, and so heroic, that if this man were put to death for
qualities 8o valuable-and so commendable, and particularly seeing that
nothing hurtful resulted to the State from his doings, it would discourage
every faithful servant from doing his duty. I therefore propose that, for
the sake of justice, John Mackay, the prisoner of the Bar, shall be con-
demned to death; but that, under the circumstances of the case, the
puni&:’hment shall be remitted, and Mackay shall leave the Bar a free
man.

During the time that John Mackay was digesting the speech of Croms
well, the latter was taking a steady look of the former, when he exclaimed

to those around him, while he remarked Mackay’s fierce aspect and athletic:

form—¢ May I ever be kept from the devil’s and that man’s grasp.” On
the other hand, John's remark on Cromwell, whom he had as carefully
noticed, was—¢ The deil's no sae doure as he's ca’ed.”

TORQUIL,

fowclod -
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LITERATURE.
[, -

THE LANGUAGE AND LITERATURE OF THE SCOTTISH HIGHLANDS ;

By JoHN STUART BLAOKIE, Professor of Greck in the University of Edinburgh.
Edinburgh : Edmouston and Douglas,

(FIRST NOTICE.)

Tais work, the production of which, by one who had so many oppor-
tunities of judging the Highlands and their literature correctly, and
which may be noted as a new point of departure in the ¢ History of the
Scottish Celt,” is, the writer informs us, an attempt to break down the
wall of partition which he found fencing off the most cultivated minds in
England, and in the Lowlands of Scotland, from the intellectual life and
moral aspirations of the Scottish Highlanders. From a residence of some
years in the Highlands, and from a habit of feeling the pulse of various
persons and classes in reference to Celtic matters, he became deeply con-
vinced that an effort should be made to remedy “a state of things so
disgraceful to our character as an educated people.”

The work is divided into five parts, under the following headings:—
Language—Pre-Christian and Medieval—Irom the Reformation to Mac-
pherson—Macpherson and the Ossianic Question—and finally, Gaelic
Literature in its most recent phases, Poetry and Prose. In the space at our
disposal it is impossible to do justice to this magnificent work—a work
which has placed the Highlander, in this and all future generations, under
a deep debt of gratitude to their redoubted champion. We know even
Highlanders whose opinion of the Professor is not of the most favourable
description. They call him crotchety and foolish in trying to resuscitate
a dying language and call forth sympathy for a people whose peculiarities
and once prominent virtues, they assert, have become almost things of
the past. We have heard it even stated that our good friend “had a bee
in his bonnet.” These charges are probably made in good faith by the
boorish average of society, who are incapable of seeing beyond their
noses. The history of the literature of our country is full of instances of
the same kind of mistaken judgment. We find generally if a man is
possessed of a special genius, and in reality stands head and shoulders
above his fellows, that he is supposed to want a few pence of the shil-
ling, that he is slightly cracked, and, that if his so-called 'eccentricities
are tolerated by the great-stars of common-place society, it is done out of
pity, and sometimes with a kind of patronising air, because, apart from
these crazy outbursts of his, they consider him, on the whole, not a bad
sort of fellow.

‘We are not aware that Shakspeare himself was considered the highest
embodiment of genius the world has ever yet produced in his own time
No doubt he was, like our author, corsidered a capital stage or platform
exhibition by the great mass, but nothing more. Milton made over to
his publishers the right of bringing out three successive editions of the
great epic, “Paradise Lost,” for £15 in hand, and a further payment of
£5 on the sale of thirteen hundred copies of each edition, This masters
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piece was so little appreciated in his day that he only received, during
his life, the sum of £10 under this agreement; and, after his death, his
wife sold her entire right over the work for the sum of eight pounds
sterling. The first edition of the poems of Robert Burns realised a profit
of only twenty pounds, while one copy of the same edition sold recently,
in a London saleroom, for forty-nine guineas. Harvey, the discoverer of
tha circulation of the blood, was considered in his time a ¢ dangerous
person,” and his discovery was rejected by the whole scientific world with
“a singular unanimity,” The discovery and application of chloroform
was howled against from many a pulpit throughout the country as a direct
interference with the decrees of the all-wise Creator of the Universe.
Thomas Carlyle could not get a publisher to bring out his ¢ Sartor Re-
sartus ;” Disraeli could not get a hearing when he first essayed to address
the' House of Commons; Burke, Bright, and Cobden were considered the
wildest demagogues. We all know the treatment Galileo received from
the great lights of his day. DBut the cycles of time have done their work,
and the popular opinion regarding these great men has been mellowed
down into a proper appreciation of their superiority over their contemporary
detractors. We have no hesitation in placing the author of the work before
us among those whose names will be more illustrious in the future than in
the present, and predicting that he will secure the place in the niche of future
fame which his splendid abilities and original genius deserve ; the deprecia-
tory remarks which we hear occasionally made concerning him, as crotchety,
eccentrie, and crack-brained, only strengthen our opinion that the Professor
is at least a generation in advance of the time in which we live, and head
and shoulders, in Celtic matters at least, and in broad human sympathy,
above his fellows, and consequently they can neither understand him
nor appreciate his great gifts.

The anthor informs us that that very clever John Bull, notwithstanding
his cleverness and practicability, has committed some great blunders, which
have not even a flash of brilliancy to redeem their stupidity—among
which stand out prominently,  Ireland, the Education of the People, and
the Scottish Highlands.” He describes how mistaken ideas of political
economy led, first, to the existence of a rank population which no one
cared to weed, and afterwards to the other extreme of driving the people out
of the country, ‘“to stock it largely with sheep or deer, to reap large
rentals . . . . . with an absolute immunity from poor-rates and
poachers.” This was often done to humour a heartless factor, and
¢ partly from the servility of the local press, writing too often in the
interest of lairds and lawyers—partly from the pernicious influence of the
selfish maxim that a man may do what he likes with his own.” Public
opinion did nothing to preserve the Highlanders, but rather encouraged
the idea that the sooner the country was disembowelled of all human
habitation, and left in the undisturbed possession of sea-gulls, stags, and
salmon, so much the better. While these views were allowed full play,
“the real blood of the people was being drained away; halls once re-
sonant with rich social merriment, and reverberant with the traditions of
a chivalrous and high-souled manhood, were dumb as death, or replaced
by more pretentious edifices, which were Celtic in nothing but the ground
on which they stcod; the language and the music which even till now
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had stirred the stontest hearts, and raised the most effective war-cry in
our great British battlefields, was treated everywhere with contempt, and
deemed worthy of culture by only the more discerning few of those who
naturally spoke it; everything was looked upon as destined to a hasty ex-
tinetion, most worthily treated when either kicked violently out of the
world, or painted over with such a thick coat of Saxon whitewash that
its distinctive features could no longer be recognised.”

, We are then told how the exertions of such inen as Skene, Clerk,
Cameron, Robertson, and others in Scotland, and Stokes, Reeves, O’Curry,
and O’Sullivan, in Ireland, led the Saxon into a broader historical sym-
pathy ‘with the Celt, and affected, in some appreciable degree, the
southron’s views of the long-neglected languages and literatures of the
Celtic people in these islands; how the Professor himself was led to the
study of the despised language; how easily any one of ordinary ability
and perseverance can acquire it—*The road was plain. It will be found
generally that it is weakness of will, and not lack of capacity, that is the
]géreat bar to intellectual progress among those who have any wish. to
now.”"— : L

““ The objections which are generally urged to the study of the Gaelic
language are of that description which it is always easy for ignorance to
invent, but which are so utterly false and flimsy that they seem searce worthy
of answer to a person who knows anything. ~ A large number, indeed, of
current fallacies sported on all publi¢ questions might be conveniently ticketed
under the category—apologies for doing nothing. It is so comfortable to sit
on your easy chair after dinner, with a bottle of orthodox old port before
you, and your pipe in your mouth, and to think that every man is “a d—d
fool” who wishes you to do anything beyond the customary routine of your
shop, or your church, or your paternal estate. It may be useful, however,
occasionally to press logic into the service against this tremendous power of
inertness, if not with the hope to move it, at least with the satisfaction of
making certain very clever people look stupid for a moment. Well, in the
first place we are asked, Why maintain an uncouth language, which keeps
people in barbarism, and builds up an impenetrable wall of partition between
the Celt and the rest of the civilised world? To which I have several
answers: first, the language is not barbarous, but a very fine and polished
dialect, rather too polished, somewhat like French, and specially adapted for
music, as we shall prove by and by; secondly, it is not so much the pos-
session of their own native language, their own traditions, and their own
gentiments, that separates the Gael from the rest of the world, but the re-
moteness of his geographical position, and the remissness of the British Go-
vernment in not having long ago organised an efficient school system in those
remote regions, of which the teaching of Engligh should have formed an in-
tegral part. And as for the mother tongue, in the parallel case of Lowland
boys we know that it is not the knowledge of English at school that prevents
a boy from learning Latin, but it is either the bad method of his master, who
does not know how to teach him,-or it is the indifference of the boy, who
does not care to learn. But this latter element, however active in a classical
school, certainly does not show itself in the Highlands. Rather the contrary.
Every poor Highlander is, above all things, eager to learn English ; and if
he does not see his aspirations always crowned with success, it is the fault of
his superiors, who do not send schoolmasters into the glens, properly equipped
with the two-edged sword of the * Beurla” and the native Gaelic, as every
Highland teacher ought unquestionably to be. The idea that a knowledge
of the mother tongue, under such circumstances, acts as a hinderance to the
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acquisition of English is entirely unfounded. The mother tongue is there,
and instead of building up a wall against the Saxon, which the young Gael
cannot overleap, it is just the natural stepping-stone which you must use to
bring the sturdy mountaineer into the domain of your more smooth civilisa-
tion. The policy of stamping out the characteristics of a noble race by
carrying on a war against the language, is essentially barbarous; it can be
excused only, if excusable at all, by the existence of such a political mis-
alliance as that between Russia and Poland ; and, in fact, I fear there is to
be found, in this quarter of the world, a certain not altogether inconsiderable
section or party who hold, if not in theory, yet practically, by this Russian
principle. The sooner—I[ have heard them say as much—the Saxon—who is
God’s peculiar elect vessel, can swallow up the Celt, so that there shall be no
more Irishmen in Ireland, and no more Highlandmen in the Highlands, so
much the better. This is a doctrine altogether in harmony with the teaching
of a distinguished master of physical science, which, transferred to the moral
world, simply means that the stronger are always right when they leap upon
the back of the weaker, and use them for their own purposes; but itisa
doctrine directly in the teeth of all gospel, and which allows a man to play
the wolf or the fox whenever he can against his brethren, and baptise him-
self, with all cheapness, a hero for the achievement. Are the men who advo-
cate such inhuman measures not sometimes touched with shame when they
find themgelves identified with the old Roman robbers, who civilised the
world with the sword of rude invasion, and of the march of whose legions it
was justly said by their own wise historian—Ubi solitudinem faciunt pacem
adpellant# St Paul, of course, inculcates the exact contrary doctrine ; for
he tells us to ¢ condescend to men of low estate,” and to ‘weep with them
that weep,’ and to ‘rejoice with them that do rejoice.” How any Highland
proprietor can reconcile his belief in these texts with the principle of
forcibly stamping out the Gaelic language, 1 cannot comprehend. But
I will put down here what the noble son of a good Gaelic laird has
printed with regard to the position of landed proprietors in this matter.
¢I find,” says John Campbell of Islay, fthat lectures are delivered to
Sunday-school children to prove that Gaelic is part of the Divine
curse, and Highland proprietors tell me that it is ‘a bar to the advance-
ment of the people.” But if there is any truth in this assertion, it is equally
true, on the other hand, that English is a bar to the advancement of pro-
prietors if they cannot speak to those who pay their rents ; and it is the want
of English, not the possession of Gaelic, which retards the advancement of
those who seek employment where English is spoken. So Highland pro-
prietors should learn Gaelic and teach English.” This is sense and justice.
The Gaelic people, while they do not forget their Gaelic, should study Eng-
gsh 1, a.'t’xd the Highland proprietors, retaining their Euglish, should study
aelie,

So much for the wall of partition. But it will be asked by the ignorant,
what is the use of studying a language which has no literature? Our
author answers, first, ‘“that the language has a literature, and a very
valuable one; and, secondly, that we are not arguing with foreigners who
may have to go out of their way to learn a language, but those who,
having a native language at their fireside, go out of the way to neglect,
to disown, and to forget it.” And as to the literature he proves, further
on in his work, most conclusively what he here asserts as to its extent and
its value. “Let Zeuss, and Apel, and Ebrard, and Windisch, and all
other learned Germans who study Gaelic, be called fools, if you like;
but why should we, living in the midst of a Gaelic-speaking people, not
pick up the beautiful wild flowers of popular utterance that gems the
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glens with beauty as they pass. And then what do we mean by litera-
ture? Is the mere printed book the valuable thing? or is it not
rather the living heart and soul and impassioned utterance of a people
wherein the true value of a literature dwells ?”’

In answer to those who ask why any support should be given to a
language which is gradually dying out, he asks—

““ Why should we act violently and contrary to nature by endeavouring to
stamp out a language which, as a social fact, is obstinately alive, not only
here, but in America, and not rather, so long as it is alive, treat it kindly
and use it wisely? It is by no means an easy thing to root out a language
twined, as every mother-tongue is, round the deepest fibres of the popular
heart; but let it be that the Gaelic language is destined to die out in a
bundred years at the most, is that any reason why, being there, it should not
meet with a kindly recognition from wise and good Christian men? Philolo-
gers will tell you that the spoken language of the people to hearing ears often
reveals more secrets of the beautiful framework of human speech than all the
dead treasvres of the library; and supposing the language dead, like other
departed things will it not acquire a peculiar new interest by this very fact
that it is no more? and shall we not then begin to blame ourselves, as foolish
mortals 80 often must, that we made solittle use of it when alive? Our wisdom
certainly here, as in all other matters, is to avoid extremes. While we do not
put into operation any artificial machinery for exciting a galvanic life in a
language that is flickering to its nataral close, we abstain, on the other hand,
from refusing to nourish the mountain child with his natural food, and to
check the spontaneous outflow of Celtic sentiment and Celtic song by an arti-
ficial cram of 'Saxon grammars and dictionaries. To teach.English to all
the children of the British empire is an imperial duty ; to smother Gaelic where
it naturally exists i8 a local tyranny.”

Our author proceeds to shew the fallacy of the idea that the Gaelic
language is so difficult, so peculiar, and so remote from all the capacities
of persons who use civilised speech, that it cannot be learned without an
expenditure of time far beyond the value of any attainable result. “Tt is
not the difficulty to the learner, but the ignorance, indifference, laziness,
and prejudice of the teacher, that makes the reading of Gaelic so shame-
fully neglected in many Gaelic schools. It is an act of intellectual suicide
of which an intelligent people should be ashamed.”

The remaining portion of the first division of the work is taken up
with an able and learned philological disquisition, and a comparison of
Gaelic roots with those of the other branches of the Aryan.  Asa means
of producing msthetical effect, there is much more to be said for the
Gaelic; and the vulgar notions on this subject vented by ignorant
Englishmen and Lowlanders will be found in most cases to be the reverse
of truth. * It is commonly said, for instance, that Gaelic is a harsh and
barbarous and unpronounceable language. It is, on the contrary, a soft,
vocalic, and mellifluous language.”

Space will not permit us at present to say much more regarding this
splendid tribute to the Scottish Highlander and his language, by the
generous Teuton who has risen so grandly above the prejudices of his
race, and who has done such ample justice to his hitherto despised Celtie
fellow-countrymen. ‘But we shall return to it again, and to the best of
our ability cull some more of the honey out of its remaining four divisions.
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Meanwhile we note the author’s concluding remarks in part first, on the :.
Language, and make slight reference to the remaining divisions of theﬁ
book :—

it

1

‘¢ One only point with regard to the physiognomy of the language re-
maing; but that may be despatched in 2 single word. It is well known that
the Celts, both in the Scottish Highlands and in the fields of beautiful
France, delight in a peculiar use of the nasal organ, unknown to the Teut,
whether in Saxony or in the Britich low countries. 'If this be a fault, I have
no wish to conceal it ; if it be a beauty, it is my business to laud it. And to
my ear it is a beauty; not that nasalism, as fully developed in some quarters
of America, is not one of the most hideous distortions of human articulated
speech ; but a.mere touch of a vice is sometimes a virtue, or rather certain
vices are only virtues run to seed. Arsenic, as we all know from the criminal
reports, in sufficient quantity is a deadly poison; but the same mineral salt,
moderately administered, purifies the blood and adds a gloss to the skin,
So let it be with the delicate nasal twang of the educated Highland lady.
I should as soon think of removing it as of rcbbing the nghland birches of
their peculiar fragrance or the Highland whlsky of its flavour.” }

The second division of the work treats of the Bardic or Minstrel litera-
ture of the medieeval period, commencing at some indefinite period
between heathenism and Christianity, and stretching out to the era of the
Reformation. Under this heading the Book of the Dean of Lismore,
edited and translated by the learned Celtic scholar, the Rev. Dr Thomas
Maclachlan, receives its due meed of praise, as well as that notable col-
lection by J. F. Campbell of Islay,  Leabhar na Feinne.”

The third division treats of the succession, and supplies short biographies,
of the Celtic Bards, more or less notable for originality, who flourished
between the end of the sixteenth and the end of the eighteenth centuries,
and here we are supplied with excellent translations of “ Luinneag Mhic-
Leoid,” by Mairi, Nighean Alastair Ruaidh ; “ The Day of Inverlochy,”.
by Ian Lom, the Soldier Gaelic Bard; of the famous ¢ Birlinn,” .or
Bark of Clan Ranald, by Alastair JllacMhazghsﬁw Alastair of Ardna-
murchan ; and of ¢ He an Clo Dubh,” by the same author, composed on
the occasion of the proscription of the Highland Dress after the Battle
of Culloden ; of ‘“Smeorach Chlann Domhnuill”—the Mavis of Clan
Macdonald, by Ian MacCodrum, so well known in connection with
Macpherson and the Ossianic controversy, and who was the last specimen,
of the family bard, in the Highlands. We have also a magnificent trans-
lation of the “Skull,” by Dugald Buchanan, which throws all previous
attempts in the shade; of his “Verses to Edinburgh,” when there
gerving as one of the Body Guard of that city, and last, but not least, of
Duncan Ban Macintyre’s inimitable Ben Dorain,” and « Song of the -
Foxes.”

Part fourth deals entirely with Macpherson’s Ossian, and a great deal
of the important evidence given in the Highland Society’s Report is very
wisely and opportunely reproduced; but we must defer further reference
to this subject, and our author’s opinion on the whole subject, for a
future notice.

The fifth and final chapter deals with the condition of the Celtic
. Literature in the Highlands, from the subsidence of the great Ossianie
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excitement produced by Macpherson down to the present time. The first
specimen of the Celtic muse here given is that beautiful translation of
| “Mairi Laghach” which appeared originally in the first number of the
Celtic Magazine, and with which the reader is already so well acquainted.
‘We then have a fine rendering of that sweet and well-known song, “Gur
gille mo Leannan nan Eal’ air an t' Snamh,”—My Rose she is fairer than
the Swan when she Swims, by Ewan Maclachlan ; of ¢ Fear a'Bhata”—the
Boatman; Mo Chailinn Dilis Don”—*Ho, my Bonnie Boatie;” ¢ Calluma
Ghlinne "—Maleolm of the Glen; ‘“Mac-an-Toisich,” by William Ross ;
“An t FEilean Muileach”—the Island of Mull, by Dugald Macphail ;
! “Song to Ballachulish,” by John Cameron; and of the “Gael to his
Country and Countrymen,” by John Campbell of Ledaig. We have also
“ Macrimmon’s Lament,” to the well-known air ¢ Farewell to my Country,”
translated from ¢Leabhar nan Cnoc;”’ a “Lament for Donald of Barbreck ;”
and last, though not least, we have Sheriff Nicolson's fine translation of
| Mary Mackellar’s ¢ Welcome to the Marquis of Lorne and his Royal young
| Bride,” composed on the occasion of his marriage wth the Princess Louise.
| Haye we not said enough to rouse everyone, in whom exists a spark of
' Celtic spirit, to procure the work before us, and out of it inhale the fresh and
{invigorating Celtic flame which is destined to strengthen our manhood,
{and lead us to perform deeds, in the only field now within our reach,
| worthy of those performed by our sires in the great and noble efforts of
the past, ;

ELEMENTS OF GAELIC GRAMMAR ; By the Rev. ALEXANDER STEWART : Third
Edition, Revised, with Preface by the Rev. Dr Maclauchlan, Edinburgh : Mac-
* lachlan & Stewart. London: Simpkin, Marshall, & Co.

{ Ta1s well-known Grammar has been for several years out of print, much
| to the regret of Celtic scholars and students of the mountain tongue. It
| has long been admitted the best Gaelic Grammar extant, and to the
| student who has made any progress in the study of the Gaelic language,
jand who desires to master it thoroughly, the work is indispensably
necessary. Dr Stewart’s Grammar bears on every page the marks of real
and profound scholarship. For simplicity, conciseness, and philosophical
accuracy, it stands alone among grammars of the Gaelic language.
Modern philological research has placed valuable materials at the dis-
§ posal of modern grammarians which were unknown to the author of this
swork, It is, therefore, to be regretted that the original intention of the
‘publishers, to remedy the acknowledged want of full disquisitions on
' 8yntax, and of grammatical exercises, has not been adhered to, and so
¢ make the work complete and suitable for the student at every stage of his
i progress, and in every department. 'We have had occasion recently, in
noticing other grammars, to say a good deal on the subject generally, and
1f is therefore unnecessary to say more in noticing the work before us—
| the best Gaelic Grammar, even yet, ever issued—than to acknowledge our
- indebtedness to the publishers, to whom Celtic literature owes so much,
~and to the Royal Celtic Society of Edinburgh, that, we are told, afforded
* Vc_ryt salbstantial aid towards publishing the work, It is well and neatly
printed,
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Correspondence.

0

LOGAN’S SCOTTISH GAEL.
TO THE EDITOR OF THE CELTIC MAGAZINE.

Sir,—I have been reading your notice of the reprint of the late Mr
James Logan’s Scottish Gael, also the memoir of him by the Reverend Mr
Stewart, in which you express regret at the limited account therein given
of the author, suggesting that had an applicalion been made to me the
memoir might have been made more elaborate. Methinks I read an account
not unlike the memoir, in the Inverness Advertiser, at the time of Logan’s
death. * No one knew that unfortunate son of genius better than I did,
and there is not much of great interest to be said about him after all.
His companionship was not interesting; he had a failing which he could not
overcome, and the accident he met with in early life, which injured his
head, affected the jaw-bone also, and this caused defective articulation.
He was therefore, very reticent in conversation. Unlike Mr Stewart’s
London correspondent I should pronounce Mr Logan a dull man.

On these points I would not trouble you, but I should like to draw
attention to one that is of more consequence, as the gentleman is still
alive, and the injustice may come under his notice (being probably a sub-
seriber to the second edition, as I know he was to the first). The memoir
would represent that it was through the intercession of Captain M¢‘Neill
that Logan became an inmate of the Charter House. It was not so;
true, he wrote to Sir James Graham, and would have been successful (if
there had been a vacancy) in getting Logan on the literary staff of the
British Museum. Shortly after this Captain M¢‘Neill met with a prema-
ture death’(1844). In this dilemna I thought of another patriot in the
person of Sir Charles Forbes of Edinglassie (and of King William Street),
who kindly undertook to present to Prince Albert the Gaelic Society’s
petition in favour of getting Logan elected as a brother pensioner of the
Charter House. The Prince being a trustee, the application had almost
immediate attention, and Brother Logan was admitted in 1850, six years
after Captain M<Neil's death.—I am, &c.

J. C. MP.

London, 1876.

A

TEACHING GAELIC IN THE SCHOOLS.—On Saturday, the 18th of .

November, the Inverness Branch of the Educational Institute unanimously
passed the following resolution, proposed by Hugh C. Gillies, teacher,
Culloden :— ‘“ That we recommend Gaelic to be placed as a Special Subject
on Schedule IV, of the Scotch Code, on the same basis as  English Literature.””
This is even in advance of the Ross-shire Branch. What is Gairloch and
Lochcarron doing ?

Tae Rev. P. HarenLy Wappern, LL.D., author of ¢ Ossian and the
Clyde,” will, on an early date, deliver a lecture on the ‘‘Ossianic Contro-
versy,” under the auspices of the Gaelic Society, We expect a literary treat.
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THE ELEGIES OF ROB DONN, THE REAY BARD.

e (e

1

A vERY interesting paper in a recent number of this Magazine, entitled
An t-Each Ursann, awakened in our mind a desire to glance again at the
poems of the famous bard of the Reay country. The quotation in that
paper from one of his elegies, in honour of a true hero, suggested the idea
of looking at the characters and virtues which the elegiac poetry of Rob
Donn delighted to honour.  His elegies, generally speaking, are certainly
not the least valuable portion of his poetry, much of which is trash, and
some of it worse still. Some people object that the elegy is too limited
and special a field for good poetry to manifest itself in to advantage. Read
the elegy of the sweet-singer of Israel to the memory of his friend, and
then judge of the value of the objection.

The elegy was, in the time of Rob Donn, and indeed still is, a favour-
ite form of poetry among the grave and sedate inhabitants of Sutherland-
shire and the Reay country. Rob Donn gave form and expression to this
teste in his countrymen—a taste more fully perhaps developed among
them than in other portions of the Highlands. Immense numbers of this
kind of song was composed in the country from time to time. Some of
them tasteful, tender, and pervaded with a sweet grace and refined mel-
ancholy. But of course there were degrees of merit in these as in other
matters. Once upon a time one of the best in this kind of composition
in Sutherlandsbire met the Reay bard. They exchanged notes in poetry.
After this mutual inspection of their gifts, Rob Donn gave judgment of
their respective value by saying, “You are the better man, but I am the
better poet”—a deserved tribute to an excellent character, and a modest
assertion of his own superior talents. It was the custom in the North
Highlands to sing these elegies in their houses of mourning; is so still
where the requisite accomplishments are found, now, alas, not an easy
matter, as the old music has fled for ever, and the culture of the people
has not yet attained to the new strains of modern times. Some of the
most impressive recollections of boyhood cluster around these old ¢ wakes”
ag they are called. To those who were familiar with them they are
linked in memory with very different feelings from those which they sug-
gest to strangers. There was no revelry, no unseemly rioting connected
with those long tender watchings by the bed where lay all that was mor-
tal of some dear one. The evening was spent in religious exercises, va-
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ried and relieved by singing grave melodies, sometimes as hymns, some-
times ag strains in honour of departed worth, The horrors of death were
relieved as much as possible by draping the death-chamber in linen of
spotless purity.  The whole neighbourhood shewed their sympathy with
the mourners by abstaining, until the opened grave was closed, from all
servile work. Not a sheaf was cut, not a seed was sown, before the last
sod was adjusted over the long home of the dead. "What an insight is
thus given to the feeling of unity and friendship which existed among a
people where such a beautiful custom obtained—not to speak of even
deeper feelings. That was a fertile fleld for the elegy to grow in, and
Rob Donn took advantage of the natural opportunities thus granted to his
genius, These productions are interesting not only from their poetic value,
but from the glimpses which they give to us of the kind of men which
were there honoured. Our poet was not without his failings, but it is
well known that tlattery to the living or the dead, to rich or poor, was an
oblation he seldom offered, in spite of bribe or threat. —'We have thus a
guarantee that in these elegies we are not studying fictitious embellished
imaginations, but real descriptions of once living men and women. They
will not suggest the wicked question once put by a wit when reading the
pious epitaphs of a churchyard, ¢ Where are all the bad buried ¥  As-
suredly Rob Donn could and did write epitaphs in which the bad had no
reason to complain of injustice, of not getting their due.

The subjects of these poems range from the humble cottager, up
through every grade in society, tiil the noble and titled are reached. The
genius and heart of the poet found worth every where, and brought it forth
clear and beautiful for men to admire. e paid his tribute of regard to
the good nobleman, the good clergyman, the good tacksman, and the good
artizan,

The elegy to the memory of Donald, Lord Reay, the poet’s friend as
well as chief, first claims attention. This poem breathes throughout an
unaffected spirit of admiration of this nobleman’s character, and of genuine
sorrow for his loss by death. The Christmas festivities of the land, ac-
cording to the poem, had an air of gloom hanging about them—festivities
then celebrated with more joyful energy than in our altered and more
prosy times. The kindly relation then existing between lordly hall and
retainers’ home is indicated in the poem, by a reference to the fine man-
ner in which the deceased mingled with his dependants at the festive
board. Nor did this familiarity on the part of such a man breed con-
tempt ; for he could be great without pride, and friendly without expos-
ing his respect to danger. His interést in the children of song is of course
not forgotten by the bard, who, although he sometimes took fatal liberties
with his deer, yet more frequently laid him under kindly obligations by
his wit and by his poetry,—obligations which were duly honoured. But
the virtue which especially warms the admiration of Rob Donn for his
chief was his liberal and large-hearted generosity. It was not prodigality
—a vice which has swept away many a flourishing, proud, ancient High-
land family, and that of the Mackays among the number,—but a well-
balanced use of the resources at his command. The poet takes care to
mention that he left wealth for others to enjoy, but his Aumanity, or ra-
ther the glory of his manhood, he reserved for his own use, for his own
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duty, not to be transferred or bequeathed. This is a beautiful condemna-
tion of those who are generous after their death, but mean before it, when
their wealth is still in their power. Contemplating this quality in the
subject of his lament, the poet exclaims, that during the century such an
amount of mercy had not been laid under the sod as was when the grave
received Lord Reay. This trait is reiterated again and again, in varied
images and illustrations. It were good for the Highlands could it be said
of all the chiefs what was said, and said in truth, of this chief, that his
heart warmed more to the image of God on the face of a virtuous poor
man, than to the image of his Sovereign upon a bright gold piece. Tinies
were not without their hardships in those days, for the pen of Lord Reay
is described as cheerfully cancelling rents which could not be easily paid.
It would have been nobler o start works which would enable the poor to
help themselves, but the spirit of improvement was not the spirit of the
time. But the chief was not a greedy wolf among his people, and the
bard is delighted to give the fact poetic honour. Rob Donn has a con-
tempt worthy of Horace for the whole avaricious tribe whom he pursues
with ridicule, with sarcasm, with barbed wit, and even with grave predic-
tions of what shall happen to them elsewhere. Such people to be with
Abraham of the princely heart ! Such nizgardly insects presuming to call
themselves his sons! As gods and men nauseate bad poets, so, according
to our poet, no splendid sinners nor saints can have any fellowship with
avarice which makes wealth poverty, which, like the dropsy, feeds and
grows on the indulgence of the miserable thirst which it creates. I ven-
ture to translate a stanza as an illustration, and sincerely hope the shade
of the poet will not be very angry :— A
Study the Sacred story,
And mark, in every part,
A vice which monsters in guilt
Gave no place in their heart,
Tt tells that much that is vile
Stain’d great Christians good,

But the base niggard’s mean sin
In their souls never stood,

We are furnished also with a brilliant attack on those who can glibly
talk of the Sum of all the Commandments—love to God and our neigh-
bour,—and of its being engrained in their nature, but who when it comes
to practice, are found silent enough.  Evidently old Donald, Lord Reay,
was more eloquent in deed than in speech. The poem concludes by a
comparison between this worthy man and his ancestors. Many of these
were famous for honour, for intellect, for wisdom ; they were princely in
their bearing and actions, but the poor man never found in them such a
friend as he was. Looking from the past to the future, the poet will not say
that as good a man may not take his place, but it is easier to desire than
o expect such a blessing. He admits that the enthusiasm of poets may,
in pressing too closely upon truth, pass its boundary and prove itself false,
but in this case he wishes that the next chief may prove his anticipations
groundless, and himself a false prophet. As we read these mournful fore-
bodings in the glare of light cast upon them by the subsequent history of
the famous family who once ruled supreme in the Reay country, and who
made its power and influence on the side of liberty and human rights gene-
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rally felt, far beyond its splendid mountains and fair dales, we may.rea-
sonably conclude that the keen eye of the family bard detected signs of
deterioration in those who were stepping into the honours and fortunes of
the mighty dead, and that his heart sank within him as he read the signs
of the times. But we thank him most cordially for the precious piece

of carved work which he has preserved for us of a splendid palace, then -

beautiful, but now in ruins, its glory’gone, or at any rate, transferred to
another clime and another language.
3 KINBRACE,

THE FENTONS OF THE AIRD.—1253-1422,

e e ) e

Tr is pleasant and profitable occasionally to leave the well-trodden high-
ways of history, and wander, at our own sweet will, into some unexplored
maze. We may not, and indeed seldom do, find what we are in search
of ; but, generally speaking, we make unexpected discoveries, get glimpses
of the ways and habits of our ancestors, and acquire information which
we should otherwise search for in vain. In such wanderings we have
more than once met with the name which forms the subject of this
article, and, induced by curiosity, have endeavoured to find out who the
Fentons of the Aird were, whence they came, and what had become of
them. Notwithstanding all our attempts, they remain still a kind of his-
torical puzzle. 'We interrogate Shaw, the historian of the Province of
Moray, and all the light he is able to throw on the subject is, that half-
a-mile below the church of the parish of Kiltarlity is Downie, or Beau-
fort, the seat of the late Lord Lovat; and he adds, “this was a part of
the estate of Sir John Bisset of Lovat, whose second daughter married
Sir William Fenton, and brought him this barony of Beaufort or Downie;
and their grand-daughter, heiress of Beaufort, married Hugh Fraser.”

Anderson, in his History of the Fraser Family, says the Fentons were
Barons of Eskadale, and among the number of those vulgarly called
“ Bisset’s Barons.” He, however, refers us to the Chartulary of Moray,
and in it we find almost all the information that is reliable, though that
all is by no means satisfactory.

‘When the Fentons first appear on the scene in these Northern parts,
the whole country was bristling with English and Norman names. Our
neighbourhood did not escape the invasion, and we accordingly frequently
meet with Bissets, Grahams, Roses or Rosses, Fentons, Boschoes, Monte-
Altoes (now Mowatts), and others, but seldom or never with such High-
land names as Macraes, Macleans, Mackintoshs, or even Macdonalds,

How the Fentons came into the Aird, and how they left it, we know
not. Their career in that district was a brief one. They made a noise
for a short time, then suddenly disappeared, no man knowing whither.
If the lost Chartulary of the Priory of Beauly could be found, we probably
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might learn something further regarding this family. The Grampian
Book Club have announced, now for some time, that they are to publish
this long-lost compilation, but don’t mention where or how it has been
found. They have been promising, without performing, for so long a
time, that we are near hand come to the conclusion they are, in the poet’s
sense of the term, making it.*

In, therefore, the admitted dearth of more authentic information, we
gather together what is tangible and undoubted as to these same Fentons,
and submit to our readers the results of our inquiries, a perusal of which,
we trust, they may find both pleasing and profitable, in as far as they
afford glimpses of the ways and manners of by-gone times.

In the days of King Alexander the Third, it appears that Sir John de
Bisset was Lord of Lovat and Beaufort. He was also Lord of Altyre in
Moray, and of Redcastle and Ardmanoch in the Black Isle of Ross-shire.
This Sir John left three daughters, joint-heiresses, as his successors, one
of whom, Cecilia, the second, married a Fenton. This is the marriage
above referred to by Shaw.

Betwixt 1253 and 1280, Sir David de Graham, Lord of Lovat, re-
nounces, in favour of the Blshop of Moray, the fishing of the Forn (the
River Beauly), and the Bishop, in return, grants to the said Sir David,
in feu-farm, for a hundred shillings sterling annually, the Church lands
of Kiltarlity, with the fishing thereto belonging. The document narrating
these facts is entituled, “Aoreement betwixt Bishop Archibald and Sir
David de Graham,” and freely translated, runs thus :—¢ Be it remem-
bered, that since of late there has been a controversy between Archibald,
by the grace of God, Bishop of Moray, on the one part, and Sir David do
Graham, Lord of Lovat on the other, as to the fishing of the Ess of the
River Forn—Sir David, at length, for the sake of peace, and because of

his affection toward the Bishop and Church of Moray, gives and grants
to them, in pure and perpetual charity for ever, all right which he, or
his heirs, have or may have in said fishing; on condition, however, that
the Bishop for himself, his successors, and the Church of Moray, shall
give him, his heirs or assignees, in feu-farm for ever, all the Church lands
of Kiltarlity, with the pertinents and the whole fishing attached, as well
what the said Sir David has gifted to him as what the Bishop has evicted
from Sir William de Fenton, for payment annually of one hundred shil-
lings sterling, at two terms in the year, viz.—Fifty shillings at the Feast
of the Assumption of the Holy Virgin Mary, and other fifty shillings at
the Feast of her Purification. And though the said lands, with the per-
tinents and fishing, may not be worth so much, yet neither he, his heirs
or assignees, shall escape payment of the said sum by renouncing the feu.
And if it happen that the Bishop, his successors, or the Church of Moray,
render this agreement of none effect by weakening it, or departing from
it, then the said Sir David wills that his gift of fishing shall also be null,
and shall revert to him, his heirs or assignees—the rights of parties being
reserved,” &e.

The foregoing is the earliest recorded notice we bave of the name of

pe ; Since writing-the above, we observe that this important Chartulary is again pros
o,
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Fenton in the North. He is in disgrace with the Church, and as we pro-
ceed the breach becomes wider.

Following up the terms agreed upon in the preceding document, Bishop
Archibald grants a charter to Sir William de Fenton and Sir Patrick de
Graham of the Church lands of Kiltarlity and the fishing of the Isse, for
payment of six marks annually.

This document is also interesting. We therefore give a full transla-
tion :—To all who shall see or hear of this Writ, Archibald, by the
grace of God, Bishop of Moray, greeting in the Lord—Know, that since
with respect to the lands of Kiltarlity and the fishing of the River Forn,
belonging to us and our Church of Moray, a controversy and dangerous
contention had arisen betwixt Sir William de Fenton and Sir David de
Graham, and Patrick, heir of the said Sir David, which lands and fishing
we have given in feu-farm to the said Sir David and his heirs for pay-
ment to us and our successors of one hundred shillings annually, we, with
consent and assent of our Dean and Chapter, and by desire of the said
Patrick, who renounces in our hands said feu, and at the most pressing
entreaties of the said Sir William and Sir Patrick, and in order, for the
sake of peace, to avoid serious complications, and as the said fen seemed
burdensome, have given, granted, and by this present writ confirmed to
Sir W. de Fenton and Sir Patrick de Graham, and their heirs or assignees,
for ever, our whole lands of the Church of Kiltarlity, with the pertinents,
and whole fishing of the Ess of the Water of Forn pertaining, or that may
pertain to the said lands, for payment to us and our successors annually
for ever, at two terms in the year, of six marks sterling, viz., twenty shil-
lings by the said Sir William and his heirs or assignees, and twenty shil-
lings by the said Sir Patrick and his heirs or assignees, at the Feast of
the Assumption of the Holy Virgin Mary, and other twenty shillings by
the said Sir William and his heirs or assignees, as also other twenty shil-
liigs by the said Sir Patrick and his heirs or assignees, at the Feast of
the Purification, in such manner, however, that for payment of the said
six marks annually to us and our successors, they or their heirs or assig-
nees shall be bound, or the said lands with the pertinents and fishing shall
be bound, to such an extent as they are worth : And that they shall in
no wise renounce ihe present contract: And the said Sir William and Sir
Patrick for themselves, their heirs and assignees, have, according to pre-
vious stipulation, done homage to us and our Church, and have promised
fealty, for the foresaid lands and fishing, having given their oath: And if
there exist any writs, save these presents, or ones similar to and agreeing
with them, regarding the said lands and fishing, they shall be of none
effect, and counted as null: Moreover, we and our successors shall, ac-
cording to law, warrant and for ever defend the said lands, with the per-
tinents and fishing, to them, their heirs or assignees, against all mortals.”

The next document we light upon is of date 1280, and is entitled—
¢ The Letter of Bishop Alexander denouncing W. de Fenton,” or, “The
command of the Bishop for the excommunication of William de Fenton,
who resisted the decree with regard to the land of the Church of Kiltar-
lity.” The Church of Rome was at this period all-powerful, not only in
Italy, but all over the then civilised world, and we have here a curious,
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complete, and exhaustive specimen of the manner in which she proceeded
against her refractory children. As the letters of denunciation are very
mmute us to the forms of procedure, and highly interesting as a record of
bye-gone times, we give as full and free a translation as the barbarous low
Latin of the period will permit of:—¢ Alexander, by the Grace of God,
Bishop of Moray, greeting in the Author of Salvation, to all Bishops,
Abbots, Priors, Deacons, Archdeacons, and others, prelates of the Churches:
Know that we, in full council assembled, on the Monday following the
Feast of St Bartholomew, in the Church of the Preaching Kriars at Perth,
obtained from the delegated judges, with respect to the lawsuit lately
moved betwixt us and Sir William de Fenton, the underwritten decreet :—
R., by the Grace of God, Bishop, the Dean of the Church of Ross, and
the Prior of Beauly (‘Bello loco), of the said diocese, procurators appointed
by the religious man, by the Grace of God, the Abbot of Der (Deer) sole
judge dedicated by the Apostolic See, in the cause which was at issue re-
garding the territory of the Church of Keltalargyn (Kiltarlity), betwixt
the venerable Father Alexander, by the Grace of God, Bishop of Moray,
pursuer, on the one part, and Sir William de Fenthon, Lord of Benford
in the Hard (Beaufort in the Aird), and Cecilia, his spouse, defenders, on
the other: to their beloved in Christ, the Dean of the Christianity of In-
verness, the Rector of the Church of Lundechtyn (Dunlichty), and the
Vicar of Wardlaw (Kirkhill); Greetingin the Author of Salvation : Since
we on Wednesday before the Feast of St Michael, in the year of grace
1279, came to the Church of Kiltarlity, and inducted the foresaid Bishop
of Moray, there personally compearing, in name of his Church, into
true and corporal possession of the half davoch of land justly belonging
to the authority and property of the said Church of Kiltarlity, and else-
where finally adjudged by the foresaid pledge by his second decreet
thereanent to the foresaid DBishop, in name of his Church, with
buildings, waters, fishings, common rights, and all other pertinents
belonging to said lands, as is more fully contained in the deeds made there-
anent, according to the command of the said judge, or rather of the
Apostolic See, and there publicly, by threatening with Apostolic authority,
we warned the foresaid William not to presume personally, or by means
of others, to obstruct in any way whatever the foresaid Bishop from that
time forward, in disposing of and regulating the foresaid lands and per-
tinents, all and sundry, according as it shall seem good to him, and as he
may be able freely to arrange ;—but having despised our warning, and
having unjustly collected and retained the rent of the foresaid lands at
the term of Martinmas of the year aforesaid, the said William has hitherto
rashly presumed to hinder the foresaid BlShOp from using and peacefully
enjoying the possession adjudged to him: We thercfore command you,
jointly and severally, by virtue of the obedience which ye owe to the
Apostolic See, under pain of greater excommunication against your per-
sons, if ye be any longer negligent or remiss, in-this our, yea, rather,
Apostolic command, strictly enjoining, that immediately after seeing these
letters, ye join to you some chaplains and other worthy persons, and go
personally to the Castle of Beaufort, and give three admonitions, to wit,
once, twice, and thrice, by our, yea, rather Apostolic authority, that the
foresaid William and Cecilia, after fully making restitution of said rent
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to the said Bishop, shall not further presume, by themselves or others, to
hinder the said Bishop, or his procurator, to that end specially consti-
tuted, from freely disposing of the foresaid lands, as is above said. Bub
if, after having scorned your admonition, they shall persist in their con- ‘
tumacy to the Easter following, from that time henceforth we suspend =
them by these letters from entering church throughout the whole deanery |
of Inverness ; and ye shall denounce them elsewhere, wheresoever it shall
seem expedient, by suspensions of a similar kind. And if, after being =
again warned in the premises lawfully as aforesaid, they shall not take =
heed to desist from their rebellion before the Sunday affer the coming =
Feast of the Ascension of our Lord, then, because of their increasing con-
tumacy, we, by these writings, excommunicate them as deserving of more =
severe punishment; and ye shall, publicly and solemnly, throughout the &
aforesaid places, on Sundays and Feasts, declare them excommunicated,
by striking of bells and burning of candles ; and, if still, after being law- =
fully admounished in the premises a third time as aforesaid, with hardened
mind, slighting the keys (power) of the Church, they shall not take care =
to return to the bosom of their Mother, before the Feast of St Peter ad
vincule next following, as with increasing obstinacy the punishment =
ought also to increase, so we pronounce sentence of interdict by these
writs against both as well the lands in which they then shall be, as against
all places where they shall obtain delay as long as they remain therein ;
which sentence ye shall efficiently publish, on the days, in the places, and
with the like solemnity as above set forth, and that ye in no way refrain
from the execution of our, yea rather, Apostolic command, but faithfully
perform all things as above enjoined you, under the punishment before
referred to, until they come in the premises to full submission, and deserve
thereby to obtain relaxation of the aforesaid sentences; or ye, by your
letters patent, shall have certified that ye ought to desist from the execu-
tion demanded of you in this matter. Given at Kinloss on the morrow
after the Feast of the Annunciation of St Mary, in the year of the Lord
1280 :—Wherefore we earnestly entreat your love, that from your zeal
toward God and justice, and your desire for a reformation, ye declare
the foresaid Lord William to underlie the sentences of suspension, excom-
munication, and interdict above-expressed in every church of your diocese,
and that he must be shunned by the faithful in Christ most strictly, until
by giving complete satisfaction for his faults, he shall deserve to obtain
the benefit of absolution. Given at Spynie, the Sunday after the Feast of
the Assumption of St Mary, in the year of the Lord 1280.”

In a note to a reprint of “Nash’s Lenten Stuff,” or ¢ Praise of the
Red-herring,” the mode of cursing with bell, book, and candle is fully ex-
plained, and, to throw light on the above translation, we cannot do better
than quote the note ¢én tofo. It runs as follows:—“In the solemn form
of excommunication used in the Romish Church, the bell was tolled, the~
book of offices for the purpose used, and three candles extinguished, with

. certain ceremonies, hence this expression—

Bell, book, and candle shall not drive me back,
‘When gold and silver beck me to come on,

Four times a-year the following curse was read in the church, ¢n terrorem,
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against all who in any way defrauded the Church of her dues. The prelate
stood in the pulpit in his albe, the cross was lifted up, and the candles
lighted, when he proceeded thus—¢ Thorow authoritie of Lord God Al-
mighty, and our Lady St Mary, and all the Saints of Heaven, of angels and
archangels, patriarchs and prophets, evangelists, apostles, martyrs, con-
. fessors, and virgins, also by the power of all holy Church, that our Lord
Jesu Christ gave to S. Peter, we denounce all those accursed that we have
" thusreckoned to you, and all those that maintain them in their sins, or given
them hereto either helpe or councell, so that they be departed from God, and
all holy Church, and that they have noe part of the passion of our Lord
Jesu Christ, ne of noe sacraments that been in Holy Church, ne noe part
of the prayers among christen folke, but that they be accursed of God and
of holy church, from the sool of their foot unto the crown of their head,
sleaping and waking, sitting and standing, in all their words and in all
their workes, and but if [unless] they have grace of God for to amend
them here in this life, for to dwell in the pain of hell, for ever withouten
end (fiat, fiat)—Doe to the book, quench the candle, ring the bell.
Amen, amen.’”

It is said that the above form ¢ was extracted from the Canterbury Book
by Sir Thomas Ridley, or his annotator, J. Gregory,” and that the days for
cursing “were Advent Sunday, the first Sunday in Lent, the Sunday in
the Feast of Trinity, and the Sunday within the ufas [or octave] of the
Virgin Mary.” ZEn passant we may observe that bells were rung to
frighten evil spirits, and in confirmation of this notion, Herrick says—
“Ring the saints’ bell to affright, far from hence the evil sprite.” DBells
are also rung to celebrate joyous events and to mark our grief for the de-
parted. At one time it was a common practice to summon people to at-
tend a funeral by the ringing of the hand-bell, so well known in the
annals of Scottish burghs. The use of the bell in connection with the
Church of Rome is of very ancient date, and that even in our own
country. Of the Pictish King Aed, who was slain in or near the town
of Nrurim, in or about 878 A.p., it was said—¢ He dies without bell,
without communion, in the evening, in a dangerous pass.”

‘We now resume our remarks regarding the Fentons, of whom little
remains to be said, and that little is of a very fragmentary and unsatis-
factory nature.

Under date 1296, mention is made in the “Ragman Roll” of a
William de Fenton as one of the barons in Scotland who swore fealty to
King Edward I.; and betwixt 1325 and 1331 we learn from Robertson’s
Index of Charters, &e., that Lord William de Fenton made a complaint;
but as the document is lost, we are unable to say who the party was, or
what was the nature of his complaint. In the year 1359, on Tuesday,
the 13th day of the month of August, in the Chapter-house of the
Cathedral Church of Moray, the nobleman, William de Fenton (doubt-
less son of William and Cecilia Bysett before referred to) designed lord
of Bewfourd, portioner of the Aird, did homage to Lord John de Pil-
more, Bishop of Moray, for his part of the half davoch of the land of Ess
and Kiltarlity, which he holds of the Church of Moray, there being pre-
sent the Reverend Father Lord Thomas de Tyngask, Bishop of Caithness,
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and Masters Alexander Bur and Ingeram de Caithness, archdeacons
Moray and Dunkeld, Masters Andrew de Bosco and Sir William de Lo
fordy, canons of the Church of Moray, and many others, cleric and lai :

During the reign of David II., William Fenton grants a charter of t
lands of Lunross to the Chapel of Baky; and in the thirty-third year
the same reign he appears to have granted a confirmation of the sai
charter. There is also mention made of a charter of confirmation of &
donation which William de Fenton made to the chaplain in his chapel
Baky, of the land of Kinross. ~This latter deed is dated at Edinburgh
the 26th of Feuruary in the thirty-third year of the said re1gn All
three documents probably refer to the same event.

In 1368 we find a Lord Fenton in the barony of the Aird who is co
portioner with Alexander Chisholm, of the family of Chisholm. He
thus referred to:—In the year 1368, on the Feast of the Holy Trinity,
the house of Lord Alexander, by the grace of God Bishop of Moray,
Spynie, there being present there the whole multitude of the canons a
chaplains, and of others invited to luncheon, Alexander de Chishol:
comportioner of the said William de Fenton, did homage, with join
hands, and head uncovered, to the said Lord Alexander, by the grace
God Bishop of Moray, for said lands of Ess and Kiltarlity—1369.

"Twixt 1370 and 1390—that is, during the reign of Robert IT.—Wi
liam de Fenton obtains a pension of £40 sterling, i

At Inverness, on the 30th of November 1384, Hugh Fraser, Lord'
Lovat, by agreement with Alexander, Bishop of Moray, inter alidy
oy obhged himself that he will give all due diligence to recover that portion®
of the annual rent of Kiltarlity and of e Ess which pertains to the pa
of the foresaid lands of Kiltarlity belonging to the nobleman, William d
Fenton.”

In 1403, during the Regency of Robert, Duke of Albany, occurs a
“Charter of confirmation of an indenture betwixt William de Fenton
%probably grandson of the first William) of Baky, on the one part, and

{argaret de le Ard of Ercles and Thomas de Chisholm, her son and helrl
on the other part dividing between them the lands of which they wer
heirs portioners.” Among the lands are those of the Aird, in Inverness-
shire.  The indenturs is dated at Kinrossy, 25th April 1403.

Lastly, we observe that at Elgin, on the 9th of August, in the ycar
1422, Thomas Dunbar, Earl of Moray and Hugh Fraser Lord Lovat, enter
into a contract, whereby it is agreed, infer alia, that Lovat’s son shall
marry the Earl’s daughter. The latter, thereupon, bestows on the former
and his heirs ¢ the baronies of Abertarch (Abertarff ?) in blench-farm, and
the ward and relief of the late William de Fenton, Lord of the Balky,
and of Alexander Chisholm, Lord of Kinrossy, within the Aird, and
Strathglass, in the Shenﬁ'dom of Inverness, and within the Earldom of
Moray.”

The name Fenton occurs frequently in Aberdeenshire records, but at
present we follow them no further, their connection with the Aird and
Inverness-shire having at last named date ceased.

ALEX, FRASER,



THE CELTIC MAGAZINE. 41

'THE PROPHECIES OF THE BRAHAN SEER, COINNEACH
: ODHAR FIOSAICHE.

fl By tHE EbitoR.
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i [CoNTiNUED.]

1 As we are dealing with the ‘wonderful, it may not be out of

ilace, in such a connectlon, to give the somewhat extraordinary experi-
inces of the famous Sir George Mackenzie of Rosehaugh already referred
9, from the ¢ Recollections of a Nonogenarian.” He was one of the
ost distinguished and most talented members of the Scottish Bar; was
md Advocate for Scotland in the reign of Charles the Second, and was,
adeed, a contemporary of the Brahan Seer. His “Institutes” are still
)0n51dered a standing authority by the legal profession :—On one
hecasion, while at Rosehaugh, a poor widow from a neighbouring estate
alled to consult him regarding her being repeatedly warned to remove
fom a small croft which she held under a lease of several years; but as
ome time had yet to run before its expiry, and she being threatened with
ummary ejection from the croft, she went to solicit his advice. Having
fxamined the tenor of the lease, Sir George informed her that it contained
{ flaw, which, in case of opposition, would render her success exceedingly
tbtful’; and although it was certainly an oppressive act to be deprived
hf her croft he thought her best plan was to submit. =~ However, seeing
'_ e dlstressed state of mind in which the poor woman was, on hearing
opinion, he desired her to call upon him the following day, when he
iwould consider her case more carefully, His clerk, who always slept in
ihe same room with his lordship, was not a little surprised, about mid-
ht, to discover him rise from his bed fast asleep, light a candle which
0od on his table, then draw in his chair, and commence writing very
ousily, as if he had been all the time wide awake. The clerk saw how he
s employed, “but never a word he spake,” and, when he had finished,
saw him place what he had written in his private desk, then lock if, ex-
singuish the candle, and retire to bed. Next morning at breakfast, Sir
George remarked that he had had a very strange dream about the poor
idow’s affair, which, he could now remember, and he had no doubt of mak-
out a clear case in her favour. His clerk rose from the table, requested
key of his desk, and brought therefrom a good many pages of
'manuscript, and as he handed them to Sir George, enquired ¢ Is that like
your dream ?”  On looking over it for a few seconds, Sir George said,
#“Dear me, this is singular; this is my very dream!” He was no less
surprised when his clerk informed him of the manner in which he had
acted ; and sending for the widow, he told her what steps to adopt to
frustrate the eﬁ'orts of her oppressors. Acting on the counsel thus given,
the poor widow was successful, and, with her young family. was allowed
fo remain in possession of her “yreo bit croftie ” without molestation.

Sir George principally resided in Edinburgh, and, previous to din-
ing, invariably walked for half-an-hour, The place he selected for this
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was Leith Walk, then almost a solitary place. One day, in taking
accustomed exercise, he was met by a venerablelooking, grey-head
gentleman, who accosted him and, without either introduction or apole
said—¢ There is a very important case to come on in London fourteen d
hence, at which your presence will be required. It is a case of hoirship
to a very extensive estate in the neighbourhood of London, and a p
tended claimant is doing his utmost to disinherit the real heir, on i
ground of his inability to produce proper titles thereto. It is mnecess
that you be there on the day mentioned ; and in one of the attics of the
mansion-house on the estate, there is an old oak chest with two bottom
between these you will find the necessary titles, written on parchmen
Upon this he disappeared, leaving Sir George quite bewildered : D
the latter,resuming his walk, soon recovered his former equanimity, a
thought nothing further of the matter.

While taking his walk the second day, he was again met in the
same place by the old gentleman, who earnestly urged him not to de
another day in repairing to London, and assured him that he would
handsomely compensated for his trouble ; but to this Sir George paid
great attention. The third day he was again met by the same hoa
headed individual, who energetically pleaded with him not to lose a d
in setting out, otherwise the case would be lost. The singular deport:
ment of the gentleman, and his anxiety that Sir George should be present
at the discussion of the case, in which the old man seemed ¢
deeply interested, induced him to consent to his importunities, and ae
cordingly he started the following morning on horseback, and arrived ir

man at Leith Walk, where he met two gentlemen engaged in earnesi}
conversation—one of the claimants to the property, and a celebrated!
London barrister—to whom he immediately introduced himself as the
principal law-officer of the crown for Scotland. The barrister, no doubl
supposing that Sir George was come to take the bread out of his mo}t}}
spoke to him somewhat surly and disrespectfully of his country ; to whiel
the latter replied, ¢“that lame and ignorant as his learned friend took
the Scotch to be, yet in law, as well as in other respects, they woule
effect what would defy him, and all his London clique.” This disagree
able dialogue was put an end to by the other gentleman taking Sir Georg
into the house. After sitting and conversing for some minutes, Sir Georg
expressed a wish to be shown over the house. The drawing-room wa
hung all around with beautiful pictures and drawings, which Sir Georg
greatly admired ; but there was one, however, which attracted his atten
tion ; and after examining it very minutely, he, with a surprised counten
ance, inquired of his conductor whose picture that was? and wa
told, “It is my great-great-grandfather’s.” My goodness!” exclaimed Si
George, “the very man who spoke to me three times in Leith Walk, ant
at whose urgent request I came here!” Sir George, at his own request
was then conducted to the attics, in one of which there was a large mas
of old papers, which they fturned up without discovering anything
assist them in prosecuting the claim for the heirship. However, as the)
Were about giving up their search in that attic, Sir George noticed an ol
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ik lying in a corner, but was told that for many years it lay
re as Jumber, and contained nothing. The Leith Walk gentleman’s
formation recurring to Sir George's mewmory, he went and gave the
1 moth-eaten trunk as hearty a kick as he could wish to have been
{t by his “learned friend” the barrister. The kick sent the bottom oub
the trunk, with a quantity of chaff, among which the original titles to
e property were discovered. Next day Sir George entered the court
t as the case was about to come on, and addressed the pretended
imant’s counsel with, ¢ Well, sir, what will I offer you to abandon this
tion?” ¢ No sum, or any consideration whatever, would induce me to
ve it up,” was the answer. ¢ Well, sir,” said Sir George, at the same
me drawing out his snuff-horn and taking a pinch, “I will not even
aizard a pinch on it.” The case having been called, Sir Geoige, in
ply to the pretended claimant’s counsel, in an eloquent speech, ad-
vessed the bench, exposing most clearly the means adopted to deprive
i client of his birthright, and concluded by producing the titles men-
oned, which all at once decided the case in favour of his client. The
scision being announced, Sir George took the young heir's arm, and,
owing to his “learned friend” the barrister, remarked, “You see now
that a Scotchman has done, and I must tell you that I wish a country-
an anything but a London barrister.” Sir George immediately returned
» Edinburgh, well paid for his trouble; but never again, in his
wourite walk, encountered the old grey-headed gentleman,

The following two stanzas refer to the Mackenzies of Kilcoy and their
roperty :—
Nuair a ghlaodhas paisdean tigh Chulchallaidh
¢ Tha slige ar mortairean dol thairis !’
Thig bho Crdidh madadh ruadh
Bhi’s 'measg an t-sluaigh mar mhadadh-alluidh,
Re’ da-fhichead bliadhna a's corr,
’S gum bi na chota iomadh mallachd ;
’N sin tilgear e gu falamh bronach
Mar shean sguab air ciil an doruis ;
A’s bithidh an tuath mhor mar eunlaith sporsail,
’S an tighearnan cho bochd ris na sporais,
Tha beannachd ’san onair bhoidhich,
A’s mallachd an dortadh na fola.

Nuair bhitheas caisteal ciar Chulchallaidh
Na sheasaidh fuar, agus falamh,

’S na cathagan ’s na rocuis

Gu seolta sgiathail tharis,

Gabhaidh duine graineal comhnuidh,

Ri thaobh, mi-bheusal a’s salach,

Nach gleidh guidhe stal-phosaidh,

’S nach eisd ri cleireach no caraid,

Ach bho chreag-a-chodh gu Sgire na Toiseachd
Gum bi muisean air toir gach caileag ;
A’s ochan ! ochan! s’ ma leon, :
Sluigidh am balgaire suas moran talamh !

Literally translated :—

When the girls of Kilcoy house cry out
¢The shell (cup) of our murderers is flowing over,’
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A fox from Croy will come

Who will be like a wolf among the people

During forty years and more,

And in his coat shall be many curses ;

He shall then be thrown empty and sorrowful,

Like an old besom behind the door;

The large farmers will be like sportful birds,

And the lairds as poor as the sparrows.

There’s a blessing in handsome honesty,

And curses in the shedding of blood. 3

When the stern Castle of Kilcoy

Shall stand cold and empty,

And the jackdaws and the rooks

Are artfully flying past it,

A loathsome man shall then dwell

Beside it, indecent and filthy,

Who will not keep the vow of the marriage coif,
Listen neither to cleric nor friend;

But from Creag-a-chow to Ferrintosh

The dirty fellow will be after every girl.
Ochan ! Ochan !! woe’s me,

The cunning dog will swallow up much land.

The history of the Kilecoy family has been an unfortunate one in I
years, and the second and last lines of the first stanza clearly tefer to &
well-known tragic incident in the recent history of this once highly-fass
voured and popular Highland family. Who the fox from Croy is, we a
at present unable to suggest; but taking the two stanzas as they standy
it would be difficult to describe the poutlon of the family and the state of
the castle, with our present knowledge of their history, and in their pre
sent position, more faithfully than Coinneach Odhar has done more thanm
two centuries ago. 'What a true picture of the respective positions of th
great farmers and the lairds of the present day! And what a contrast
between their relative positions now and at the time when the Seer pre
dicted the change !

In the appendix to the Life of the late Dr Norman Macleod, recently
written by his brother, the Rev. Donald Macleod, D.D., and published
by Daldy, Isbister, & Co., London, are given a seties of autobiographical
.reminiscences, which the fanious Rev. Norman Macleod, the Doctor’
father, dictated in his old age to one of his daughters. ~ On one occasion
(in the summer of 1799) he visited Dunvegan Castle, the stronghold of th
Macleods, in the Isle of Skye. Those of the prophecies already given in
verse are, we have no doubt, fragments of the long rhythmical produe-
tions of Coinneach Odhar Fiosoiche's prophecies regarding almost all our
Highland families, and of which the prophecy referred to by * old"
Norman in these reminiscences is as follows :— 3

“One circumstande took place at the Castle (Dunvegan) on this occas
sion which I think worth recording, especially as I am the only persqr‘
now living who can attest the truth of it. There had been a traditionary
prophecy, couched in Gaelic verse, regarding the family of Macleod, which,
on this occasion, received a most extraordinary fulfilment. This prophec;g
I have heard repeated by several persons, and most deeply do I regreb’
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‘that I did not take a copy of it when I could have got it. The worthy
\Ir Campbell of Knock, in Mull, had a very beautiful version of it, as
Jso had my father, and so, I think, had likewise Dr Campbell of Killin-
rer. Such prophecies were current regarding almost all old families in
he Highlands; the Argyll family were of the number; and there is a
srophecy regarding the Breadalbane family as yet unfulfilled which I hope
nay remain so. The present Marquis of Breadalbane is fully aware of it,
8 are many of the connections of the family. Of the Macleod family, it
;Lwas prophesied at least a hundred years prior to the circumstance which I
un about to relate.
“In the prophecy to which I allude, it was foretold that when Nor-
Snan, the Third Norman (‘Tormad nan ’tri Tormaid’), the son of the
1ard-boned English lady (‘Mac na mnatha caoile cruaidh Shassunaich’)
would perish by an accidental death ; that when the ¢Maidens’ of Mae-
eod (certain well-known rocks on the coast of Macleod’s country) became
ihe property of a Campbell ; when a fox had young ones in one of the
aurets of the Castle, and particularly when the Fairy enchanted banner
hould be for the last time exhibited, then the glory of the. Macleod family
should depart—a great part of the estate should be sold to others ; so that
3 small ¢ curragh,’ a boat, would carry all gentlemen of the name of Mac-
leod across Loch Dunvegan ; but that in times far distant another John
Breac should arise, who should redeem those estates, and raise the powers
and honour of the house to a higher pitch than ever. Such in general
ierms was the prophecy. And now as to the curious coincidénce of its
Jaulfilment.
| “There was, at that time, at Dunvegan, an English smith, with whom
4l became a favourite, and who told me, in solemn secrecy, that the iron
shest which contained the ¢ fairy flag’ was to be forced open next morn-
mg ; that he had arranged with Mr Hector Macdonald Buchanan to be
ere with his tools for that purpose.

+ “TI was most anxious to be present, and I asked permission to that,
sffect of Mr Buchanan (Macleod’s man of business), who granted me leave
on condition that I should not inform anyone of the name of Macleod
tihat such was intended, and should keep it a profound secret from the
shief. This I promised and most faithfully acted on. Next morning we
oceeded to the chamber in the East Turret, where was the iron chest
t contained the famous flag, about which there is an interesting tradi-’
tion. v ;
“With great violence the smith tore open the lid of this iron chest;
in doing so, a key was found under part of the covering, which would
ve opened the chest, had it been found in time. There was an inner
fease, in which was found the flag, enclosed in a wooden box of strongly-
scented wood. The flag consisted of a square piece of very rich silk, with
crosses wrought with gold thread, and several elf-spots stitched with great
‘care on different parts of it. 7
“On this occasion, the melancholy news of the death of the young
and promising heir of Maclcod reached the Castle. ¢Norman, the third
Norman,” was a lieutenant of H.M.S., the ¢ Queen Charlotte, which was
blown up at sea, and he and the rest perished. At the same time, the
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2

rocks called ¢Macleod's Maidens’ were sold, in the course of that very
week, to Angus Campbell of Ensay, and they are still in possession of his
grandson. A fox in possession of a Lieutenant Maclean, residing in th
‘West Turret of the Castle, had young ones, which I handled, and thus al
that was said in the prophecy alluded to was so far fulfilled, although I
am glad the family of my chief still enjoy their ancestral possessions, and™
the worst part of the prophecy accordingly remains unverified. I merely
state the facts of the case as they occurred, without expressing any opinion
whatever as to the nature of these traditionary legends with which they
were connected.” '

The Estates are still, nominally at least, in possession of the ancien
family of Macleod, and the present chief is rapidly improving the pro
spects of his house. The probabilities are therefore at present against o
prophet.  The hold of the Macleods on their estates is getting stronger”
instead of weaker, and the John Breac who is to be the future deliverer:
has not only not yet appeared, but the undesirable position of affairs re
quiring his services is yet, we hope, in the distant future.

The Seer said that “when the big-thumbed Sheriff-officer and the
blind (man) of the twenty-four fingers shall be together in Barra, Mae-
neil of Barra may be making ready for the flitting.” (Nuair a bhithea
maor nan ordagan mora agus dall nan ceithir-meoraibh-fichead comhla
ann am Barraidh, faodaidh MacNeill Bharraidh 'bhi deanamh deiseil n
h-imirich). This prediction, which was known in Barra for generation:’j;

has been most literally fulfilled. On one occasion “the blind of the twenty=
four fingers,” so called from having six fingers on each hand, and six toes
on each foot, left Benbecula on a tour, to collect alms in South Uist. Be=
ing pretty successful there, he decided upon visiting Barra before return=
inghome, On arriving at the Ferry—the isthmus which separates South
Uist from Barra,—he met Maor nan Ordagan mora, and they crossed the
kyle in the same boat. It was afterwards found that the officer” was
actually on his way to serve a summons of ejectment on the laird of Barraj
and poor Macneil not only had to make ready for, but had indeed to
make the flitting. The man who had acted as guide to the blind on
the occasion is, we are informed, still living and in excellent health, al-
though considerably over eighty years of age. 5

Coinneach also prophesied remarkable things regarding the Mackenzies
of Fairburn and Fairburn Tower. He predicted that the day would come
when they would lose their entire possessions, and when that branch of
the clan would almost disappear to a man from the face of the earth ; after
which a cow would give birth to a calf in the top of Fairburn Tower.
The first part of this prophecy has only too literally come to pass; and
within the memory of hundreds now living, and who knew Coinneack's
prophecy years before it was fulfilled ; the latter part—that referring to
the cow calving in the uppermost chamber—has also been effectually rea-
lized. 'We are personally acquainted with people whose veracity is be-
yond question, who knew the prophecy, and who actually took the trou-
ble at the time to go all the way from Inverness to sée the cow-mother
and her offspring in the Tower, before they were removed thence. Mr
Maclennan supplies the following version:—Coinneach said, addressing @
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large concourse of people—¢ Strange as it may appear to all those who
hear me this day, yet what I am about to tell you is true and will come
to pass at the appointed time. The day will come when a cow will give
birth to a calf in the highest chamber (scomar uachdarach) of Fairburn
Castle. The child now unborn will see it.” At the time the Secer saw
this vision, the Castle of Fairburn was in the possession of, and oceupied
by, a very rich and powerful chieftain, to whom homage was paid by
many of the neighbouring lairds.  Its halls rung loud with the sounds
of music and of mirth, and happiness reigned within its portals. On its
winding stone stairs trod and passed carelessly to and fro pages and
liveried servants with their silvery wigs and golden trimmings. Nothing
in the world was more unlikely to happen, to all appearance, than what
the Seer predicted. Coimneach was universally ridiculed for having
given utterance to what was apparently so nonsensical, but this abuse and
effrontery ths Seer bore with the patient self-satisfied air of one who was
fully convinced of the truth of what he uttered.

Years paseed by, but no signs of the fulfilment of the wonderful pro-
phecy. The Seer, the Laird of Fairburn, and the whole of that genera-
tion, were gathered to their fathers, and still no signs of the faidh-
eadaireachd being fulfilled. The Laird of Fairburn’s immediate successors
also followed their predecessors, and the Seer, to all appearance, was about
to lose his reputation as a prophet ; for the tower was latterly left unin-
habited, and it soon fell into a dilapidated state of repair—its doors de-
cayed and fell away, one by one, from their hinges, until at last there was
no door on the main stair from the floor to the roof. Some years after, and
not so very long ago, the Fairburn tenant-farmer stored away some straw
in the uppermost chamber of the tower; in the process some of the
straw dropped, and was left strewn on the staircase. One of his cows on a
certain day chanced to find her way to the main door of the tower, and find-
ing it open, began to pick up the straw scattered along the stair, The
animal proceeded thus, till she had actually arrived at the uppermost
chamber, whence, being heavy in calf, she was unable to descend.
She was consequently left in the tower until she gave birth to a fine heal-
thy calf, after which she and her progeny were brought down; and
Coinneach Odhar’s prophecy was thus fulfilled, to the very letter.

(To be Continued.)

GAELIC SONGS, WITH MUSIC.—We are glad to inform our
readers that we have made arrangements with a gentleman well qualified
for the task, and who is already well known in the Celtic literary world,
which will enable us to give a Gaelic song, with music in the Tonic sol-fa
system, in future numbers of the Celtic Magazine, and commencing with
this issue. Our own opinion is that we could not well have started
better than with that beautiful, popular, and well-known song, Mairs
Laghach, set to the air to which it was originally, and continues to be,
sung in the district—Lochbroom—where the song and the music were
composed,

H
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THE CLEARING OF THE GLENS.

By PriNcipAL SHAIRP, ST ANDREWS UNIVERSITY.

)——

(A N TSOMST H I R\D.

—_———
“ON THE TRACK OF THE PRINCE.”

I

Down to Loch Nevish went the day,
And all that night young Angus lay
"T'ween dream and waking,—heart on fire
With inextinguishable desire

To trace each step the Prince had gone
From Morar to Glengarry,—on,

O’er rifted peak, and cove profound,
Exploring every inch of ground,

Until he reached the famed ravine
Through which he passed the guards between;
For every spot the Prince had trode

To him with sacred radiance glowed.

I

When the first streaks of morning broke-
Above Glengarry mountains, woke

Young Angus from his heather bed,

Stole through the bothy door, and said

No word to any of the way

Him listed take that summer day.

Up by the Ault-a-bhealaich burn

Lightly he went, and at the turn

Of waters, plunged down Corrie-na-Gaul,—
That dark cavernous cauldron-bowl,

O’er canopied, morn and eve, with mist,~—
Therein he sought the cave he wist

His father pointed out yestreen

‘Where he eveiwhile with the Prince had been,
Thence down the corrie-burn he bors,

And up on precipiced Scour-a-vhor

Sought where they refuged. Then in haste
He hurried o’er the low wide waste

The Lon, o’er which the wanderers ran
That night, when their last march began
To pass the sentries ; then he hied

Up Druimahoshi’s rugged side ;

But on his spirit solemn awe

Fell when, the summit won, he saw

To westward Knoydart peaks up-crowd,
Scarred, jagg'd, black-corried—some in cloud,
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Some by slant sunbursts glory-kissed,—
Beyond—through fleeces liroad of mist

Like splintered spears weird peaks of Skye,
And many an isle he could not nane,
That looming into vision came

From ocean’s outer mystery.

IIT.

Long Angus stood and gazed, and when,
Downward, he searched the farther glen,
‘Lhe westering sun toward ocean bending
From the hill edge slant rays was sending
Backward o’er gnarled Scour-a-chlive,
And greener flanks of Leach-na-fern.
Well Angus knew the Prince had passed
The guards up there, and keenly cast
His eyes all over them to discern

Some crevice in their mountain wall

Up which the wanderer’s feet could crawl,

IV. '

Three burns there are, as I have seen,
Poured from that hill-side—one between
Scour-a-chlive and Leach-na-fern,
Called of the people the March burn,
Because its channel doth divide
Rough Knoydart from Glengarry side :
And one, Ault-Scouapich, that doth leap,—
The Besom burn—down the middle steep ;
‘Westmost of all a stream that drains
The severed peaks of Scour-a-chlive, ,
Called from old time the Burn of brains,
Through the rough hill-flank down doth drive
A deep indented furrow, till,
The level reached, within a still
Small meadowy spot, that greenly gleams
Amid the waste, made glad with streams,
That hill-burn, loop on loop, entwined
Goes wandering gently down, to find
The great Glen-river. Of these three
‘Which might the very channel be
By which the Prince passed upward, no
Foot-print or sign remains to show.
So to himself young Angus said,
As o'er and o’er with eager ken
From left to right his eyes surveyed
The northern steep that walls the glen,

v

Wearied and baffled with the quest
All day pursued in vain,
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His eyes went wandering east and west

To corrie and scaur, in blank unrest,
Again and yet again.

O’er earth our mightest movements pass,
And leave no deeper impress than

Cloud-shadows on the mountain grass,
So fleeting and so frail is man.

The Princely feet that mountain wall

Passed over, but have left no scrawl ;

This desert saw what here befell

But hath no voice_or sign to tell,

And the rocks keep their secret well.

As thoughts like these athwart him swept

Fain had he sat him down and wept.

VL

But day was westering, and the cloud
Down on the glooming summits bowed
Brought o’er his heart a sudden fear
Of night in that lone place austere.
Then he arose in haste, and clomb

The steep in panting hope to win
On the other side some human home,

Or even some cave to shelter in.
Soon as he crossed the highest cope,
He saw, cleaving the northern slope,
A Dbirchen corrie with its burn
Now bare, now hidden. ¢ Thou my turn
Wilt serve,” he cried ; “with thee for guide,
T'll go where'er thy waters glide.”
Soon as his eager footstep trode
Beside it, on the grassy sod,
The pleasant murmur in his ear
Was like a voice of human cheer,
And scemed to lift away the load
That all day long had overawed
And weighed his spirit down with stress
Of too prevailing loneliness :
Lightly he trode down Corriebeigh,
The burn companion of his way,
Now by the greensward winding, gliding,
Now in the birchen coppice hiding,
Then plunging forward and chafing far
Underneath some crumbling scaur,
Anon in daylight re-appearing
To greet him with a sound of cheering,
Till it reached far down in a glimmering pass
A little lochan, marged with grass :
He watched the small burn steal therein
And rest for its wandering water win,
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And the thought arose within his breast,
“ Haply I too may here find rest,”

VII.

Then turning round, small space aloof,
Under a bield of the birchen wood,
He saw a bothy of wicker woof
With bracken and heather for its roof,
Like lair of wild beast, rough and rude,
A moment’s space, he paused before
. The opening dark that seemed a door,
And gazed around,—indistinet and dim
The black crags vague in vapour swim ;
Naught clear in all the glimmering pass
But the lochan gleam wlth its marge of grass,
And the flash of the great white waterfall
Down thundering from the northern wall,
And filling with o’eraweing roar
The solemn pass forevermore,
No time to look or listen long,
Ere forth there stept from the bothy door
An old man, tall, erect, and strong—
Threescore ycars he had seen or more,—
Survivor of the Fortyfive,
One of the old Glengarry clan,
Who wont not from his lair to drive
Any wandering man ;
He kindly welcomed Angus in,
Unquestioning of his home or kin,

VIIIL.

But when the lad, with bashful face,
Told how he eame to that lone place,
That he had wandered since break of day
From the shealings of Glen Desseray,
One of Lochiel’s own people— -son
Ut veteran Ewan Cameron—
At hearing of that well-known name
Murdoch Maedonnell’s cheek like flame
Brightened, and in his hand he took
The lad’s, and to the ingle-nock
Of the bothy led him, saying aloud,
“Son of my battle friend, how proud
Am T to bid thee welcome here;
For him thy Sire, true man sincere.
Years have gone by, since we two met,
Like me, he must be touched with eld,
But fill the Gael their Prince forget
In honour will his name be held,”
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IX.

Upoun the settle seated, o’er

That ancient tale they went once more,

And Murdoch told the very place—

The burn that grooves the southern face

Of Leach-na-fern—where Angus led

The Prince across the watershed,

Thence through the sentinels crept their way,

Down the clefts of this same Corriebeigh.

Anon his board the old man piled

‘With the best increase of the wild—

Red-spotted trout, fresh from the stream,
Hill-berries, stored in autumn hours,

And goat-milk cheese, and yellow cream
Rich with the juice of mountain flowers

And oatmeal cake and barley scone,—
Sweet viands for a hungry guest

To break his day-long fast upon,

Before he sought his couch of rest.

That couch old Murdoch’s hands had spread
‘With the fresh crop of heather green
Turned upward—never prince, I ween,

On easier pillow laid his head.

Though soft the bed, and the rough way

Had wearied him, yet Angus lay

Far into night, through the still gloom

Listening the sleepless cataract hoom,

In busy thought back-wandering through

The lonely places, strange and new,

That day had to his sight revealed,

Ere slumber soft his eyelids sealed.

CANTO FOURTMH.

B ——

THE HOME BY LOCHOURN.

1.

Farly young Angus rose to meet

The morning. Glimmering at his feet ;
There lay the lochan, clear as glass,

The margin green with reeds and grass,
Within the lap of the awesome pass,
That from Glengarry's westmost bourne
Breaks headlong down on lone Lochourn.
Over the shoulder of the world

The sun looked, and the pale mists curled
On black crag-faces, smit to gold,

And rose and lingered, crept and rolled
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Up the ravines and splintered heights,
All beautiful with the dawning lights,
A pleasant morn it was of Juns,
The time of year that most awakes
The mountain melodists to tune
Their sweetest songs from heaths and brakes ;
The mavis’ voice rang from the copse,
Upon his knoll the blackcock crowed,
And upward toward the bare hill-tops
The cuckoo shonted loud.
Across the deep gorge, under all
Kept sounding on that torrent fall.
That thundering down with sleepless wave
We Gael call Essan-corrie-Graive,

1L

Soon as the early meal was o'er,
Murdoch looked from the bothy door,
And said, “T go to Lochourn’s lone side,
Where my bairns in our winter home delay ;
Wilt thither go with me, and bide
Beneath my roof one other day ?
To-morrow, my Ronald, shall be thy guide
Over the hills to Glen Desseray.” -
Westward they went with morning joy,
That old man and light-hearted boy :
Ah! beautiful the mountain road
As ever oot of mortal trode,
‘Winding west through the cloven defile
Of crags fantastic, pile on pile,
Towering rock, huge boulder stone,
Heather-crowned and lichen-grown,
And erumpled mountain walls, ravined
With birchen-corries, sunlight-sheened,
Where the torrent plunged and flashed in spray
Down to the little lochans that lay
Gleaming in the lap of the Pass
Fringed with reeds, and marged with grass,
As they the early day beguile
Sauntering through the long defile,
Upon young Angus’ wondering sense
With new-born beauty, power intense,
Of craig and scaur of copse and dell
And far-off peaks the vision fell ;
All seemed endued, he knew not how,
‘With glory never seen till now.

IIT.

At length old Murdoch silence broke,
And Angus from his dream awoke,—
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“Ye see that slack on the water shed
That was the way your Father led

Our noble Prince the sentinels through ;
Then down by this same Corrie-hoo x
They came, and crossed our path just here,
And round the end of yon small mere,

Up through that hazel wood they went,
Over yon rocky sheer ascent,

And reached, as the last star grew pale,
The Cave of Corrie-scorridale;

And there—I've heard your Father tell—
He bade the Prince a long farewell.”

IV.

Then round a rock a sudden turn

Showed far below deep-walled Lochourn—

Blue inlet from the distant seas p
Piercing far up mountain world ;

In the calm noon no breath or breeze
Along the azure waters curled.

At sight thereof their sense was smote

‘With fresh sea-savour ; though remote

From the main ocean many a mile

Inflooded past cape, creek, and kyle,

The sea-loch flanked by precipice walls,

With ever-lessening murmur crawls,

Till 'neath the Pass he lies subdued

By the o'er-aweing solitude ;

Some vigour still he doth retuin,

Some freshness of the parent main,

V.

So have I seen it : many a day

Is gane since last I passed that way,
Yet still in memory lives impressed
The image of its aweful rest.

The winds there wont to work their will
That day were quiet—all was still,
Save that one headlong cataract hoar
From steep Glenelg’s opposing shore
Sent o’er the loch a lulling sound,

That made the hush but more profound.
There in clear mirror imaged lay,

The lichened cliffs tall, silver-grey,
Their ledges interlaced with green ;

The cataract of white-sheeted spray
Down flashing through the dark ravine,
The birches elambering up midway

The sea-marge and hill-tops between ;
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Each herb, each floweret, tiny-leaved,
Into that lucid depth received,

Therein repeated, hue and line,

‘With more than their own beauty shine,
Embedded in a nether sky,

More fairy-fleeced than that on high:

A scene it seemed of beauty and peace,
So deep it could not change or'cease.

VI.

Through such a scene, on such-a day,

They wandered down that lovely noon,
Now ’neath high headlands making way

Among huge blocks at random strewn ;
Now round some gentle bay they wind,
Green nook, with golden shingle lined,.
Whether the weary fisher oars
His boat for mooring ; then by doors
They went, of kindly crofter-folk,
‘Whence many a gladsome greeting broke ;
And Murdoch told them, now was time
To the high shealings they should climb ;
Himself there with his goats had been
And seen the pastures growing green.
To-morrow he and his would drive

Their ponies and sheep, and bonny kine,
Up to the back of Scour-a-chlaive,

Where the springs ran clear and the grass was fine:
And there the clansmen would forgather
All'in the pleasant bright June weather ;
So he warned the Lochside, toun by toun,
To make them for the shealings boune.

VIIL

The day had westered far, and on
The yellow pines the sunset shone,
Streamed back from Lurvein, kindling them
To redder lustre, branch and stem,
Ere they reached the pine-tree on the erown
Sole-standing of the promontery,
Whence they beheld far-gazing down
The loch inlaid with sunset glory.
Long time beside that sole pine-tree
They stood and gazed in ecstasy,
For the face of heaven was all a-glow
‘With molten splendour backward streamed
From the sunken sun, and the loch below,
Flushed with an answering glory, gleamed.
Fach purple cloud aloft that burned
In the depth below was back returned,
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There headlands, each o’er-lapping each,
Projecting down the long loch’s reach,
With point of rock and plume of pine,
All glorious in the sunset shine :
And far down on the verge of sight
Rock-islets interlacing lie,
That lapt in floor of molten light
Seemed natives less of earth than sky.
From height of heaven to ocean bed
One living splendour penetrated, V
And made that moment seem to be
Bridal of earth and sky and sea.

RVILLT,

As died away the wondrous glow,
They wandered down to a home below ;
A little home, where the mountain burn,
Thrown from the pine-crags, touched the shore :
There waiting for their Sire’s return
His family meet him at the door;
His own wife, Marion, hail and leal,
Just risen from her humming wheel,
Their eldest—Donald,—nearing now -
The verge of manhood, hunter keen ;
And Ronald, with the open brow
And bright eye-glance of blithe sixteen.
And his one daughter, loved so well,
The dark-haired, blue-eyed Muriel.
These all were waiting, fain to know
How soon they might to the shealing go ;
And while much-wondering whence the boy,
To whom their Sire had been convoy,
They made him welcome with their best
Beneath their voot that night to rest.
There in that beantiful retreat
Companions young and converse sweef
‘Woke Angus to another mood
Than he had nursed in solitude.
No more by cave and mountain-slack
He dreamed o’er the lorn Prince’s track ;
Those weary wanderings all forgot
Were changed for fields of happier thought,
And fairer visions, fresh with dew
Of a dream-land not old but new.

( To be Continued.)
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THE HIGHLAND CEILIDH.
By Arnasrair Og,

—
[ConTivuED.]

Tre following is a literal translation of the Gaelic account in the last
instalment of the Ceilidh of

HOW THE MACKENZIES OBTAINED POSSESSION OF GAIRLOCH.

There was a laird of the Mackenzies, once upon a time, who married a
daughter of the Earl of Ross, and she had only one eye, and whatever
came between Laird Mackenzie and the Earl of Ross and his danghter, he
(Mackenzie) sent her home to himself (Earl of Ross), and he put her on
the back of a one-eyed horse, and he sent a one-eyed lad (gille) with her,
and a one-eyed dog along with them. The Karl of Ross took so much
offence that he determined to come and destroy the Clan Mackenzie.

The affairs of the family were at this time a turn dis-arranged. It
was Kenneth, son of the wife who was sent home, who was the rightful
heir in the opinion of some, but there was not in him but a man who was
not altogether wise. He was not long when he commenced to war with
the king, and the king got hold of him and put him to death. He left
no children, and his brother, a very young lad got the estate. Hector
Roy (Red), his uncle, was an uncommonly brave man, and when the Earl
of Ross came to take out revenge for sending home his daughter in such
a disgraceful manner, it was in Hector Roy that the whole of the Clan
Mackenzie placed their confidence as their chief.

The Earl of Ross brought with him seven hundred men to fight with
Hector Roy, and to destroy all he had. When Hector Roy heard this,
he gathered his own men, but he could only raise seven score—a score
against every hundred the Earl had.

They met each other, they went in order, and the fight commenced ;
and there was a man there, by name big Rory Maclennan, who was called
‘ Suarachan,” as a nickname, and he went to see the battle. The matter
was getting hot for Hector Roy ; he came where ¢ Suarachan” was, and
said to him ¢ Is this how it is Rory, and I in hard distress, and you not
helping me.” ¢ What shall T get?” said Rory. ¢ You will get one
man’s share,” said Hector Roy. Rory arose, and with his own great
- sword he killed a man and sat on his corpse.

Hector Roy came his way the second time, and he said to him, “Is this
how it is again Rory, and I in sore distress?” ¢ What shall I get?”
said ““ Suarachan” again. “ You will get two men’s share,” said Hector
Roy. Rory arose, and with his own great sword he killed another man,
and he sat on his body.

Hector Roy came the third time, and he said to him, ““Is this how it
18 again Rory, and I in real sore distress?” ¢ You only promised me two
men'’s share,” said “ Suarachan,” “and I killed two.” “I would not be
reckoning with you,” said Hector Roy. “ Suarachan” arose with his
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great sword unsheathed, crying at the height of his voice, “ The man that
would not reckon with me, I would not be reckoning with him.”* He
commenced on tlie enemy, and in a short time put them to flight, and
in their hurry they came to the side of the river, and met a woman, of
whom they asked ¢ where was the ford on the river, on which they might
cross?” “Oh! beloved one,” said the woman, *the river is all one ford
together—though it is black, it is not deep.” The flight came so close
upon them, that they were going out on the river wherever it met them.
They were carried away by the stream in their hundreds, and there were
many bushes alongside of it, on which they were laying hold. ¢ Suar-
achan ” was seeing this, and every one whom he saw laying hold of a
bush, he was running to him, cutting the bush, and saying, “as I wag
allowing you so much all day, I will let you have that also.” The Earl
of Ross lost the 'day, and it was won by Hector Roy. 3

‘When the peace came, Heetor Roy and his men sat down to take
food, but they only had one bannock for each man, and they had none
for ¢ Suarachan”; but every man gave him a mouthful, and in that way
he got the largest share—seven score mouthfuls.

Now, when the Earl of Ross saw that he could not revenge himself
upon Hector Roy, he went to the King and got head-money put on
Hector Roy for his capture. Hector was obliged to take flight; bub
twelve men followed him, and where he would be to-day, he would nof
be to-morrow. It was the law at that time, if one on whom head money
was, kept himself safe for seven years, that he would be free from (further)
pursuit.

At this time there was no superior on Caithness but the King him-
self, and it was MacCailean of Argyle, a relative of Hector Roy’s, on his
mother’s side, that the King was sending to lift the rents ; and Hector
Roy found out that the Caithness men agreed among themselves to kill
the Clan MacCailean (the Campbells) the next time they came to lift the
rents. When Hector Roy found out that this was the intention of the
Caithness men, he took Caithness on him with his twelve men.

He was in the hills of Caithness, and MacCailean came with hig
guards ; they raised their tents to themselves, and they put past the night
there. They got up in the morning, MacCailean looked on, and the
Caithness men were gathering above him. He came in among his men,
and said unto them, “If you will not cut through the Caithness men,
they will put us out on the sea ; but I am sceing a big man above them,
and twelve men with him, and he is putting more fear on me than the
Caithness men altogether.”

* We think * Suarachan” and Hector Roy are Sir Walter Scott’s originals for the
Smith and the Chief in the ‘‘Fair Maid of Perth.” When in the West Highlands,
Scott most likely would have heard the story. He informs us in a note that his
¢ Lament for the Last of the Seaforths” is an imitation of a boat song he heard in Kin-
tail, The following looks very much like another imitation :—*‘ After killing his man,
his powerful recruit (Smith) removed at a distance from the ranks; and showed little
disposition to join them. ¢ What ails thee man?” said the Chief, ‘ can so strong & body
have 2 mezan and cowardly spirit? Come and make part in the combat.” ‘You as good
as called me hireling just now,’ replied Harry ; ‘If I am such’ (pointing to the head-
less corpse) ‘I have done enough for my day’s wage.’ ‘He that serves me without
counting his hours,” replied the Chief, ‘I reward him without reckoning wages,' *
¢ Then,’ said the Smith, ‘I fight as a volunteer, and in the post which best likes me,’”



THE CELTIC MAGAZINE. 109

MacCailean and his men went under their arms, and they went away
to cut through them. When the combat commenced, down comes Hector
Roy and his twelve men ; they commenced on the Caithness men ; it
was only a few of them that escaped ; peace came, and Hector.Roy and
MacCailean went to speak to each other. Hector told MacCailean the
state he was in.  “ What,” said MacCailean, “can I, and what do you
wish me to, do foryou?” “Its yourself that knows best,” said Hector
Roy. “You will go to Edinburgh on such a day ; I will meet you there,
and I will see what I can do for you,” said MacCailean.

On the appointed day Hector Roy went away to Edinburgh ; Mac-
Cailean met him there, and he settled with him that the King and he
would be in such and such a place on such and such a day; he (Hector
Roy) to pass by, and when he would sece MacCailean and the King to-
gether, to come where they were, to go on his knee before the King, and
MacCailean said to him that ¢ the King would lay hold of him by the
hand to raise him up, and,” says he, “ remember that his hand shall know
that he laid hold of you.”

Before this (happened) MacCailean and the King were talking together
about Hector Roy, and the King said that he was “a wild, brave man,
who it was impossible for them to lay hold of.”

“If you will grant my request, King,” said MacCailean, “I will giv
him to you by the hand.” The King promised that to him. y

‘When the day set apart arrived, Hector Roy went away past the place
where the King and MacCailean were taking a blow of the morning
wind. He made straight for them, and went on his knee before the King.
The King laid hold of his hand to raise him up. Hector tightened the
King’s hand ; he got up and went away, and when he went, the King
showed his hand to MacCailean, and the blood rushing out at the points
of his fingers.

“Why did you not keep him ?” said MacCailean. s

“There was not a man in the kingdom who would keep yon man,”
said the King. :

“ Well then, yon’s Hector Roy for you, and I must now get my re-
quest,” said MacCailean,

“You'll get that, you earned it ; what is it ?” said the King.

“That Hector Roy get his peace,” said MacCailean, and Hector Roy
got his peace. 3 ;

The King took such a liking to Hector Roy's strength and bravery,
‘that he was very anxious to have him as one of his own body-guard.
Hector, however, excused himself, now that he had secured his peace,
that he had many matters to put in order at home, but he promised to
come now and then out to Edinburgh to visit the King,

Hector, as he promised, was going to see the King. A sister of
Hector Roy’s—daughter of the laird of Brahan—was married to Black
John, son of Rory, the Macleod, who was in Gairloch, residing in the old
castle in the Dun, at the south end of the Big Sand.* Some alteration

* The foundation of this ancient fortress can be clearly traced to this day,
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had (at this time) to be made on the title deeds of the estate. One of
the times when Heetor Roy was going out to Edinburgh to see the King,
Tawn Dubh gave him the titles to get them altered, and Hector Roy in-
curred some expenses with the (alteration of) titles.

A daughter of The Chisholm was Heetor Roy’s lawful wife, and he
had a son by her called John. He was brought up in Strathglass, in The
Chisholm’s house, and for that reason he was ecalled * Tain Glasach”
(Strathglass John). He died in Eilean Donnan Castle, in Kintail, and
the people of Kintail sent his corpse to the people of Strathglass, and
they buried him in the large Church of Beauly.* He left one son, whose
name was John, who was ealled in the locality John Roy, son of John
Glasach, This young man was brought up with a Macdonald, who was
forester in the Glas-letter of Kintail, and who was called fain Liath (grey-
haired John). And it is said that John Roy’s mother ([ain Glasach’s
widow) married the Laird of Mackay.

John Roy grew up a big, brave youth, and when he came to the age

of manhood he went to Mackay’s country to see his mother. On arriving

at Mackay’s house he did not make known who he was, nor did his
mother. It was a eustom in those days not to ask any stranger, who
chose to stay in a gentleman’s house, who he was or where he came from,
till he was a year and a day in the house. Mackay had two rare dogs,
ong of which was called “Cu-dubh” (Black dog), and the other “Faolag”

(Gull), and John Roy was in the habit'of going to the hills with them to -

hunt. He would be giving the food he was taking to the hills for him-

self to the dogs. Thus the dogs became so fond of him that they would |

follow no one but himself. It was in the nether-end—the servants’ end

—of the house that he slept and took bis food.

The year was drawing to its close, and on a day of the days Mackay -

said to his wife that he suspected that he (John Roy) was a gentleman’s |

son, and on his saying this to her, her eyes dropped (tears) as a shower.
Mackay noticed her : “Is this how it is,” said he, gently reproving her,
“he would not be with my servants if I had known as you had, that he
was Iain Glasacl’s only son.” He then ordered him to his own table, and
he was with themselves all the time he remained in the house ; but at last

Mackay said, ¢ What do you desire me to do for you?” ¢ Oh nothing,”

said John Roy, “ but that you should give me the twelve which I shall
choose myself out from among your men, and ¢ Cu-dubh’ and ‘Faolag.’”

He got those, and certainly they were not craven or faint-hearted, and
for Iain Liath, in the Glas-letter, he started. They took with them an
anker of whisky, and they (soon) arrived at the Glas-letter. ZIain Liath

was at the Shealing, and John Roy would not allow those who were with |

him to go in sight of Jain Liath’s hut. He went by himself, and seeing

a creel out at the door of the hut he sat upon it. Jain Liath’s old wife

was after rising, and she was spinning on the distaff. She looked, and
looked, on the man that was outside. At last she called out to Iain
Liath, who was lying down, “ My man, there is a man out yonder at the
door of the hut, sitting on a creel, and I never saw two knees in my life

* Has this any connection with the fact that the Priory of Beauly is the family
burying-place of the lairds of Gairloch to this day ?—[En, C\M.]
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more like John Roy’s two knees than his knees.” When Jain Liath
heard her, he got up, in his shirt, and made for the door. *Is it you
that’s there, John ? 7 said he. “Oh! it is.” ¢ Have you anything but
yourself?” ¢ Oh yes; I have twelve men.” ¢ Be off and fetch them.”
Before he returned, Zain Liath had the second bull killed waiting them.
When they took their food, Jain Liath said to him,  Mackenzie is com-
ing to-day with his hunters to your father’s hunting knoll, unless you
keep him off yourself.”

John Roy and his twelve men, and Iuin Liath along with them, went
away, and they took the whisky with them. Mackenzie arrived with his
men, and he saw those men on the hunting:knoll, and he sent a fair-
haired youth to enquire  What men they were?” ¢ Sit ye down and
we will tell you that,” said John Roy. He sat down as requested, and
no mistake, the face of the drink was upon him, and every time he would
make for going away, another was offered him. Mackenzie was thinking
long that the youth was not coming back, and he sent another youth on.
It happened to him as it happened to the other. 'When Mackenzie saw
what was going on, he said, “I awm discerning that John Roy returned,
if he did, I may be going home ;” and he took Brahan on him.

John Roy and his band then returned to Iain Liatl's hut. ¢ What
will you do now, John!?” said Zain Liath. “ What do you propose
yourself I should do?” ¢TI will tell you that,” answered Iain Iiath.
“T have the title deeds of Gairloch in your grandfather’s (Hector Roy)
chest, and you and your men will go and claim the estate, and I shall
accompany you.”—and they went. Iain Liath lifted his cattle, his wife,
his maid-servant, and his herdsman, and they proceeded until they came
in at Bealach a Chomhla, at the side of Baos-Bheinn.

After coming down some distance from the mountain, they met in
with a good well ; they laid down their chattels at the well, which is to
this day called Zain Liath’s well. They left the cattle and the old woman
youder ; they came on, and met with people from whom they received
‘the news of the country. These people informed them that it was a
habit with Tain Dubh MacRuairidh (Macleod, laird of Gairloch) every
day, to walk west the Big Sand, and to lie on the top of the Crasg, to
view the country, and try what he could see.

They came there where he was, and Zain Liath said to him, “If you
do not depart and take thy feet along with you from the Castle of the
Dun before this very night you will lose the head.” Iain Dubh Mac-
| Ruairidlh became alarmed for his life, and everything that was in the
scastle that was worth the labour, was put in the Birlinn, except one
chest, which was left behind by mistake, and in which was (some of) the
ditle deeds of Macleod to the estate. Thus came John Roy and the Mac-
‘kenzies to Gairloch.

Often did the Macleods return, attempting 4o take the estate back, and
' f0 take out revenge, but the oftener they came, the worse they went.

e (1o be Continued.)
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‘SOME PECULIARITIES OF GAELIC POETRY.

0

Ix the following paper we propose to submit to the readers of the Celtic
Magazine some peculiarities in Gaelic Poetry that have suggested them- !
selves to us. Before, however, going into these peculiarities, we beg to
make a few observations on Modern Gaelic Poetry. These observations -
are called forth by the oft-repeated assertion that there are no Gaelic poets =
at the present day, and therefore no modern Gaelic poetry. True, we
have no Maeintyre or Ross. The voice that sweetly sung the praises of
Mairi Bhan Og, and graphically described Beinn Dorain and Coirecheath-
aich is silent in death; and so is the melodious warbler to whose strains
as he sang Cuachag nan Craobh, or Feasgar Lugain, the corries and glens =
of Gairloch reverberated. But then, what remains of the poetic spirit with =
our Saxon brethren? Where is there a Shakspeare or a Burns now?
Nowhere. There are many, indeed, who write verse; but what a contrast
the lucubrations of the great bulk of modern versifiers form to the high ~
poctic strains of Shakspeare or Burns! So it is with Gaelic poetry. We
have those exquisite “Poems of Ossian”—be they Macphersonic or:
Ossianic does not matter much. They are Gaelic, and as Gaelic we claim
for them respect. Then we have innumerable other works, such as Jain
Lom’s (unfortunately not yet in a separate volume), Macintyre’s, Ross’s,
Nighean Alasdair Ruaidl’s, Mackay's, &c., &c. We have nearly as many
modern ones. Perhaps, however, the name of poet is too dignifying for
many of them—versifiers or poetasters may be more suitable. There is a
great deal of matter in the shape of poetry—in many cases poetastery—
to coin a suitable word—throughout the country as the composition of
our modern Gaelic versifiers. Some of them have, indeed, composed re-
spectable pieces—others not of great credit to any concerned. Maire
Nic-Ealair, a daughter of Lochaber, has composed poems in Gaelic and
English of which any generation of any race might be proud. The Bard
of Lochfine, better known as the ¢ Mountain Minstrel,” has written many
pieces of great merit. The following, composed on the death of a friend,
will illustrate his style:—

8he died—like a cloudlet that rivals the rose
In its blush, as it Jooks the young dawning upon ;
Phoebus envious starts from his couch of repose,
And that oloudlet of beauty is vanished—is gone !

She died—like a sunbeam that bursts through the cloud—
It was lovely—but shadows roon chased it away !

Or the Bow of which Heaven but lately seem’d proud--
But the shower has descended—where now is it, say ?

She died —like the snow that, when ocean recedes,
In its loveliness'rests on some wave-beaten shore :
"Tis a moment—for lo ! the rude tide onward speeds,

And we look but to mourn its existence is o’er,

Sbe died—1like the fall of some tear-causing lay,
When we wish the sweet sorrow for ever to last,

Or a soul-melting tale one would listen for aye—
A tale scarce begun when a thing of the past,
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She died —like the moonbeam that transicnt doth break
On the mariner’s path tle daik ocean npon ;.

She died—like a dreim of delight—we awake,
We awake but to weep, the delusion is gone.

She died—oh ! she died in life’s morn—we are left
But the sorrow, the anguish that cannot decay !
She died—as if yonder bright sun were bereft
Of his glory, eclipsed in some morning of May !

The bard with even greater sweetness poured forth his sorrow in his
native tongue : and to speak of modern Gaelic poetry generally, it is to be
deplored that Gaelic versifiers do not seek to be more original than they are.
‘We invariably find Gaelic songs sung to some popular air—an air that is
accompanied by a popular song. And what is the result? Very often
the ideas of the original are reiterated, sometimes the exact words. A
Gaelic bard—we mean an uneducated Gaelic bard—never thinks of com-
posing a poem. He cannot conceive such a thing in Gaelic as verse un-
accompanied by music. There are the elegies—cumha or marbh-rann—
most of which more properly deserve the name of poem than of song, but
they are invariably auccompanied by some mournful air. And such airs!
To us there is really nothing more impressive than those strains, as they
so musically flow from the sad, and mayhap broken, heart of the singer.

A great fault with modern Gaelic songs is their length. Length,
indeed, is a fault common to all Gaelic songs, whether modern or ancient.
There is nothing more painful than to see a man inflict on any audience a
song containing say twenty four or thirty verses—each verse sung twice,
and the chorus after every verse. We have once seen a Highlander (or, at
all events, a man who spoke Gaelic) put a southern audience through an
ordeal like this. He appeared on the stage, and began to sing. A planist
was beside him, who endeavoured with difficulty to accompany him—now
in one octave, and again in another—and the song growing in length as
the patience of the audience was being exhausted! Human flesh could
not bear it long, and the singer was hissed off the stage. As he was
getting out of the door, some applauded him. Our hero re-entered,
mounted the stage, and put his audience through a more painful ordeal
than the first one! It is this sort of thing that makes Gaelic poetry and
music so disagreeable and distasteful to persons who are ignorant of the
real beauties of Gaelic music and song.

Having said this much on Modern Gaelic Poetry, let us now
come to the subject proper of this paper. One peculiarity of Gaelio
poetry is the profusion of adjectives. Talk of the richness of the English
language— of the abundance of epithets to express any feeling or idea—
but try if you can get adjectives enough to express in English the adjec-
tival ideas of such a song as Donnchadh Ban's ¢ Beinn-Dorain,” or of the -
following verse :i—

A’ mhios nuaranda, gharbh-fhrasach, dhorch,
Shueachduch, cholgarra, stvirmshionach bith ;

Dhisleach, dhall-churach, chathach, fhlinch, chruai,
Bhiorach, bhuagharra, ’s tuath-ghnothaob cith 3

Dheibheach, lia-rotach, ghlib shleamkain, gharbh,
Chuireas sgiobairean fairge 'nan ruith j

| Fhliuchach, fhuntuinneach, ghuinneach, gun tlas—

Cuiridh d’anail gach caileachd air chrith,
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Indeed it would appear as if a profusion of adjectives was cultivated more
than ideas in Gaelic poetry. We find addresses to gentlemen—praising
or disparaging, as the case may be—-almost altogether composed of
epithets.

i AR § P

A characteristic of Gaclic poetry is hyperbole. TFor instance, a Gaelie
bard, if he praised a lady, would not say she was “beautiful ”—witl: him
she was “most beautiful.” This hyperbolical character of Gaelic poctry
is perhaps one of the chief causes why it is impossible to convey Gaclic ©
ideas in English. By expressing in Gaelic verse any quality with the simple
adjective as in English, our work would be tame and pithless. Nobody
would read it or listen to it. On the other hand, if we endeavour tu give
in English our Gaelic epithets, they will be found to be all, or nearly all, -
hyperbolical. In this respect the two languages are utterly irreconcilable. =
The following verse, from Ewen Maclachlan’s well-known song, gives a

fair example of this hyperbolic character :— |
Gur gile mo leannan ¢
Na ’n eal’ air an t-snamh,
Na, cobhar na tuinne :
’S e ’tilleadh bho ’n traigh,
Na’m blath-bhainne buaile i

’S a’ chuaich leis fo bharr,
Na sneachd nan gleann dosrach
Ga fhroiseadlr mu'n bhlar,

The above piece of hyperbole is in the one extreme, whilst the following ’
is a fair specimen of the other—

Daibhidh greosgach, crom, ciar,
’S gile 'n rocus na ’bhian,

Bha mi colach air rinbh,

Fear bu ghreolaiche fiabh, &e.

But to us it seems that hyperbole is a characteristic of the Highlanders
let him write Gaelic or English verse. Ewen Maclachlan gives an English
translation of his song, which indeed merits more the appellation of an
original piece than of a literal translation. It is exquisite of its kind, and.
deservedly popular. Speaking of his fair one, he says— :

As the planet of Venus that gleams o’er the grove,

Her blue rolling eyes are the symbols of love ;

Her pearl-circled bosom diffuses bright rays,

Like the moon when the stars are bedimmed with her blaze |
The mavis and lark, when they welcome the dawn,

Make a chorus of joy to resound through the lawn;

But the mavis is tuneless, the lark strives in vain,

When my beautiful charmer begins her swect strain.

One other specimen will suffice. It is by Evan Maccoll—

Ye’ve seen fiom brightest blue
The star of gloamin’ gleam—
The rosebud *‘ wat wi’ dew,” *
The rowan by the stream ;—
But naething ha'e ye scen,
And ne'er may see, I trow,
Sae bright as Bella’s een,
Sae red as Bella's mou’ !
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Ye've seen the snow-wreath high,
The wild wave’s rushing leap,
The lake when zephyrs die,
And sunbeams on it sleep j—
Vet naething ha’e ye seen,
And ne’er may see, I trow,
Sae white as Bella’s skin,
Sae calm as Bella’s brow,
Burns, speaking even of his Jean, was not so strong as this. He sees her
in the dewy flowers, sae lovely, sweet, and fair,” and hears her in “ilk
tunefu’ bird wi’ music charms the air.” He, however, does not say she is
more ‘beantiful than the ‘“dewy flowers,” or more musical than the
“tunefu’ birds,” as a Highland bard would say, but concludes his verse :’
5 There’s no & bonnie flow’r that springs
By fountain, shaw, or green,
Nor yet a bonnie bird that sings
But minds me o' my Jean,
So much for the hyperbolic character of the Highland muse. -

A few words now on Gaelic thyme. An Englishman cannot conceive
such a thing as thyme in Gaelic. Nevertheless, there is rhyme—and of its
kind perfect thyme it is ; and so fond is the Highlander of rhyme that he (we
mean, of course, the illiterate Highlander) cannot conceive such a thing as
poetry without rhyme. To him blank verse is nothing more than plain prose.
In Gaelic rhyme little attention is paid to the consonantal terminations,
but the vowels must ““eclink.” Then we have syllables in the middle of
the lines that must rhyme as well as the terminal ones, For example
take the following:—

’Se Coire-cheathaich nan aigheon situbhlach
An coire runach a's urar fonn,

Gu lurach, miadfheurach, min-gheal, sughar,
Gach lusan fluar bu chubhraidh leam

Gu molach, dughorm, torrach, luisreagach,
Corrach, pluireanach, dlu-ghlan, grinn,

Caoin. ballach, ditheanach, canach, misleanach,
Gleann a’ mhilltich ’san lionmhor mang.

The syllables in italics will give the English reader an idea of what Gaelic
rhyme is. Burns’ measures are in many respects considered difficult, but
we think measures like the above more difficult, and are perhaps impossi-
ble in English. i

SPORRAN DONN.’

DR WADDELL'S LECTURE ON OSSIAN.—We have much pleasure
in calling attention to a notice in another column by which it will be seen
that the Rev. P. Hately Waddell, LL.D., Glasgow, has arranged to deliver
his lecture on Ossian, under the auspices of the Gaelic Society of Inverness,
in the Music Hall, on the 24th of Jannary next—Alex. Simpson, Esq., Pro-
vost of Tnverness, presiding. The lecture will be, as far as circumstances
permit, in the same style as Dr Waddell’s well-known lectures on Burns,
Scott, and Shakspeare. Part 1. is to treat of what Macplerson was, what
he did, what he claimed, and what he is entitled to. 1I. His alleged re-
sources ; the folly, falsehood, and absurdity of the lrish mediceval ballads
analysed and exposed, with several examples, and the impossibility of Mac-
pherson’s Ossian being concocted from these. ITI. Ossian’s intellectual and
moral characteristics ; his history, situation, penetration, descriptive powers ;
his topographical descriptions realized and identified ; the various views as
to the authenticity of Ossian’s poems examined and criticised, his spirit-
world and sublime morality.
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Corvespondence,

)

NOTES ON THE OSSIANIC CONTROVERSY.
TO THE EDITOR OF THE CELTIC MAGAZINE,

Sir,—The correspondence which appeared in the Celtic Magazine be-
tween Dr Waddell and Mr Hector Maclean of Islay is perhaps one of the
most interesting contributions that have been added to the perplexing
question of the antiquity of those poems that go under the name of Os-
sian. The two combatants have at length retired from the contest, each
with no doubt the pleasing thought that he has brought forward a suffici-
ent array of well-polished arguments, aud that if his opponent is not over-
thrown and convinced it must be on account of his imperviousness to all
reason and logic. 'We have often, in our school-boy days, seen two little
fellows tearing each other’s eyes and battering each other’s noses with
desperate vigour, and when their strength was spent, withdrawing from
the struggle only to look at thcir scars, and to feed on the glorious satis-
faction that their fists had not been used in vain. Now that the contro-
versy is presumably ended we may well ask, What has been gained?
‘What has been proved by either on which future disputants or philolo-
gists may rest? ILs there any point of difference that has been ceded by
the one and agreed to implicitly by the other? Is the philological part
of the controversy settled on a surer footing? Are we nearer than we were
in 1807 to a conclusive proof of the existence of the originals of Ossian as
given to the world by Macpherson? All this, we fear, we must answer in
the negative, and should the contest be waged over again with refurbished
arms, we should not be a whit the wiser for an argumentative array of
assertions, counter-assertions, vague statements, and contradictions. We
think we may well pardon Dr Waddell the remark, that Celtic philolo-
gists are “provokingly unreliable.” Whatever Mr Hector Maclean may
say to the contrary he does contradict—himself (no less) as we shall show
from his own words. On the question of the internal evidence he is in
direct antagonism to those who have paid the largest amount of what may
be called productive attention to this special phase of the question; not-
ably one learned gentleman, who, if he does not possess as profound a
knowledge of the Celtic tongue, has at anyrate a good knowledge of it, and
has the extra merit—which Mr Maclean, in common with many other
Celtic philologists, wants—of looking at the point at issue from a lin suis-
tic-scientific platforin. Pope made the “mind” the “standard of the man,”
but in this practical age a man is valued at-what he does and not at what
he says; and it is notorious that those who are most ready to brand Mac-
pherson as an impudent impostor are the closest imitators of his undi ;ni-
fied refusal to ““move on” or show his credentials.

‘Whoever engages in this or.in similar controversies should as a pri-
mary requisite be consistent. Dr Waddell has his theory wrought out,
unaided, by himself; it is fixed and settled so far as he is concerned ; he
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knows each cranny and nook in it ; he knows its strong and weak points;
he has evidently balanced anticipated objections, sifted, contrasted, ob-
jected, and refuted, until he has built a theory which he is prepared to
defend (all must admit) skilfully and against all gainsayers. We gene-
rally find more consistency in an argument extracted from such laborious
exertions than in cne adduced for the moment and relinquished when
found unfit for service in a particular manner.

The points on which Dr Waddell and Mr Maclean disagree, and which
form the staple of their argument, may be shortly classified as follows :—

I. The identification of localities in Scotland (Orkney), Ireland, and
Tceland, with places mentioned in Macpherson’s Ossian.

II. The different constructions put on the topography of the districts
supposed to be traversed by Fingal and his men, with a sprinkling
of philology.

ITI. Internal evidence of the Gaelic of 1807 having been “evolved from
the English,” as Mr Maclean puts it, and which has been touched
upon by himself only.

With regard to the first, Dr Waddell’s ground is simply thus :—That
he has identified them ¢from geographical correspondence with the letter
of the text,” which he elaborately propounds in his ¢ Ossian and the
Clyde.” :

In reply Mr Maclean meets him with the following :—

(1) “ Allusions to localities in the north of Ireland, the Orkneys and
Tceland, of which Macpherson knew nothing, is not at all surprising, as
his materials for the groundwork of his romances consisted of stories and
ballads which abounded in the obsolete names of places in various parts
of Scotland, the Orkneys and Iceland.” Here, it will be observed, Mr
Maclean does not deny Dr Waddell's identification of those localities, but
accounts for them on a theory consistent with his (M‘P.’s) supposed
forgery.

(2) “The Ballads which Macpherson used as material for his romances
are well known (the italics are our own) from independent sources, and
the manner in which he has worked them up in his stories may be fully
ascertained by comparison.”

(3) “Collections of poems and tales relating to the exploits of a race
of giants called the Fianna or Feinn have been made at various periods in
the Scottish Highlands from the year 1512 to the present day.” How
did the ballads, “abounding in obsolete names of places in Iceland, Ork-
ney, &c.,” which Macpherson (according to Mr Maclean) used, escape the
collectors ? or if they are identical with the above-mentioned ¢ poems and
tales,” let us see the manner of Macpherson’s ¢ working them up” fully
ascertained by comparison ?

(4) ““Yarns’ spun by seafaring smugglers are sufficient to account
¢ for any resemblance’ in Macpherson’s Ossian to ¢ anything Norse, Manks,
or Gallowegian.'” Mr Maclean insists on these points in his first letters
as the foundation of Macpherson’s Ossian; but evidently in extremity,
and wishing to gain his point at all hazards, he goes further and says :—
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(a) “I am convinced that no one has or can ideatify them (Macpher-
son's localities), for like all men of genius, Muacpherson created but did
not copy.”

(b) “His characters never had any real individual existence, and all
his places belonged to his own ideal world,” and

(¢) “He modified and invented names to suit his purpose.”

Then, still feeling ¢ill at ease” on the subject, he beats about the
lumber-rooms of his imagination to find another theory : here it is :—

(1) “The melancholy that overshadowed the Highlands after the
downfall of the Stuart dynasty tutored his (Macpherson’s) genius”—ergo
Ossian’s Poems. -

(2) “These poems could not have been produced at any other period
in the Highlands, than at the time when they appeared.”

(3) “For the construction of his works he had living heroes and
heroines to serve as architypes for his characters.” So much for the first
part. ;

II. Here Dr Waddell does not profess to advance a step without good
guidance, and when he doubts his own judgment he has secured the co-
operation of Celtic philologists as able as Mr Maclean. Dr Waddell
maintains that such places as Finlarig, Glenfin, Dumfin, and Tomfin, are
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so called from Fingal or Finn ; that “kyle” is derived from “Cumhal” or
king ¢ Coil” ; that Lochfyne is so called from * Fingal” ; and that “tom” =

means a mound.
Mr Maclean, on the other hand, supposes that the ¢ fin” in these words

is “fionn,” white ; but that the “fyne” in Lochfyne is “fion,” wine ; that
“tom” is a “bush in a place abounding with bushes” ; that ‘“kyle” is from

“coille,” a wood : as far as Knoc-Oishen or Knoc-Usshon is concerned,
whether it means “the hill of the corner” or “the hill of Ossian,” there
is as much reason on the one side as on the other.

If Lochfyne is ““ the wine Loch,” what, asks Dr Waddell, is ¢ Fynloch,”
where wine was never imported? Mr Maclean does not attempt to an-
swer this question. We put all confidence in the Highland Society’s
Dictionary’s meaning for the word “tom.” We can testify to its exten-
sive use in the Hebrides to signify “mound,” “hillock,” or sometimes ap-
plied to a “ considerably-large and round-shaped hill.” Regarding * Loch-
fyne,” we remember hearing its Gaelic name pronounced by an old sailor
on board the s.s. “Clydesdale,” who had many opportunities of hearing it
pronounced by the natives, not as Loch fidna, but as Loch féend. The
matter, however, is of minor importance, yet we must confess it seems un-
usnal and most unlikely that “ Torfin” and ¢ Torban” should be names in
the same district meaning the same thing. There is no word more fami-
liar to a West Highlander than ¢ kyle”"—the English form of ¢ caol” and
‘“caolas,” meaning a *“sound”—though it appears in different forms in the
English, as Coilantrave and Kyleakin. Mr Maclean thinks he has scored
a capital point against Dr Waddell by the alleged discovery of *Find”
instead of “ Fingal” in the extract he gives from Bishop Carswell’s Trans-
lation of John Knox’s Liturgy. We are surprised that Mr Maclean should
have. fallen into this error. The Bishop’s Gaelic is spelt phonetically ;
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and it is a well-known fact that the Trish insert a “d” at the end of words
ending in vowels, which entirely disappears in modern Scotch Gaelic. Mr
Maclean will find no less than cther three words in the same short para-
graph which have a final “d” unknown to our Scotch Gaelic. The custom
of sticking a “d” on to words ending in vowels or soft consonants is quite
prevalent still in the districts that have had most communication with
Ircland. Whether it prevails in Islay, we cannot on our own testimony
say, but it certainly is very common at this day in Mull.

III. We now come to perhaps the most important part of the discus-
sion, viz.—The internal evidence (as Mr Maclean puts it) of the Gaelic of
1807 “ having been evolved from the English.” Here are his words:—
A careful examination of Macpherson’s Gaelic Ossian shews clearly that
it has been cevolved from his English work. It coasists, in fact, of free
translation and paraphrase, with here and there something added or left
out. It is aisfigured with English idiom, impropriety, and grammatical
error. ‘The versification is extremely rugged and irregular, while contrary
to the rules of Gaelic verse, ancient and modern sentences frequently end
in the middle of lines.” Alongside of this let us place the following from
Professor Blackie’s “Langnage and Iiterature of the Scottish Highlands” :
—*“So far as philology is able to contribute to the illustration of the ques-
tion two things seem certain ; first, that Macpherson’s English bears - all
the marks of a translation from a Gaelic original, such as occasional Cel-
ticisms, mistranslations, skipping of difficult phrases, lowering of poetry
into prose, departure from the simplicity of the original, an affection of an
improvement, and other signs of translated work familiar to scholars.”

Professor Blackie says again :—

“One thing seems certain, that the Gaelic was never composed by
Macpherson, who never professed to be more than a mere translator, and
who according no less to the express testimony of competent persons than
to the ex facie probabilities of the case could not have written a poem like
one of Ossians, than he could have composed the prophecies of Isaiah or
created the Isle of Skye.”

Let us also give the Professor’s concluding paragraph to his two ex-
cellent papers in the Celfic Magazine for July and August :

“We may lay it down as a corollary to this whole paper, taken along
with the well-known external evidence to the same effect, that though
Macpherson did write the English, he did not write and could not possibly
have written the Gaelic (the italics are ours) ; the two versions are formed
on fundamentally different principles of taste. The man who practised
the one could never have contrived the other.”

The learned Ossianic champions must each look to his laurels, Pro-
fessor Blackie, however, has this much in his favour, that he does not
make this assertion without the support of evidence deduced from a care-
ful comparison of the English and Gaelic, which he lays before his readers,
‘Were it not better for Mr Hector Maclean to refute Professor Blackie's
paper by similar evidence, and not merely by pompous counter-assertions
supported by no proof, but his own épse dixit ?

ZENEAS PAULUS,
EDINBURGH,
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MAIRI LAGHACH.
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Hd mo Mhai-ri  lagh -ach,| 'S tu  mo Mhai - ri  bhimn,
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Hd mo Mhai - ri lagh - ach,] 'Stu  mo Mhai - ri ghrinn,
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B’dg bha mis’ a's Mairi
’M fasaichean Ghlinn-Smedil,
*Nuair chuir Macan-Bhenuis,
Saighead gheur 'n am fheoil ;
Tharruing sinn ri chéile,
Ann an eud cho bed,
'S nach robb air an t-saoghal ;
A thug gaol cho mor.
Ho, mo Mhbairi, &ec.

Ged bu leamsa Alba’

A h-airgead a’s a maoin,
Cia mar bhithinn sona

Gun do chomunn gaoil ?
B’ annsa bhi ga d’ phogadh,

Le deadh choir dhomh fhein,
Na ged fhaighinn storas,

Na Roinu-Eorp’ gu 1éir,

Ho, mo Mhbairi, &c.

Tha do bbroilleach soluis
Lan de shonas graidk ;
Uchd is gile ’sheallas,
Na ’n eal’ sir an t-snamh :
Tha do mhin-shlios, fallain,
Mar chanach a chair ;
Muineal mar an fhaoilinn
Fo ’n aodainn a’s aillt’,
Ho, mo Mhairl, &e.

Tha t-fhalt bachlach, dualach,
Ma do chluais a’ fas,

Thug nadur gach buaidh dha,
Thar gach gruaig a bha:

Cha ’n ’eil dragh, no tuairgne,
’Na chuir suas gach la ;
Chas gach ciabh mu’n cuairt dheth,
’S e ’'na dhuail gu bharr,
Ho, mo Mhairi, &ec.

Tha do chaile-dheud shnaighte
Mar shneachda nan ard ;
D’ anail mar an caineal ;
Beul bho’'m banail failt :
Gruaidh air dhreach an t-siris ;
Min raisg chinnealt, thla ;
Mala chaol gun ghruaimean,
Gnuis gheal, 's cuach-fhalt ban,
Ho, mo Mhairi, &c,

Thug ar n-uabhar barr
Air ailleas righrean mor ;
B’ iad ar leabaidh stata
Duilleach ’s bar an fheoir :
Fluraichean an fhasaich’
"Toirt dhuinn cail a’s treoir,
A’s sruthain ghlan nan ard
A chuireadh slaint ’s gach por.
Ho, mo Mhairi, &c.

Cha robh inneal ciuil,

A fhuaradh riamh fo ’n ghtéin,
A db’ aithriseadh air choir,

Gach ceol bhiodh againn fhein ;
Uiseag air gach lonan,

Smeorach air gach géig ;
Cuthag ’s gug-glg aic’,

'Madainn chubhraidh Ché:t’,

Ho, mo Mhairi, &c,

NoTe.— The authorship of ‘‘ Mairi Laghach,” as given above, is attributed by John
Mackenzie, in the *‘ Beauties of Gaelic Poetry,” to John Macdonald, Scorraig, Lochbroom.
The people of Lochbroom, on the other hand, attribute its authorship to Mr Kenneth
Mackenzie, Monkcastle, alias Coinneach Og. The question of authorship, however, I leave
toothers tosettle. The words are to be found in almost every popular collection of Gaelic
songs, but the music, as here given, 8o far as I know, has not yet been published. The
air, without the aid of letters, found its way to every part of the country where High-
landers reside. In these circumstances it is not surprising that different versions of if
should be found in different parts of the country, I venture to assert that the above is
the original set. My reason for which is, that it is the set invariably sung in Loch-
broom, the district in which it was composed, The composer was Murdo Mackenzie,
Murchadh Ruadh nan bd, a Lochbroom drover,— W, M‘K,
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DESTITUTION IN THE HIGHLANDS AND ISLANDS
0¥ SCOTLAND. ;

By taE Rev. ALEX. MACGREGoR, M.A.

SRS 0—ss <o

I C o
Ix the following papers will be considered the remote and immediate
causes which led to the recent destitution,* the remedies necessary for
the same, both as to the immediate relief of the distressed :and the ulti-
mate means to be pursued to prevent (under Providence) the occurrence
of similar destitution, by rendering the circumstances of the people more
secure and independent, and by raising them in the scale of usoful and
salutary improvement :—

A thorough knowledge of Highland manners and character is essentially
necessary to form a proper estimate as to the circumstances and condition
of the inhabitants of the Highlands and Islands of Scotland. It is not
enough to have a knowledge of their present state, but the different
changes which have taken place from time to time.in their condition as a
people, must be traced back to remote periods. Various causes have
combined to render ‘the Highlanders of the present day as if a race
entirely different from that of their forefathers. Some centuries ago, -
when feudal law reigned with absolute sway in every Highland district,
agriculture, even of the rudest description, was but little attended. to or
looked after. The young and hardy men, from the days of boyhood
upwards, were destined for employments entirely different, and such as
were more suited to their warlike temperament of mind—to the principles
in which they were daily instructed, and to the-usages of the periods in
which they lived. ;

* The history of the manuscript of these papers is so peculiar that it may interest the
reader to know sometbing of it. The late Sir Andrew Halliday, M.D., Physician to
His late Majesty, William 1V., felt a deep interest in the calamitous destitution which
‘overtook the Highlands in 1836-7, and he got into correspondence with the Rev. Alex,
Macgregor, M.A., who was at the time a clergyman in the Parish of Kilmuir, in Skye,
and who was an eye witness to the very distressing state of things which at that time
prevailed in the place, as Well as over the whole Highlands and Islands of Scotland, At
the request of Sir Andrew, Mr Macgregor prepared a report, which' he forwarded to bim
in London. Nothing more was heard of the MSS., until in 1849, the author was at a
dinner party in Edinburgb, when the conversation turned on the subject of Highland
destitution. The Hebridean -lergyman naturally became interested, and joined in the
conversation, when a gentleman at the other end of the table, exclaimed that he must be
the writer of a manuscript on the subject he had in his possession, that he had it at his
office, and that if Mr M. called for it, he would give it to him. This was done, when the
author discovered it to be the identical MS. sent to Sir Andrew Halliday several years
hefore. On Sir Andrew’s death, some of his books and papers, among which was this

R
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It was then that the Iighland chieftains, like petty kings over their
respective domains, had each a stated number of followers or retainers,
according to their power, as well as to the extent of their possessions.
These possessions were not valued, as now, according to the amount of
rents raised from them, but according to the number of men upon them
able to carry arms, and willing to fight for their feudal lord in his com-
bats with some neighbouring chief. Depending more on the chase, and
on spoils from their enemies for subsistence, than on agriculture, the
¢ crann-taraidh,” or “gathering-beam,” commanded more attention than
the plough. That such should be the case will not appear so surprising
when it is considered that all who slighted the call of this mute messenger
of death were ‘either irretrievably disgraced or put mercilessly to the
sword.

In those rebellious times, however, the Highlands were not so densely
peopled as at the present day. The population were more dispersed over
the face of the country, and in reality less numerous. Even should a
time have been when the Highland families would equal in number
those of latter times, it is rational to suppose that the dangers, hard-
ships, and conflicts to which the Highland youth were then exposed,
would have a direct tendency to decrease the population, or at least would
prove an effectual check to its increase. The feuds and conflicts among
the clans were not confined to any particular county or district, neither
did they take place at the same period of time. On the contrary, every
Highland territory suffered in its turn, for a revolution of centuries, from
the ravages of intestine broils and deadly skirmishes. So severe were
the contests between the Clan Chattan and the Mackays in the north of
Scotland, in the reign of Robert 1II., that that monarch deemed it proper
to send the Earls of Crawford and Murray to effect a reconciliation between
them. Tor this purpose the said noblemen, after due deliberation, deemed
it advisable to have recourse to policy; and by appointing an equal num-
ber of men on each side, to fight as champions for their respective clans,
the victorious party were to be honoured with royal favour, while the
vanquished party were to receive free pardon for all their former offences,
Reconciliation was thus effected between these bold and barbarous clans,
on the North Inch of Perth, in the year 1396. 'In the same manner
bloody feuds were carried on, with varied success, between the Clan-
Donuill and the Macleans, the Clan-Donuill and the Macleods, Lord Kin-
tail and Glengarry, Raasay and Gairloch, Sutherland and Caithness, the
Siol-Torquil, or the Macleods of Lewis, and various enemies on the main-
land of Scotland.

Under such a state of affairs there was neither leisure nor desire to

report, were exposed for sale in London. It fell into the hands of some party there who,
no doubt, felt little interest in it, He gave it to another, through whom it found its
way to the Edinburgh friend, who so generously presented it to the author. Mr Mac-
gregor afterwards gave it to Mr Blake, an English gentleman, who had shootings in the
Highlands, and who took a great interest in collecting Highland MSS. and other curi-
ogities, Mr Blake died a few years ago, leaving instructions that all his Highland papers
should be given to the Rev. Mr Macgregor, and, curious enough, last spring this MS.,
accompanied by his original MS. of the New Statistical Account of the Parish of Kil-
muir, was delivered by post at the rev, gentleman's house in Inverness, and we have now
much pleasure in laying its contents before the reader. It isthe most beautifully written
MS, we have ever seen, and, apart from its valuable contents and peculiar history, it is
well worthy of preservation as a specimen of Hebridean caligrapby,—[ED, €, M.
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effect any such changes as would ameliorate the condition of the people
in their domestic comforts. Lands were little valued by their owners, in
a pecuniary point of view; and the proprietors frequently awarded large
shares of their possessions, during life, to their ¢ Seanachies”—Dbards,
pipers, and to such of their retainers as distinguished themselves by acts
of bravery or military prowess.

Such was the state of affairs, in a more or less degree, until the close
of the rebellion in 1745--46. 'While the last ray of hope in favour of the
House of Stuart had vanished, and while the House of Hanover had come
to wicld with undisputed right the British sceptre, things assumed a more
gentle aspect. Feudalism vanished by degrees, under the influence of
Protestant laws judicially enforeed, and the wild spirit of the Highlanders
was softened down to that pitch of tranquillity which enabled them to
live on peaceable and easy terms with their neighbours and with each
other. Their minds were no longer distracted with wars and deadly
feuds with their surrounding clansmen. These were happily forgotten,
except when rehearsed in their tales, and chanted in their ancient Gaelic
songs. :

The Highlanders (though hot now exposed to the dangers of eivil
commotions around them, and though no longer called out by their liege-
lord to plunder the effects, and to destroy the retainers, of some contiguous
enemy) were still possessed of much valour in military affairs, and dis-
played courage which was surpassed by no race of men whatever. It
therefore fell to the lot of many to enlist in the Highland regiments, and
of this brave people these regiments were at one time exclusively made
up. Better soldiers never faced an enemy ; and, as Dr Macleod so justly
said, in his eloquent address at the Mansion House, *“These are the men
who in every field, and in every clime, had covered themselves with
glory.” The numbers who were thus engaged in fighting their country’s
battles bore but a small proportion to the numbers of those at home, who
had now to depend on industry and labour for their maintenance. But
still the aggregate of the population was very small, when compared with
that of the present day. This may be illustrated by the parish of Kil-
muir, in Skye. In this parish stand the magnificent ruins of Duntulm
Castle, a strong Danish fort, which the noble Clan-Denuill made choice of
as their residence, and enlarged for that purpose. And the fact that the
Clan-Donuill were powerful chieftains, who always maintained their
dignity and reputation as renowned warriors, is a sufficient proof that
their retainers would, if possible, be as numerous, to say the least of it,
as those of any other feudal lord. But the population of Kilmuir was, in
the year 1736, only 1230 souls. Nineteen years afterwards it amounted
to 1572 souls. In 1791 it amounted to 2068. In 1831 it was 3415
souls, and now* [1840] it amounts to about 4000, though, at various periods
within the last sixty years, considerable numbers emigrated to America.

* In 1851 it was 3177 ; in 1821, 2846 ; and in 1871, 2690, For the last thirty years
the real population of this parish is materially affected by the season of the year when
the census is taken. The dead of winter is the only time when the natives are at home.
At other periods of the year, when the census is taken, hundreds are absent from home
&t all kinds of public works., In that case no correct estimate of the population of an
tndividual pprish such as Kilmuir can be ascertained,
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The increase in this parish for the last century is, therefore, nearly four-
fold; and a tolerably correct idea of the increase of the population in the
Highlands in general may be formed from the facts now stated in reference
to Kilmuir.

There is reason to suppose that, during the time which intervened
between the period when the 1lighlanders mainly depended for subsistence
on the bounty of their liege-lords, and the period when they had, for that
purpose, to engage in public works of industry, their circumstances and
modes of living must have been of the most ordinary description. They
had not been trained in general to those public sources of employment
which afterwards turned out so lucrative, and which justly engaged their
sole attention—such as the rearing and management of black cattle for the
southern markets, the manufacturing of kelp, the fishing and curing of
herring, &c.

Such ordinary modes of living were not at this time peculiar to the
Highlanders, but were prevalent also among the great bulk of the popula-
tion in the south-west counties of Scotland, even as late as the middle of
last century. ¢ To those,” says a late historian of Scotland, *who are
not old enough to remember having seen the last remains of it'in opera-
tion, no description can give anything like an adequate idea of the
wretched economy that was at this time prevalent.” Even the plough
made use of in those times in the said localities was of the ancient
Scottish make, having four horses yoked in it, which were led by a man
walking backwards. The horses, which were small and shaggy, were ac-
coutred in the most antique manner, having collars made of bull-rushes,
to which was attached a rude harness, made of hair clipped from horses’
manes and cows’ tails. When the implements of hushandry were so
primitive in kind, it is natural to think that all the other comforts of the
people corresponded with them. Their dwellings were miserable huts,
through every part of which the rain had free access, washing away the
soot which had feathered on the beams and rafters, and causing it to drop
like showers of printing ink upon the culinary utensils underneath, as
well as upon everything else which lay in the way. Yet, under this rude
system the people are said to have lived contentedly, little desirous of a
change, as they knew nothing of its comforts. In the eastern counties of
the Lowlands of Scotland agriculture had, even at this time, been brought
to some degree of perfection. The spirit of improvement soon found its
way into the West, and remarkable changes were speedily effected in the
habits of the people and in their modes of operation. Spinning mills
were erected in various quarters by wealthy companies, whereby cotton
was manufactured into the various fabrics in which it is seen at the pre-
sent day. Weaving, sewing, tambouring, dyeing, and printing, were each
lucrative and extensive sources of employment, which gave an impetus to
a variety of arts necessarily connected with them. Work was thus pro-
cured for men, women, and children, and a spirit of emulation, together
with a taste for improvement, found their way into every hamlet. The lowly
farm-steading gave place to the stately mansion, surrounded with its group
of offices, alike for comfort and convenience. And while commerce thus
flourished, agriculture kept regular pace with it. ¢ Hedging, ditching,
planting, and improving,” says Struthers, the author already alluded to,
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% called forth energies of which no one knew he was in possession, till, in
the person of his neighbour, he beheld them in full operation. The
beautiful hedge-rows, the thriving clumps, and the convenient enclosures
of one proprietor, excited the taste and awakened the emulation of another,
till hands could with difficulty be found to execute, or a sufficiency of
materials to complete the improvements that were in progress; while each,
astonished at the beauty and fertility that so suddenly began to grow
around him, was anxious to engage in new, and still more extensive,
experiments.”

While the Lowland districts alluded to thus emerged from a com-
parative state of sluggishness and inactivity, the poor Highlanders had
various insuperable obstacles to contend with in their progress to im-
provement, granting even that they had been inspired with a taste for
such processes of civilization and domestic economy as they stood so much
in need of. They weré a distinct and separate people, who associated but
little with their more highly favoured countrymen around them, and
who could have but little or no traffic, by way of commerce, with distant
parts of the world. Their language differed from that of the rest of the
nation. They had neither roads, nor canals, nor commercial cities to
facilitate, or even in the remotest degree to encourage, the march of
cvilization among them. Though no people could be more brave and
heroic, none more loyal to their king and country, none more honest,
upright, and hospitable, yet their inherent and native virtues, though
pleasing and praiseworthy in themselves, were insufficient to raise them
in the scale of useful knowledge and practical improvement. To effect
this some external impulse behoved to be made to bear upon them, and
many barriers would require to be wholly removed.

After the lapse of some time, when the clamour of arms had ceased,
and the din of war subsided—when the Ilighlanders were permitted to
enjoy a share of that domestic repose which had been for centuries denied
them—they were naturally impelled to have recourse to such resources as
was within their reach, for the purpose of bettering their condition, as
well as for permanent means of livelihood. The inhabitants of the He-
brides, and of certain parts of the western coasts of the Scottish High-
lands, engaged themselves in the manufacturing of kelp, as well as in the
catching and curing of herring, and other fish; while the natives of the
Highlands and Islands in general were more or less in the habit of rearing
black cattle for the English markets. The fall in the price of kelp, or
rather the ceasing of kelp manufacture, in consequence of the reduced
duties on salt and barilla, proved a most severe stroke to. thousands and
tens of thousands, who profited extensively by the manufacturing of that
commodity; and this may be justly looked upon as one of the principal
remote causes which led to the late destitution.

In most parts where kelp was made, every farm had the sea-ware of
that portion of the shore opposite to itself, for the purpose of converting
it to kelp. The tenants thus manufactured it, and when ready for the
market, it was purchased by the proprietor at a rate which considerably
exceeded the rent of the farm. Thus the landlords had the comfort of
regularly paid rents, and the tenants had the same, About the year 1803
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both kelp and cattle fetched prices unprecedentedly high. Landlords
naturally supposed that the state of their tenantry could bear an increase
of rent, which, having in most cases been lade, they took the kelp into
their own hands, and allowed their tenants a certain sum of money, per
ton, for manufacturing it. There are places, however, where this did not
take place, and though of little or no value, many farms have the kelp
attached to them to this day. Such hamlcts as were not contiguous to
the sea-shore, and could derive no direct benefit from kelp, were let ab
rents proportionally low. An idea may be formed of the immense profits
which arose from the making of this commodity, to* both landlord and
tenant, when it is considered that at one time every ton brought a price
of £16 sterling, and upwards. It then fell by degrees to £12, £8, £6,
and £4 per ton! In place of the high remuneration at one time
derived by the tenants for their labour in kelp-making, they were ulfi-
mately paid with even as low as two guineas for making each ton !

‘While the decline in kelp manufacture thus proved an incalculable loss
to both proprietor and tenant, the fall in the price of black cattle for a
series of years back aided vastly the progress of the approaching calamity,
Napoleon Bonaparte, whose ambitions and bloody career disturbed the
peace of Europe for such a length of time, may justly be considered as
another principal remote cause which led to the late destitution.

In course of the late expensive and protracted wars, black cattle of
every description quickly rose in value. IIigh prices were asked, and
readily obtained—prices which considerably exceeded the intrinsic value
of the commodity exposed for sale. It may be said of kelp that the
benefits derived from it were naturally confined to the localities in which
it was manufacturéd. Such was ucdoubtedly the case; but the same
thing held true with regard to black cattle, with this advantage, that
they were a general staple commodity, reared to a more or less extent in
every quarter. INow that the prices have fallen, the disadvantage is
equally general, and the causes of complaint equally loud, in every High-
land county and parish. Cattle having thus speedily risen invalue, by an
impulse which could neither be durable nor certain, and all kinds of
traffic being at the same time brisk, a higher value was set upon the
lands, and as a consequence they were held by the tenant at a higher rate
from the landlord than was formerly done. Through time, the different
sources by means of which the tenant, through his industry, benefited
himself, almost entirely failed. As a matter of course, he experienced
much difficulty in maintaining himself and family on the scanty produce
of some acres of ground, accustomed as he has been to accumulate profits
from the sale of cattle, kelp, and fish. The evils which arise from the
depression in value of such Highland commodities as have been alluded
to, have found their way from the toiling tenant to his indulgent land-
lord. The connection which subsists between landlord and tenant is dis-
tinct and immediate. The prosperity of the one immediately affects the
other, and they live in mutual dependence. In consequence of the failure
in kelp alone, some proprietors have been deprived of one half of their
wonted incomes, and some of even two-thirds—and thus they suffer alike
with their tenants, from the causes already mentioned, g
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Another principal remote cause which led to the late destitution, and
which contributed largely to the poverty of the islanders in particular,
is the failure of the herring fisheries.

While kelp and cattle sold at the advanced prices already stated,
herring abounded in immense shoals in the numerous lochs, bays, and
creeks which intersect, in every part, the western isles and coasts of Scot~
land. These were caught with little trouble, and at comparatively small
expense, by the natives; and after furnishing themselves with large sup-
plies for their own consumption, they disposed of the rest to numberless
crafts and small vessels which resorted in large fleets, from the south, to
every convenient bay and anchorage around the rocky coasts of the Wesf
Highlands., This resource, like the rest, has almost entirely failed, as
the quantity of that excellent fish which is now caught is so exceedingly
small, that it bears hardly any proportion to the thousands of barrels cured
of it at a time when the circumstances of the people would enable them
to dispense with it much easier than now. It would appear that the
natural history of this prolific fish is very little known, for such as have
been for years engaged in catching it, seem as ignorant of its motions and
migrations as those who never attempted to ascertain them. Many fruit-
less investigations have been made on this subject, and the probability is
that it will ever remain a problem to be satisfactorily solved. It hasg
been observed that since the fisheries became so productive on the north-
east coast of Scotland, the herring has almost entirely deserted the west.
It is thought, however, that this desertion consists more in the manner of
the visits than in the non-appearance of this capricious fish. That it does
not frequent the lochs and indentations which it at one time made a
resting-place, is quite certain; but it is equally eertain that it annually
passes by, both in the deep sea and in the open channels, where it might
be caught in large quantities by the natives, were they possessed of skill
and means for such an undertaking. Some people attempt to account
for its deserting the localities which it formerly visited, by its being
scared away by the numbers of steam-packets which now ply from port
to port on the west coast, whose paddles cause unusual commotion in the
streams and currents, This argument, however, for its non-appearance
seems to have but little weight,

In consequence of the failure in the means of livelihood just enume-
rated, the poor Highlanders were more than ever under the necessity of
having recourse to various shifts and expedients to enable them to earn
a scanty subsistence, and to pay the rent of such portions of land as were
occupied by them. As little or nothing could be done at home to get
this desirable ‘end accomplished, the able-bodied men resorted in great
numbers to the south, and to such other places as could afford them
labour, while the women went annually to the Lothians, and even to the
northern counties of England, to procure employment at harvest-work.
In so doing, they underwent almost incredible hardships in their wan-
derings, while at times they had, after coming home, but a few shillings
for their trouble. And this is not all; they frequently carried back with
them a variety of disorders, such as measeles, small-pox, fever, and other
diseases, and thus conveyed the infection to their friends, and rendered such
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disorders very destructive in the country. It frequently happens that some
of them die while in those remote localities, and the consequence is that an
immediate demand is made upon their native parish to defray their funeral
and other expenses, and from the poverty of those parishes it becomes at
times a serious matter to meet such demands.

‘When that great national work, the Caledonian Canal, commenced in
1803, it afforded lucrative employment for many hundreds from Skye and
the Long Island. Even from Skye alone, between three and four
hundred labourers went annually to that great undertaking, at which they
earned individually from £10 to £15 sterling in the half year. While
this work lasted, considerable sums of money were brought annually into
the island, which proved of vast advantage to the community. About
this time also vast numbers found employment at the making of public
roads in Glengarry, Kintail, Lochalsh, Lochecarron, and other Highland
glens. In the year 1807 the making of roads commenced in Skye, whlch
for years afforded convenient work for many.

To add to the many disadvantages of the poor islanders in particular,
public labour is now hardly to be found anywhere, even at a reduced rate
of pay, and although hundreds of both sexes migrate yearly to other
countries, in quest of such work as they may fall in with, they return to
their homes, at the end of the season, much broken down in spirit and
constitution, with small pittances, which can go but little way to meet
the several demands made upon those who so distressingly earned them,

THE PROPHECIES OF THE BRAHAN SEER, OOINNEAC’II
ODHAR FIOSAICHE.

By 1HE EDITOR.

—— ()

[CONTINUED.]

HERE is another version of Fairburn Tower Prophecies :—‘ There was a
tradition in the district to the effect that the lands of Fairburn should
pass out of the hands of the Mackenzies, and that ‘the sow should litter
in the lady’s chamber.’ The old tower became a ruin. In 1827 Pro-
fessor Sedgwick and Sir Roderick Murchison, while travelling in the
Highlands, turned aside to see the ruined tower. ¢ The Professor and I,
says Murchison, ‘were groping our way up the broken stone,staircase,
when we were almost knocked over by a rush of two or three pigs that
had been nestling upstairs in the very room in which my wother wag
born,’ "—Qeikie's Memoir of Sir R. Murchison,
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Mr Maclennan supplies us also with the following :—In the parish
of Avoch is a well of beautiful clear water, out of which the Brahan Seer,
upon one occasion, took a refreshing draught. So pleased was he with
the water, that he looked at the Blue Stone, and said—*¢ Whoever he be
that drinketh of thy water henceforth, éf suffering from any disease, shall,
by placing two pieces of straw or wood on thy surface, ascertain whether
he will recover or not. If heis to recover, the straws will w/irl round in
opposite directions, and if he is to die soon, they will remain stationary.’
The writer (continues Mr Maclennan) has known people who went to the
well and made the experiment. Ie was himself once unwell, and sup-
posed to be at the point of death ; he got of the water of the well, and he
gtill lives. Whether it did him good or nof, it is impossible to say,
but this he does know, that the water pleased him uncommouly well.”

~ With reference to Lady Hill, in the same parish, the Seer said: “Thy
name has gone far and wide; but though thy owners were brave on the
field of battle, they never decked thy brow. The day will come, how-
ever, when a white collar shall be put upon thee. The child that is un-
born will see it, but I shall not.” This faidheadaireachd has been
fulfilled a few years ago, by the construction of a fine drive right round
the hill. :

The Seer said, speaking of Beauly :—*The day will come, however
distant, when Cnoc na Rath will be in the centre of the village.” It cer-
tainly would appear incredible, and even absurd, to suggest such a thing
in Coinneacl’s day, for the ‘“village” then stood at a place south of the
present railway station, called, in Gaclic, Bealaidh-Achadh, or the Broom-
field, quite a mile from Croc na Rath. The prophecy has to some extent
been fulfilled, for the last erection at Beauly—the new public school—is
within a few yards of the Cnoc; and the increasing enterprise of the in-
habitants is rapidly aiding, and, indeed, will soon secure, the absolute
realization of the Seer’s prediction. In conneetion with this prepheey
we think that we have discovered a Celtic origin for the term
Beauly. It is generally supposed to be derived from the French word
Beaulicu—upon what reasonable ground we never knew. The village
being originally at Bealaidh-Achadh, and so called when the present
Beauly was nowhere, what is more natural than the supposition that
the inhabitants have carried the original name of their original village along
with them, and now present us with the Gaelic Bealaidh, anglified into
Beauly. This is not such a fine theory as the French one, but it is
more likely to be the true one, and is more satisfactory to the student of
Gaelic topography.

Here is an unfulfilled prediction—*¢ A severe battle will be fought at the
(present) Ardelve market stance, in Lochalsh, when the slaughter will be
so great that people can cross the ferry over dead men’s bodies. The
battle will be finally decided by a powerful man, and his five sons, who
will come across from the Strath (the Achamore district).”

Another is—¢ When a holly bush (or tree) will grow out of the face of
the rock at Torr @ Chuilinn (Kintail) to a size sufficiently large to make a
shaft fora carn-slaoid (sledge-cart), a battle will be fought in the locality.”

" 'We have several versions of the prophecy regarding the carrying away
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of the Stone Bridge across the River Ness, which stood near the place where
the present Suspension Bridge stands. Mr Macintyre sends the following,
and Mr Maclennan's version is very much the same:—“He foretold
that the Ness bridge would be swept away by a great flood, while crowded
with people, and while a man riding a white horse and a woman enciente
were crossing it. KEither the prophet’s second sight failed him on the
occasion, or tradition has not preserved the correct version of this pre-
diction, for it is well known that no human being was carried away by
the bridge when it was swept away by the extraordinary flood of
1849.” As a matter of fact, there was no man riding a white horse on
the bridge at the time, but a man—Matthew Campbell—going for a
midwife, and a woman were crossing it, the arches tumbling one by one
at their heels as they flew across; but they managed to reach the western
shore in safety, just as the last arch was crumbling under their feet,
Campbell, who was behind, coming up to the woman, caught her in his
arms, and with a desperate bound cleared the crumbling structure.

Coinneach also foretold that before the latter prediction was fulfilled
“people would be picking gooseberries from a bush growing on the stone
ledge of one of the arches.” Many now living remember this gooseberry
bush, and have seen it in bloom and blossom, with the appearance of
fruit upon it. It grew on the south side, on the third or fourth pier,
and near the iron grating which supplied a dismal light to the dungeon
which in those days was the Inverness prison. Maclean, a “ Nonagena-
rian,”  writing forty years ago, says nothing of the bush, but, while
writing of the predicted fall of the bridge, states, with regard to it, that
“an old tradition or prophecy is, that many lives will' be lost at its fall,
and that this will take place when there are seven females on the bridge
in a state poetically described as that, ‘in which ladies wish to be who
love their lords.”” This was written, as will be seen by comparing
dates, several years before the bridge was carried away, showing unmis-
takeably that the prophecy was not concocted after the event.

“The natural arch, or ¢Clach tholl,” near Storehead, in Assynt, will
fall with a crash so loud as to cause the laird of Leadmore’s cattle, twenty
miles away, to break their tethers.” This was fulfilled in 1841, Lead-
more’s cattle having one day strayed from home to within a few hundred
yards of the arch, when it fell with such a crash at fo send them home in
a frantic fright, tearing everything before them.

Hugh Miller refers to this prediction, and to several others, in the
work already alluded to—¢ Scenes and Legends of the North of Scot-
land,” pp. 161, 162, 163.

About 16 years ago there lived in the village of Baile Mhuilinn in the
‘West of Sutherlandshire an old woman of about 95 years of age, known
as Baraball w'ic Coinuich (Annabella Mackenzie). From her position,
history, and various personal peculiarities, it was universally believed in
the district that she was no other than the Baraball #'ic Coinnich of whom
the Brahan Seer predicted that she would die of the measles. She had,
however, arrived at such an advanced age, without any appearance or like-
lihood of her ever having that disease, that the prophet was rapidly losing
credit in the district. About this time the measles had just gome the
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round of the place, and had made considerable havoe among old and young;

but when the distriet was, so to speak, convalescent, the measles paid Basr-

aball a visit, and actually carried her away, when within a few years of”
five score, leaving no doubt whatever in the minds of the people that she

had died as foretold centuries before by the famous Coinneach Odhar.

“That the day will come when fire and water will run in streams
through all the streets and lanes of Inverness” was a prediction, the ful-
filment of which was quite incomprehensible until the introduction of gas
and water through pipes into every corner of the town.

“The day will come when long strings of carriages without horses will
run between Dingwall and Inverness, and more wonderful still, between
Dingwall and the Island of Skye.” It is hardly necessary to point out
that this refers to the railway carriages now running in those distriets.

“That a bald black girl will'be born at the back of the Church of
Gairloch” (Beirear nighean mhaol dubh oir cul Eaglais Ghearrloch),
has been fulfilled. During one of the usual large gatherings at the Sacra-
mental Communion a well-known young woman was taken in labour, and
before she could be removed she gave birth to the nighean mhaol dubh,
whose descendants are well known and pointed out in the district to this
day, as the fulfilment of Coinneach’s prophecy.

“That a white cow will give birth to a calf in the garden behind Gair-
loch House,” has taken place within the memory of people still living ;
“that a black hornless cow ((Bo mhaol dubh) will give birth, in Flowerdale,
to a calf with two heads,” happened within our own recollection. These
predictions were well known to people still living before they came to
pass.

The following are evidently fragments regarding the Lovat Estates,
he said :—

Thig fear tagair bho dheas,

Mar eun bho phreas,

Fasaidh e mar luibh,

’S sgaoilidh e mar shiol,

’S cuiridh e teine ri Ardrois.

(A Claimant will come from the South
Like a bird from a bush ;

He will grow like an herb ;

He will spread like seed,

And set fire to Ardross.)*

“ Mac Shimidh ball-dubh, a dllfhagus an oighreachd gun an t-oighre
dligheach.” (Mac Shimidh (Lovat), the black-spotted, who will leave the
Estate without the rightful heir).

“An Sisealach claon ruadh, a dl'fhagus an oighreachd gun an t-oighre
dligheach.”  (Chisholm, the squint-eyed, who will leave the Kstate
without the rightful heir.) ¢ An tighearna storach a dl'fhagus oighreachd
Ghearrloch gun an t-oighre dligheach.”  (The buck-toothed laird who
will leave the Estate of Gairloch without the rightful heir), are also frag-
ments,

‘We do not know whether there has been any Lovats or Chisholms

* A place of that name above Beauly,
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with these peculiar personal characteristics mentioned by the Seer, and
we shall be glad to receive information on the point, as well as a fuller and
more particular version of the prophecy. 'We are aware however that Sir
Hector Mackenzie of Gairloch was buck-toothed, and that he was always
(by the old people) called—¢ An tighearna Storach.” Wehave heard old
people maintaining that Coinneach was correct even in this instance, and
that his prediction has been actually fulfllled ; but we abstain at present
from going into that part of the family hlatory which would throw light
on the subject.

Before proceeding- to give such of the prophecies regarding .the
family of Seaforth as have been so literally fulfilled in the later annals of
that once great and powerful house, the history of the family being so
intimately interwoven with, and being itself really the fulfilment of, the
Seer's predictions, it may interest the reader to have a cursory glance
at it from the earliest period in which the family appear in history.

The most popularly received theory regarding the Mackenzies is that
they are descended from an Irishman of the name of Colinas Fitzgerald,
son of the Earl of Kildare or Desmond, who distinguished himself by
his bravery at the battle of Largs, in 1263. Tt is said that his courage
and valour were so singularly distinguished that King Alexander the
Third took him under his special protection, and granted him a charter of
the lands of Kintail, in Wester Ross, bearing date from Kincardine,
January the 9th, 1263,

According to the fragmentary “TRecord of Icolmkill,” upon Whlch
the claim of the Trish origin of the clan is founded, a personage described
as  “ Peregrinus et Hibernus nobilis ex familia Geraldinorum”—that
is “a noble stranger and Hibernian, of the family of the Ger-
aldines”—Dbeing driven from Ireland with a considerable number of his
followers was, about 1261, very graciously received by the King, and
afterwards remained at his court. Having given powerful aid to the
Scots at the Battle of Largs, two years afterwards, he was rewarded by a
grant of the lands of Kintail, which were erected into a free barony by
royal charter, dated as above mentioned. Mr Skene, however, says that
no such document as this Icolmkill Fragment was ever known to exist,
as nobody has ever seen it; and as for Alexander’s charter, he declares
(Highlanders, vol. ii,, p. 235) that it ‘bears the most palpable marks of
having been a forgery of a later date, and one by no means happy in the
execution.” Besides, the words * Colino Hiberno” contained in it do
not prove this Colin to have been an Irishman, as Hiberni was at that
period a common appellation for the Gael of Scotland. Burke, in hig
“ Peerage,” has adopted the Irish origin of the clan, and the chiefs them-
selves seem to have adopted this thcory, without having made any par-
ticular inquiry as to whether it was well founded or not. Our chiefs
were thus not exempt from the almost universal, but most unpatriotie,
fondness exhibited by many olher Highland chiefs for a foreign origin.
‘In examining the traditions of our country, we are forcibly struck with
this peculiarity of taste. Highlanders despising a Caledonian source trace
their ancestors from Ireland, Norway, Sweden, or Normandy. The pro-
genitors of the Mackenzies can be traced with greater certainty, and with
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no less claim to antiquity, from a native ancestor, Gillean (Cailean) Og,
or Colin the Younger, a son of Cuilean na /' Airde, ancestor of the Earls of
Ross ; and, from the MS. of 1450, their Gaelic descent may now be con-
sidered established beyond dispute.

Until the forfeiture of the Lords of the Isles, the Mackenzies always
held their lands from the Earls of Ross, and followed their banner to the
field of battle, but after the forfeiture of that great and powerful earl-
dom, the Mackenzies rapidly rose on the ruins of the Macdonalds to the
great power, extent of territorial possession, and almost regal magnificence
for which they were afterwards distinguished among the other great
clans of the north. They, in the reign of James the First, acquired a
very powerful influence in the Highlands, and became independent of any
superior but the Crown, for in the beginning of the fifteenth century
Kenneth Mor, High Chief of Kintail, when arrested in 1427, with his
son-in-law, Angus of Moray, and MacMhathain (Matheson), by James the
First, during his parliament at Inverness, was ranked as the leader of
two thousand armed men. Mackenzie and his followers were, in fact,
about the most potent chief and clan in the whole Highlands. i e

" Colin of Kintail married a daughter of Walter, Lord High Steward of
Scotland. Colin died in 1278, and was succeeded by a son, Kenneth,
- who in his turn was in 1304 succeeded by his son, also named Kenneth,
hence the name, the latter being called Coinneach MiucChoinnich—EKen-
neth MacKenneth, or Kenneth, son of Kenneth. The name Kenneth
in course of time became softened down to Kenny or Kenzie. It is well
known that, not so very long ago, z in this and all other names continued
to be of the same value as the letter y, just as we still find it in Menzies,
MacKadzean, and many other names. There seems to be no doubt what-
ever that this is the real origin of the Mackenzies, and of their name.

Murchadh, or Murdo, son of Kenneth, received a charter of the Jands
of Kintail from David II.

About 1463, Alexander Mackenzie of Kintail obtained the lands of
Strathgarve, and other possessions, from John, Earl of Ross. They after-
wards strenuously and successfully opposed every attempt made by the
Macdonalds to obtain possession of the forfeited earldom. Alexander was
succeeded by his son, Kenneth, who married Lady Margaret Macdonald,
daughter of the forfeited Earl John, Lord of the Isles; but, through some
.cause or another, Mackenzie divorced the lady, and sent her home in a
most ignominious and degrading manner. She, it is said, only possessed
onc eye, and Kintail sent her home riding a one-eyed steed, accompanied
by a one-eyed-servant, followed by a one-eyed dog. All these circum-
stances exasperated the lady’s family to such an extent as to make them
the mortal and sworn enemies of the Mackenzies,

Kenneth Og, his son by the divorced wife, became chief in 1493,

. Two years afterwards, he and Farquhar Mackintosh were imprisoned by
James V. in Edinburgh Castle. In 1497, however, they both made their
escape, but were, on their way to the Highlands, seized at Torwood by
the laird of Buchanan, in a most treacherous manner. Kenneth Og made
a stout resistence, but he was ultimately slain, and Buchanan sent his
head as a present tg the King. i - :
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Leaving no issue, Kenneth was succeeded by his brother John, whose
mother, Agnes Fraser, his father’s second wife, was a daughter of Lovat.
He had several other sons, from whom have sprang several branches of
the Mackenzies. As John was very young, his uncle, Hector Roy
(Eachainn Ruadh) Mackenzie, progenitor of the Gairloch branch, assumed
command of the clan and the guardianship of the young chief. Mr Gre-
gory informs us that “under his rule the ("lan Kenzie became involved
in feuds with the Munroes and other clans; and Hector Roy himself
became obnoxious to the Government as a disturber of the public peace.
His intentions towards the young chief of Kintail were considered very
dubious, and the apprehensions of the latter and his friends having been
roused, Hector was compelled by law to yield up the estate and the com-
mand of the tribe to the proper heir.”* John, the lawful heir, on ob-
taining possession, at the call of James IV., marched at the head of his
clan to the fatal field of F¥lodden, where he was made a prisoner by the
English.

On King James the Fifth's expedition to the Western Isles in 1540,
John joined him at Kintail, and accompanied him throughout his whole
journey. He fought with his clan at the battle of Pinkie in 1547, and
died in 1556, when he was succeeded by his son Kenneth, who had two sons
by a daughter of the Earl of Athole—Colin and Roderick—the latter
becoming ancestor of the Mackenzies of Redcastle, Kineraig, Rosend,"
and several ofther branches. This Colin, who was the eleventh chief,
fought for Queen Mary at the battle of Langside. He was twice married.
By his first wife, Barbara Grant of Grant, whose elopement with him has
been described in a poem in the Highland Ceilidh (Vol. L., pp. 215--220,
of the Celtic Magazine). He had three daughters and four sons, namely
—Kenneth, who became his successor ; Sir Roderick Mackenzie of Tar-
bat, ancestor of the Earls of Cromartie; Colin, ancestor of the Mackenzies
of Kennock and Pitlundie; and Alexander, ancestor of the Mackenzies of
Kilcoy, and other families of the name. By his second wife, Mary,
eldest daughter of Roderick Mackenzie of Davochmaluak, he had another
son, Alexander, from whom descended the Mackenzies of Applecross,
Coul, Delvin, Assynt, and others of note in history.

Kenneth, the eldest son, soon after succeeding his father, was en-
gaged in supporting Torquil Macleod of Lewis, surnamed the Conanach,
the disinherited son of the Macleod of Lewis, and who was closely related
to himself. Torquil conveyed the barony of Lewis to the Chief of the
Mackenzies by formal deed, the latter causing the usurper to the estate,
and his followers, to be beheaded in 1597. He atterwards, in the fol-
lowing year, joined Macleod of Harris, and Macdonald of Sleat, in op-
posing James the Sixth’s project for the colonization of the Lewis by
the well-known adventurers from the ¢ Kingdom of Fife.”

In 1602, the old and long-standing feud between the Mackenzies and
the Macdonalds of Glengarry, concerning their lands in Wester Ross,
was renewed with infuriated violence. Ultimately, after great bloodshed
and carnage on both sides, an arrangement was atrived at by which Glen-
garry renounced for ever, in favour of Mackenzie, the Castle of Strome

* Highlands and Isles of Scotland, p, 111,
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and all the lands in TLochalsh, Lochcarron, and other places in the
vicinity, so long the bone of contention between these powerful, and we
‘may safely add, ferocious chieftains. In 1607, a Crown charter for these
lands was granted to Kenneth, thus materially adding to his previous
possessions, power, and influence. “All the Highlands and Isles, from
Ardnamurchan to Strathnaver, were either the Mackenzies property or
under their vassalage, some few excepted,” and all around them were
bound to them by very strict bonds-of friendship.” In this same year
Kenneth received, through some influence ‘at Court, a gift, under the
Great Seal, of the Island of Lewis, in virtue of, and thus confirming, the
resignation of this valuable and extensive property previously made in
his favour by Torquil Macleod. A complaint was, however, made to his
Majesty by those of the colonists who survived, and Mackenzie was again
forced to resign it. By patent, dated the 19th of November 1609, he
was created a peer of the realm, as Lord Mackenzie of Kintail. Soon
after, the colonists gave up all hopes of being able to colonize the Lewis,
and the remaining adventurers—Sir George Hay and Sir James Spens—
were easily prevailed upon to sell their rights to Lord Mackenzie, who at
the same time succeeded in securing a grant from the King of that part of
the island forfeited by Lord Balmerino, another of the adventurers. He
(Lord Mackenzie) now secured a commission of fire and sword against the
islanders, soon arrived with a strong force, and speedily reduced them to
obedience, with the exception of Neil Macleod and a few of his followers.
The struggle between these two continued for a time, but ultimately Mac-
kenzie managed to obtain possession of the whole island, and it remained
in the possession of the family urtil it was sold by ¢ the last of the
Seaforths.”

This, the first, Lord of Kintail died in 1611, One of his sons, Simon
Mackenzie of Lochslin, by his second wife, Isabella, daughter of Sir
Alexander Ogilvie of Powrie, was the father of the celebrated Sir George
Mackenzie, already referred to in these pages. His eldest son, Colin,
who succeeded him as second Lord of Kintail, was created first Earl of
Seaforth, by patent dated the 3d December 1623, to himself and to his
heirs male, Kenneth, Colin’s grandson, and third Earl of Seaforth, dis-
tinguished himself by his loyalty to Charles the Second during the Com-
monwealth. He supported the cause of the Royalists as long as there
was an opportunity of fighting for it in the field, and when forced to sub-
mit to the ruling powers, he was committed to prison, where, with much
firmmess of mind ‘and nobility of soul, he endured a tedious captivity
during many years, until he was ultimately released, after the Restora-
tion, by authority of the King. He married a lady descended from a branch
of his own family, Isabella Mackenzie, daughter of Sir John Mackenzie,
Tarbat, and sister of the first Earl of Cromartie. To her cruel and violent
conduct may undoubtedly be traced the remarkable doom which awaited
the family of Seaforth, which was predicted in a most extraordinary
manner by Coinneach Odhar, fulfilled in its minutest details, and which

We are now about to place before the reader.

(2o be Continued.)
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THE ELEGIES OF ROB DONN, THE REAY BARD.

—_——

II.

‘WE have been taking a glance at the wreath which the muse of Rob
Donn laid on the coffin of his own departed chief. But hLe could be
generous in dispensing fame to deserved merit outside of his own clan.
His sympathies were not altogether absorbed by those of his own kin,
Thus he could sing the glories of Dunrobin as melodiously and heartily
as those of Tongue. The last Earl of Sutherland in the male line died, =
amid the lamentations of his tenants, and amid the deep regrets of many ~
others who were not connected with him so closely. No one deplored
the calamity which had fallen upon the north country in the death of -
that amiable nobleman, the last of a long and brilliant and beneficent =
race, more sincerely than did the Mackay bard. His regrets soon found
expression and ease for themselves in song. An elegy embalmed the
virtues of the last Sutherland, and commended.to the care of Providence
the only daughter, who, by the blessing of God, might conncct the glori-
ous past with an equally glorious future. Time had now silvercd the
locks of the bard, and in his own consciousness had gradually coolled to a
great extent the fire of his imagination and the ardour of his intellect,
‘With some pathos, a quality in which Rob Donn is on the whole defect-
ive, he alludes in the opening stanzas of his elegy to the autumnal weak-
ness which was fast rcbbing him of the liveliness and vigour of his
summer life.  Our bard regarded the stern nor-easters of our island with
‘very different feelings from that which stirred the heart of Kingsley when
he ascribed to their rough discipline many of the virtues, physical and
moral, for which the inhabitants of the kingdom are celebrated. But
Rob Donn had often battled with them on the mountain side and so
knew them more intimately than the gifted and brave IEnglishman, snugly
ensconced in his warmn parsonage, around which the storm might growl,
but could not penetrate. To Rob Donn, as to Burns, November's blasts
were merely surly blasts which stripped the forests, and made life harder
to the poor—robbers and not benefactors.

To the fact that when he opened his cyes for the first time in this
world there was nothing to be seen but drifting snow and blinding hail§
he ascribes the premature decay of his powers. The icy rigour of his
northern home had chilled his blood, which, in a climate with more
‘zephyrs and sunshine, might still be glowing with its wonted fire. Bub
although the ashes of a life which had been long burning had somewhat
lessened the intense heat of former days, and had checked its energy, still
‘the old fire was not dead, but living. It needed but to be stirred, to
blaze forth again, if not with the same powers, with pleasing cheerfulness,
with a soft mellow light, with delights peculiar to itself.

The poet, well aware of the indications which nature was giving him
of the coming winter which should silence his song for ever, resolved to
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bid farewell beforehand to the pleasures of poetry. But neither weak-
ened powers, nor incipient resolutions, could persuade him not to tune
once again, now that the land of Cataobh was deprived of its head, his
mournful harp, and so find relief for his own irrepressible grief, and do
justice to the fragrant memory of the dead. Then was it not patent to
all that throughout those broad domains which had their centre at Dun-
robin, no poet was found to give voice to the sorrow which filled every
heart ! The poet must have been differently constituted from the rest of
his order if he did not feel a secret satisfaction in that dearth of poetry
in the land of the Sutherlands, which rendered it necessary to call in the
aid of a poet from another clan, and from another district.

‘We gather from the poem that Rob Donn was no stranger in the
magnificent and hospitable halls of Dunrobin—that he was on terms of
intimacy with the chief under whom he once served as a soldier, and
whose untimely death, as well as that of his beautiful and beneficent
countess, stirred from its well-earned repose into activity his own poetic -
faculty, The poet was familiar with the family portraits hung on the
walls of the great castle, and pays his tribute to the greatness, the virtue,
the courage of those whom they represent. He recalls to mind the por-
traits last hung up there, one of them showing a manly form, clad in kilt
and plaid ; the other, side by side with the former, beaming with gentle
beauty. Is it wonderful, he adds, that Sutherlandshire should be girt
about by sadness, seeing that all that is now left to it of its Iarla Uilleam
the Colonel, and his spouse of the seed of the Maxwells, of their gentle-
ness, sweetness, and dignity, is contained in these two paintings? The
poet goes back in thought to the day when these two were united in joy
and love, and declares that few could be found in broad Scotland that
could match them in any way. The bright promise of that day and its
gladsome hopes were not belied, for uniil death came and cut short their
career, this happy pair won golden opinions from all, and these opinions
did not go beyond the worth from which they sprang. ‘And if their
public and social virtues were great, equally great and beautiful were
their private and domestic ones. They were ever faithful, ever devoted
to one another. Sweet and pleasant in their lives, in their death they
were not divided, for each of them was spared the grief of a long separa-
tion, as almost at the same time they entered the long home. Kven
death itself at the last moment Lecame the unwilling instrument of the
beautiful. In the finest stanza in the elegy the poet brings together for
comparison the beautiful forms of these two transferred by the artist to
his glowing canvas, and the same forms in the act of passing to the
higher life to which they had been summoned by Heaven. To a pene-
trating eye, the latter is the more beautiful of the two. Here such an
eye may see the soft wings of angels tending over their charge, and fold-
ing them in their-bosom, and as they pass beyond the blue skies, are
followed with the regretful gaze of weeping eyes. Our bard, like Homer,
hated as Hades itself the man who had one thing in his heart, another,
and a different thing on his lip, and so could not write a panegyric to
order. Thus we may be sure that of old, piety, generosity, and all the
virtues, in greater or lesser degree, necessary to guide, to rule, and to ele-
vate men, added lustre to the material and outward splendours of Dun-

L
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robin, for the poet warmly testifies to the fact. It is' beautiful and
touching to see by the aid of the bard a great family striving to do its
duty to those who sheltered under its shade, and to see its kindness,
wisdom, and guidance answered by gratitude, esteem, and affection.

Passing from the immediate subject of his dirge, Rob Donn breaks
out into a warm eulogy of the Sutherland family generally. His lines
anight almost form a text for a discourse to show what a nobleman should -
be and do. ¢ Order was the law of that family; it was great,” yet not
haughty ; it loved music and song; was festive and hospitable, without
excess or riot ; was always improving its possessions, so that its tenants
had no good ground of complaint ; its fame was such as few receive; it
cultivated a stately dignity, and yet was good and affable to inferiors ; it
never enriched itself a penny piece by unjust exactions, yet it always in-
creased, subject only to the limitations of man’s mortality.” Such was
" the description which a humble, unlettered man gave of a great historical
line. May there be many families of the same rank to which the deserip- .
tion may be applicable | Axistocracy would then be founded on a rock
too firm for the waves of radicalism to overthrow.

Death, as we have seen, had swept away the last male representative
of the Dunrobin line, but the succession was still continued in the per-
son of a young child, the only daughtor of the subject of our elegy. To
the poet, as to others, that girl was an object of the deepest interest, as
the only surviving sucker of the great parent tree, the one link which
clasped the splendid-past directly with the present, and rendered its con-
tinuity possible in the future. The position of this tender maiden, the
trembling hopes which fluttered around ler, the hostile wishes, and in-
deed the hostile deeds, of those whose selfish interests would gladly see
her removed, are well described by the poet. The past history of Dun-
rohin is aptly and poetically compared to the glowing fire of a great furnace
which has done good service, but whose fire is now reduced to one small,
but still living, coal. A strong hope is expressed that that coal, far from
being extinguished, will gather strength, and become a fire radiant with
gladness and light. That coal is Elizabeth, the one living memorial of
the glorious dead. The good fortune which had already been hers pre-
saged a bright and sunny future. Addressing this Elizabeth, Rob Donn
encourages “her by reminding her of the failure which followed those
attempts which were made to rob her of her honours and of her lands.
Through the goodness of God and the gallantry of her defenders, she still
held her nobility and her possessions—her enemies being put to shame.
‘We believe the efforts here alluded to, to apply the Salic law to the
Dunrobin succession, were made by the head of an ancient and much
respected family in Caithness, closely connected in former days with the
Sutherland family—the Sutherlands of Forse.

The elegy concludeswith another allusion to the inadequacy of the
poet’s power to do justice to the lofty theme of his song, and with an
invocation in behalf of Elizabeth, which was strikingly answered and

strikingly contradicted in her subsequent history. Long life is supplicated
for her, and a happy marriage, which the poet wishes to see consummated
ere he die, to a hero who shall Walk in the footsteps, strictly follow the
ways of Zer ancestors, '
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This Elizabeth lived, married, and became a duchess ; but neither she
nor her ¢ gaisgeach,” to use the word which the bard employs to deseribe
the husband he wished for her, paid much respect in many particulars to
the customs of the race she sprang from. No bard, in native accents,
crooned a dirge of sorrow over her grave. To thousands who would have
followed her ancestors cheerfully to the jaws of death her memory was
aceursed. Her firebrands covered her ancestral -domains, like the pro-
phet’s scroll, with lamentations and woes. All this was dore, no doubt,
with good intentions, at much cost, with due respect to Malthusian
philosophy, and to a politial economy, so innocent of weak feeling that
it would not only botanise over a mother’s grave, but grow cabbages upon
it. What would Rob Donn have said had he lived to see those events
which are associated with the name of his young heroine? Would he
not be so bewildered that he would think, with many a Sutherlandshire
sufferer, that the genuine Elizabeth, the young tender flower, the delight
and the hope of all, must have died young, the fact concealed, and a
stranger substituted for her, with none of the old blood or the old virtue
in her. That legend gave a kind of melancholy comfori to many a broken
heart during the years 1807-17 ; and Rob Donn, had he been living,
would be glad to believe it true. It would have crushed him to think
that she, upon whom he had poured a poet’s blessing, should have driven
an unrelenting ploughshare through attachments whose strength was
indicated by the fact that not a few of her clan, before going into forced
exile, secretly placed some earth from the graves of their forefathers in
their luggage boxes, to be sprinkled on their coffins in the, to them, deso-
late land of the stranger. We suspect he would have reverently said
“ Amen” to a passage in a sermon preached in Sutherlandshire on the
occasion of Elizabeth’s real death. ¢If oppressors are in heaven,”
thundered out the preacher, ‘her Grace is most certainly there, Any-
how, thank God that lead and oak now enclose her body, and effectually
prevent it from giving any more trouble.” Such sentiments were ap-
plauded to the echo under ihe very shadow of Dunrobin, ¢ But what is
past recal, or done, undo not God Omnipotent, nor fate.”

‘We are sure that the episode in the history of the Sutherland family
referred to would have made our bard speak with the angry power of
lightning ; we are equally sure that if he lived now his heart would swell
with pride and gratitude, and his tongue drop, not flattery, but melodious
and sincere praise, in presence of the noble deeds and lofty feelings of the
present representatives of the line he loved so well. He would agree
with those philosophers who teach that the mental and physical peculiar-
ities of families disappear for a time before others of a different order,
like rivers which become invisible in some underground channel, but
which re-appear again some steps down the line in all their pristine
power. He would have seen a nobleman more powerful by many a
degree than his beloved Earl William, and infinitely more energetic than
he in applying his power to the elevation in every respect of those who
nestle under his branches. He would have seen a Duchess as deserving
of affection, as worthy of his attachment and.devotion as William’s
Countess. He would, in a word, have seen a pair who might have sat
for the beautiful picture he has drawn, and truthfully drawn, of the noble
qualities of the old family generally.
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To have done, long may the present descendant of those whose virtues
Rob Donn set to music continue to enjoy the respect, the proud attach-
ment, the grateful devotion, which his energy, his munificence, his deep
interest in his peopie, have secured for him, not only in Sutherlandshire,
but in every part of the world where the sons of Sutherlandshire are to
be found. May he have his reward for causing the prattle of well-fed,
rosy children to be heard where but yesterday the bleating of sheep fell
upon the ear ; for causing the praises of God to resound where only the
shepherd’s whistle and the whirr of moorcocks disturbed the monotonous
desolation. And when the last debt must be paid, may there be another
Rob Donn to sing of the good deeds done in worthy strains, and may
there be found one to fill with equal honour the place of those who have
gone before; patriotism, wisdom, humamty, succeeded by the like to many
generations,

KINBRACE.

THE HOME OF MY YOUTH.

Sweet home of my youth, near the murmuring rills
That are nursed in the laps of the north Scottish hills,
Ere the grey streaks of morning the songster arouse
From his leaf-curtained cot to his matinal vows,

My thoughts cling to thee, and lovingly press,

Sweet home of my youth, on the banks of the Ness.

When the gay king of light doffs his gladdening crown,
And casts o’er the land his evening frown ;

‘When Night's sombre mantle the Earth’s overlaid,
And all Nature’s in mourning for the day that is dead,
Then lov’d thoughts of thee I fondly caress,

Sweet home of my youth on the banks of the Ness.

Though thy little flower garden twice ten times has lost
Its bright summer garb since thy threshold I've cross’d ;
Though Atlantic’s wide waters our fortunes divide,
Still, not Time nor Space from my mem’ry can hide,
Nor dampen the love I'm proud to confess

For the home of my youth, on the banks of the Ness,

—John Patterson in the American Scotsman.

¢ Tae HreeLANDp CEeruipH ” and a Second Notice of Professor Blackie’s
¢ Language and Literature of the Scottish Highlands” are unavoidably
crushed out.
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THE CLEARING OF THE GLENS.
By PrincipanL SHAIRP, ST ANDREWS UNIVERSITY.

By oo BT

CANTO FIFTH,

e () it

THE WAR SUMMONS.

I

Soon as the kindling dawn had tipt

‘With gold Scour-vorrar’s lonely head,
Before a single ray had dipt

Down to the loch’s deep-shadowed bed,
Betimes old Marion was astir,
Thinking of that young wanderer,
And eident fitly to prepare
For all the household morning fare.
That over, Murdoch rose and went
Up through the pines, the steep ascent,
His two lads with him, to convoy
Homeward the wandering Cameron boy.
From the high peaks soon they showed a track,
That followed on would lead him back
To where his people’s shealings lay,
On heights above Glen Desseray ;
Then bade farewell—but ere they part
The three lads vowed with eager heart
That they, ere long, with willing feet,
‘Would hasten o’er the hills to meet.

II.

Many a going and return
Down to lone, beautiful Lochourn,
That pathway witnessed—many a time
These young lads crossed it, fain to climb
Each to the othet’s shealings, there
The pastimes of the hills to share—
To fish together the high mere,
Track to his lair the straggling deer,
From refuge in the caimn of rocks
Unearth the lamb-destroying fox
Or creep, with balanced footing nice,
‘Where o’er some awful chasm hung,
On ledge of dripping precipice,
The brooding eagle rears her young,
Bo from that wild, free nurture grew
"T'ween these three lads firm friendship true,
But most the soul of Ronald clave
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To Angus, his own chosen friend—
To Angus more than brother gave
Tender affection without end—
Such as young hearts give in their prime—
" A weight of love, no lesser than
The love wherewith, in that old time,
David was loved by Jonathan.

IIL

At length the loud war-thunder broke

O’er Europe, and the land awoke,

Even to the innermost recess

Of this far-western wilderness.

And the best councillors of the Crown—
They who erewhile had hunted down
Our sires on their own mountains, now,
Led by a wiser man, ’gan trow

"T'were better and more safe to use

Our good claymores and hardy thews
'Gainst Britain’s foes, than shoot us dead,
Food for the hill-fox and the glead.

To all the Chieftains of the North

An edict from the Xing went forth,
That who should to his standard bring

From his own hills a stalwart band
Of clansmen in his following,

Himself should lead them and command.
He could not hear—our own Lochiel—
‘With heart unmoved that strong appeal,
To rouse once more the ancient breed

Of warriors, as his sires had done,
And help his country in her need

‘With the flower of brave Clan Cameron,

Iv.

Then every morning Achnacarty
Saw clansmen mustering in hot hurry—
Saw every glen that owns Lochiel,
Lochaber Braes, and all Midm-more,
Glenluy, west to fair Loch Shiel,
Their bravest to the trysting pour.
‘Westward the summons passed, as flame
By shepherds lit, some dry March day,
Sweeps over heathery braes—so came
The tidings to Glen Desseray ;
And found the men of Shenebhal
Down in the meadow, busy all
Their stacks of barley set to bind,
Against the winter's rain and wind ;
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All the flower of the Glen—
Grown, or nearly grown to men—
Heard that summons, all between
Thirty years and bright eighteen,
Loth or willing, slow or fleet,
Rose their Chieftain’s call to meet ;
Angus, youngest, eager most
To join the quickly mustering host.
Though sad his sire, he could but feel
His boy must follow young Lochiel,
And his mother’s _heart, tho’ wae,
Did not dare to say him nay.
‘When the following morn appeared,
Down the loch their boat they steered
To Achnacarry, there to enrol
Their names upon the muster-seroll,
And receive their Chief’s command,
To gather when a month was gone,
And follow to a foreign land
The young heir of Clan Cameron.

v

‘What were they doing by Lochourn,

At the Farm of Rounieval,
When there came that sudden turn

To Angus’ fortunes, changing all ?
The tidings found, at close of day,
Ronald and Muriel on their way
Homeward, by the winding shore,
Driving the cattle on before.
At hearing of that startling word
The heart of Ronald, deeply stirred,
‘Wrought to and fro—Must I then part
From him, the brother of my heart ;
Let him go forth, on some far shore,
To perish, seen of me no more
It must not be, shall not be so,
‘Where Angus goeth, I will go.
Soon to his sister’s ear he brought
The secret thing that in him wrought—
“T go with Angus—side by side
We'll meet, whatever fate betide.”

VI.

‘Who, that hath ever known the powet

Of home, but to life’s latest hour,

Will bear in mind the deathly knell,

That on his infant spirit fell,

‘When first some voice, low-whispering said,
% One lamb in the home-fold lies dead ;”
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Or that drear hour, scarce less forlorn,
When tidings to his ear was borne,
That the first brother needs must part
From the home-circle, heart to heart
Fast bound,—must leave the well-loved place,
Alone the world’s bleak road to face.
Then as their hearts strain after him,
‘With many a prayer and yearning dim,
The old home, they feel, erst so serene,
No more can be as it has been.

Just so that sudden summons fell
Upon the heart of Muriel,

Even like a sudden funeral bell—

An iron knell of deathly doom

To wither all her young life’s bloom.

VIL 5

Few words of dool that night they spake,
Though their two hearts were nigh to break,
But with the morrow’s purpling dawn
Ronald and Muriel they are gone
Up through the pine trees, till they clomb
The highest ridge upon the way
That strikes o’er Knoydart mountains from
Lochourn-side to Glen Desseray ;
And there they parted. Not, I ween,
‘Was that their latest parting morn ;
Yet seldom have those mountains seen
Two sadder creatures, more forlorn,
Than these two moving, each apart,
To commune with their own lone heart,
To Achnacarry, one to share
The muster of the clansmen there,
And one, all lonely, to return
Back to the desolate, dark Lochourn,
And yet no wild and wayward wail
‘Went up from bonny Rounieval,
But Muriel set her to prepare
Against the final parting day,
A tartan plaid for Ronald’s wear,
‘When he was far away.
She took the has-wool,* lock by lock,
The choice wool, she in summers old,
‘What time her father sheared his flock,
Had gathered by the mountain fold.
She washed and carded it clean and fine,
Then, sitting by the birling wheel,

* See Burns’ song ‘‘ I coft a stane o’ haslock woo’.” *‘Haslock, or hauselock wool is
the softest and finest of the fleece, and is shorn from the throats of sheep in summer
heat, to give them air and keep them cool,"—dAllan Cunningham,
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She span it out, a slender twine,
And hanked it on the larger reel,
Singing a low, sad chaunt the while,
That might her heavy heart beguile.

VIII.

The hanks she steeped in diverse grains—
Rich grains, last autumn time distilled
By her own hands, with curious pains,
Learnt from old folk in colours skilled.
Deep dyes of orange, which she drew
From crotal dark on mountain top,
And purples of the finest hue
Pressed from fresh heather crop.
Black hues which she had brewed from bark
Of the alders, green and dark,
‘Which overshadow streams that go,
After they have won the vale,
Seaward winding still and slow,
Down by gloomy Barisdale.-
Thereto she added diverse juices,
"l'aken for their colouring uses,
From the lily flowers that float
High on mountain lochs remote ;
And yellow tints the tanzy yields,
Growing in forsaken fields—
All these various hues she found
On her native Highland ground.

9.4

But besides she fused and wrought
In her chalice tinctures brought
From far-off countries—blue of Ind,
From plants that by the Ganges grew,
And brilliant scarlets, well refined,
From cochineal, the cactus rind
Yields on warm hills of Mexico,
‘When in these tinctures long had lain
The several hanks, and drank the grain,
She sunned them on the homeside grass,
Before the door, above the burn,
Then to the weaver’s home did pass,
‘Who lived to westward, down Lochourn.
She watched the webster while he tried
Her hanks, and put the dyes to proof,
Then to the loom her fingers tied,
Just as he bade her, warp and woof,
The threads of bonny haslock woo'—
Her haslock woo’ well dyed and fine,
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And she matched the colours, hue with hue,
Laid them together, line on line.

And as the treddles rattling went,
And the swift shuttle whistled through,

It seemed as though her heart-strings blent
With every thread that shuttle drew.

X.

‘When two moons had waxed and waned,
And the third was past the full,
And the weary cup was all but drained
Of long suspense, and naught remained,
But the'one day of parting dool,
From Achnacarry Ronald passed
Down to Lochourn, to bid farewell
To father, mother, brother dear,
And his sole sister, Muriel.
For word had come the new-raised band
Ere two days pass must leave their land,
To march on foreign service—where,
Not even their chief could yet declare.
Far had the autumn waned that morn,
‘When Ronald left his home forlorn,
And all his family rose and went
Forth by his side to cheer his way,
To the tryst whither he was bent,
At foot of long Glen Desseray.
And as they went was Muriel wearing
Around her breast the new-woven plaid,
And Ronald tall, with gallant bearing,
Walked in clan tartan garb arrayed.
A while they kept the winding shores
Of wan Lochourn—from friendly doors
Many a heartily breathed farewell
On the ears of the passing family fell.
Then up through dark Glen Barrisdale lay
Their path the morning chill and grey,
And drearily the fitful blast
Moaned down the corries, as they passed,
And floated in 4roops around their head
From withered birks the wan leaves dead ;
And the swathes of mist, in the black gulphs curled,
On the gusty breezes swayed and swirled,
Up to the cloud that in solid mass .
Roofed the Mam above and the lonely Pass.
Into that cloud the travellers bore—
Lochourn and his islands were seen no more.

XL

As they passed from the Mam and its cloudy cowl,
Beneath lay Loch Nevish with grim, black scowl—
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The blackest, sullenest loch that fills

The ocean-rents of these gnarled hills ;
Those flanking hills, where evermore

Dank vapours swim, wild rain-floods pour.
‘Where ends the loch the way is barred

By the awesome pass of Mam-clach-ard,

By some great throes of Nature rent
Between two mountains imminent ;
Scour-na-naat with sharp wedge soaring,
Scour-na-ciche, cataracts pouring

From precipice to precipice,

Headlong down many a blind abyss.

A place it was, e'en at noon or morn,

Of dim, weird sights, and sounds forlorn,
But after nightfall, lad nor lass

In all Lochiel would face that pass.

Now as these travellers climb the Mam,
They were aware of a stern, grim calm—
The calm of the autumn afternoon,

‘When night and storm will be roaring soon.
But little time, I ween, had they

To watch strange shapes, weird sounds to hear,
For they must hasten on their way— -
Not feed on phantasies of fear,

Lest night should fall on them before

They reached Loch Arkaig’s distant shore,

XII.

Down to that trysting place they fare,
Many people were gathered there—
Father, mother, sister, friend,
From all the glens, deep-hearted Gael,
Each for some parting brother, blend
Manhood’s tears with woman's wail,
Beneath them on the water’s marge,
Lay floating ready the eight-oared barge,
To Achnacarry soon to bear
His clansmen to their young Chief there.
‘When the Knoydart family reached that crowd,
And heard their lamentations loud,
Behind a green knoll, out of view,
‘With their young warrior all withdrew—
* That knoll which sent, in by-gone days,
Down the long loch the beacon’s blaze.
There Angus and his people all
‘Were waiting them of Rounieval,
And while the old folk, in sorrow peers,
Mingle their common grief and tears,
And Angus, home and parents leaving,
Is set to bear with manly grieving,
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Yet one peculiar pang was there,
‘Which only he and Muriel share—
A pang deep-hid in either breast,
Nor once to alien ear confessed.

XIIIL.

Then Muriel suddenly unbound
The plaid wherewith herself was drest,

Threw it her brother’s shoulders round,
And wrapt it o’er his manly breast.

¢ This plaid my own hands dyed and wove,

Memorial of our true homelove ;

Let its fast colours symbol be

Of thoughts and prayers that cling to thee.”

Then from her breast his mother took

A little Gaelic Bible book—

“For my sake read, and o'er it pray,

‘We here shall meet when you're far away.”

‘With that, impatient cries wax'd loud—

¢ Unmoor the barge "—one swift embrace,
One clinging kiss to each dear face,

And rushing blindly through the crowd,
Angus and Ronald take their place

Within the boat. The piper blew

The thrilling pibroch of Donald Dhu ; )

But the sound on the Knoydart weepers fell,

And on many more, like a funeral knell ;

And the further down the loch they sail,

In deeper sadness died the wail,

And their eyes grew dimmer, and yet more dim,

Down the wan water following him— -

‘Watching so fleetly disappear

All that on earth they hold most dear,

Till round the farthest jutting Rhu

The barge, oar-driven, swept from view.

Then from the knoll they turned away,
And tears no more they cared repress,

But set their face through gloamin’ grey,
Back to the western wilderness.

(o be Continued. )

o StescriBkrs.—We are obliged to request those who have tiot paid
their subscriptions to do so at once. It can only be owing to forgetfulness
that this little matter is not attended to, but we would remind our friends
that every thousand subscriptions mean, to us, considerably over £300. The
Credit rate will be charged in every case, without exception, where the sub-
scription is not paid this month. It is impossible to do the reader or the
Magazine justice unless the reader does his part,
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A CHAPTER ON THE SUPERSTITIOUS STORIES OF THE
HIGHLANDERS.

0

THERE is no subject that has given so much play to the fancy of the
Highlanders as the sort of hide-and-seek game the spirits of the dead seem
to play among the living ; in fact, the more illiterate part of the peasantry
seem to dwell on the very borders of the unseen land, and the severing
veil appears to be a most shadowy one. And though there is something
more poetic in the imagination that peoples the mountains and glens with
spirits visitant than in the more material Sadduceeism of the southron,
yet, we know the eye that sees double is diseased as well as the one whose
vision is dim. If a “reverend grannie”—in the least degree superstitious
—heard in the south a “rustling” or “groaning” among the ¢ boortrees”
whilst at her prayers in the darkness, she would at once conclude it was
the devil ; but a Highland woman would be much more apt to think it
was the ghost of some one departed, who had wrongs unrevealed or un-
avenged, or died with some secret locked in his or her soul. And there
live at this day in the Highlands hundreds of brave stalwart men who
would fight fearlessly upon a battlefield, but who would shiver and quake
like an aspen on a lonely road at night if they heard the scream of a sea-
bird, or if a dog crossed their path, if a meteor was seen to flash over
the heavens, or a light was seen glimmering in the distance. Nor are the
visits of the departed expected always to be confined to lonely places, for
I have seen faces pale it an unexpected rap came to the door after dusk,
and to pass a burying-ground at night alone is not considered brave but
daring and foolish. These nocturnal rangers of moor and fell are not
always expected to appear “sheeted” as those who were gibbered in the
streets of Rome. They are generally seen in the clothing and appearance
they were wont to have when still in the body, and, as far as I ever
learned, their power of inflicting corporeal punishment is increased rather
than diminished. I shall give you some instances of stories firmly be-
lieved.

The pretty burying-ground of Cillechoireal, or St Cyuril, is in the braes
of Lochaber, and can be seen from the coach that daily runs from Fort-
William to Kingussie. It is a lovely spot, the very ideal of a peaceful
resting-place to sleep well in “after life’s fitful fever”; but there was a
time when peace was a stranger there, and the whole countryside was
night after night disturbed with the shoutings of unearthly combatants
—those who had been enemies rising again under the curtain of night to
renew their feuds and fight their battles over again—the clashing of bat-
tle-axes and claymores—not to speak of the slashing of the Dochinassie
sticks—were heard far and wide. The breaking of bones, the screams of
the vanquished, and the wild fiendish laughter of the victors, made the
strongest heart quake, whilst the timid and the feaxrful were almost dead
with terror. This state of matters went on for a considerable length of
time until at last one dark stormy night matters came to a crisis. Wo-
men shrieked with terror in their homes, and strong men could only pray
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and cross themselves. It scemed as if all who had ever been buried there
were up and at it.

The wind blew as ’twad blawn its last,
The rattlin’ showers rose on the blast;
The speedy gleam the darkness swallowed—
Loud, deep, and lang, the thunder bellowed,

But above the bellowing of the thunder, the rattling of the showers, and

blowing of the raging wind, came the shrieks of that “ hellish legion” and
the noise of their demoniac warfare.

At length one man stronger in faith than his neighbours volunteered
to go for the priest, for he could no longer bear to see the state of terror .
in which his wife and daughters were, and he feared they might even die -

before these awful hosts would “scent the morning air.”

Sic a night he took the road in,
As ne’er poor sinner was abroad in,

And his brave heart was duly rewarded, for he got safe to the priest’s-‘-
house, and told his tale in eager haste. The priest, who was a very holy

man, set out for the scene of the dreadful melee. In crossing the River

Spean, the man carried the clergyman on his back, and when they got to

the further shore, he took one of his shoes and made holy water in it, and~

after many prayers, he went alone to the burying-ground, leaving the mes-
senger in a state of terror at the river-side. In ¢ that hour o’ nicht’s black
arch the keystone,” the priest bravely entered the scene of unholy war-

fare, and he reconsecrated the place amidst the yells of the vanishing
spectres, and from that day to this, silence reigns in Cillechoireal : “and

there at peace the ashes mix of those who once were foes.” And the re-
spectable and sensible man who told me this tale, and who believed in it
himself most devoutly, lies now there asleep quietly with his ancestors.

Another story was told me by a sailor from the West Coast of Ross-

shire. Near his native place was a wild moor that for years was so haunted
that no one would venture upon facing it after dusk. The most awful
lamentations were heard as from a young man in great distress. He al-
ways frequented the one spot, and at the same hour every night the ago-

nising wail that loaded the night winds with pain began. They knew he

wanted to communicate his grief to some person, but no one had courage

enough to venture near him. At length an old soldier came the way, and

when he called at the roadside inn for refreshments, they advised him

not to face the moor as might was near, but to take his bed there at

once, as he seemed worn with travel, and he would be sure—if he did face
the moor—to return as hundreds had done before him, whenever the voice

of woe that haunted the place would fall upon his ear. The soldier

laughed their fears to scorn and passed on. In the middle of the moor he'

heard the plaintive cry, and he fearlessly asked the young man the cause
of his wail. : X

«“Alas!” he eried. ¢ Alas! I cannot cease to wail, there is no restfor
me whilst my false love—who vowed in this spot so often to be mine for
ever, and whose falseness caused my early death—sleeps nightly in the
bosom of the man whom she married because he had more of the world’s
goods than I had.”

“ And where is this false love of thine, young man, whose voice is so

full of sorrow?’ said the soldier,
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‘¢ She is the mistress of the inn you passed near the end of this moor”
replied the young man in the same sad tone,

“Come with me and you will get the hand she falsely promised you,”
said the soldier, and the young man followed him to the window of the
inn.

The soldier cried for a draught of ale ; and the landlady—who was in
bed—arose hastily, saying, “I was sure you would return; I had better
undo the door and let you in?”

“Not just yet,” said the soldier, “I have a friend with me who can-
not enter—hand him a draught of ale—you need not bring a light.” The
woman hastily obeyed, and when she opened the window and gave out
the pot of ale, her hand was clasped by an icy cold one, and her eyes fell
upon the pale, sorrowful visage of her dead lover. She gave a loud cry,
and fell lifeless upon the floor ; and the lamentations of the brokén-hearted
young man were never again heard on the moor, and the wayfarers got
leave to travel undisturbed.

I will send you again shortly more of these stories that are nightly
related and regarded as facts by so many of our countrymen.

MARY MACKELLAR,

Kyre—Caon.—A correspondent “imperfectly acquainted with the
Gaelic language, but who takes a great interest in the Celtic language,
literature, people, and history,” writes :-—In Mr Maclean’s letter on the
Ossianic controversy, he suggests that the derivation of ¢ Kyle’ is Coille
—a wood. Now this derivation disconcerts all my previous ideas of the
derivation of ‘Kyle.! Many years ago, I happened to be the fellow
traveller, in the steamer from Glasgow to Oban, of a great Gaelic
scholar, the late Mr'Macdonald, Roman Catholic Bishop of Lismore ; and
passing through the Kyles of Bute, I asked him the meaning of the word
‘Kyle?’ His answer was, ‘¢ What is the meaning of Calais?’ and ex-
plained that the sound of K, or hard C, was always associated with
narrowness either of land or water. T have often amused myself since (I
cannot give my researches a more scientific name) by tracing the deriva-
tion of the names of places, and discovered that I could find a Celtic origin
for many names not only in Scotland and Ireland, but in England and on
the continent of Europe. Many ferries in the Highlands, where narrow-
ness is the distinguishing characteristic, have the K or hard C— Cunnell,
Corran, Cregan, Craignish, Kessock, &c.—while a ferry that is not nar-
row has no C, but merely the sound sk, descriptive of water, such as
Shean; and where neither narrowness nor expanse of water is the one char-
acteristic, but .the ferry combines the two, we have the combination of
both sounds— Ballachulish—which, as I should translate it, would be
‘the town of the rushing narrow water.” Perhaps my derivation may be
fanciful, but if you can spare space, will you take some notice
of my suggestions, and perhaps some Gaelic scholars may be induced to
take up the subject of Celtic derivations, which, even in the imperfect
way 1 haye been able to carry out, has made me find a fresh charm in
travel.”
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THE ALIEN CHIEFS,

—_——

Old Caledonia widowed ! pours her griefs,
Mourning with death’s sad tears her absent chiefs,

Where now are the chieftaing of song and of story,

The clan-loving men, the descendants of fame ?
Alas ! 'neath the halo of traitorous glory,

They live but as aliens encircled with shame :
’Mid Sassenach scions of Fashion and Folly

They court the gay paths of dishonour and death,
Bereft of the pride of the patriot holy,

Behold them ! vile nurslings of Luxury’s breath.

Alas ! poor Caledonia !

Empoisoned and pampered with night-ushered revels,
As dull, trembling cowards they listlessly live,
Nor heed they the wailings from rent-racking evils,
Their poor humble cottars oft piteously give :
No more in their bosoms the worth of their fathers
Triumphantly gleams to illumine the man,
Contempt’s leaden pallor around them now gathers,
Unloved and unhonoured by kinsmen or clan,
Alas ! poor Caledonia !

The valleys and mountains by ancestors guarded,
‘To memory sacred, they've ruthlessly sold ;
Their glorious deeds, yea their dust is discarded
To reap the cold glamour of hate-bringing gold ;
Woes me ! that the blood of the brave has descended
To knee-bending courtiers oblivious to wrong,
The pride of our chieftains for ever is ended
‘When dark, craven virtues unto them belong.
Alas ! poor Caledonia !

Alas ! Caledonia, alone and forsaken,
May weep for the sons who her laurels have shorn ;
Oh ! ne’er will her dawn of redemption be breaking
Till home-loving chieftains her mountains adorn :
Awake from your apathy’s blightful devotion
Descendants of heroes once mighty and brave!
Come ! let the old spirit enkindle emotion,
Arouse ! the loved land of your forefathers save !
Rejoice then Caledonia !

WM, ALLAN,
SUNDERLAND,
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ANNUAL DINNER OF THE GAELIC SOCIETY OF INVERNESS,

s

TaI8 annual re-union of the members of the Gaelic Society and their friends took place
in the Station Hotel, on Friday evening, the 12th of January—Old New-Year’s eve. It
' was in every respect the most successful meeting of the kind ever held in connection
- with the Society. Chief Professor Blackie presided, supported by Sir K. S. Mackenzie,
' Bart,, Captain Chisholm of Glasshurn, H, C. Macandrew, Charles Stewart of Brin,

Charles Innes, Ballifeary, Bailie J. Davidson, Colin Chisholm, ex-President of the Gaelio

Society of London; Revs, Alex. Macgregor, M.A., and Maclauchlan ; Messrs Jolly and

Sime, H.M. Inspectors of Schools; Wm. Mackay, solicitor ; Peter Burgess, factor for

Glenmoriston, and many other influential Celts, to the number of about seventy.

Apologies were received, among many others, from Cluny, Tulloch, Lochiel, Charles

Fraser-Mackintosh, M.P., Deputy Surgeon-General W, C. Mackinnon, C.B. ; Raigmore,

General Sir Patrick Grant, G.C.B. ; C. S. Jerram, M.A,, Oxford; and Osgood H,

Mackenzie of Inverewe,

The Chief, while proposing the toast of the evening, delivered one of his characteristio
speeches, in which he compared the incongruity of his being Chief of the Society with a
full-dressed Highlander strutting about in a dress hat. He, however, considered it one
of the greatest honours of his life that he had been asked to be the Chief of the Inver-
ness Gaelic Society, even -though it were but for the brief period of one year.* The
memory would remain as long as he lived, and perhaps it would be inscribed on his
tombstone. He certainly thought that if any University had the sense to make him
D.C.L., or D.D., or LL.D., he would never esteem it half such an honour as being Chief
of the Gaelic Society of Inverness. The real human sympathy which he felt in this
matter would, he hoped, obliterate the wstheticul incongruity which he personally
afforded. They required such a combination as the Inverness Gaelic Society. It
showed that there was a consciousness in the minds of the people in the Highlands that
they had a right to walk on God’s earth as a peculiar people like the Jews, to whom they
owed so much. They owed to the Jews their Bible and religion, just as they owed to
the Greeks their wisdom ; and to the Highlanders their chivalry, and the most brilliant
passages in their history. He was proud to think that the Highland people were now
thoroughly conscious of it themselves—that they thought they were not merely made for
being rubbed out, stamped out, or smothered off by south-country civilization, The
Professor then prophecied that the Gaelic would be extinct in two hundred years, and
adduced his reasons; but it onght to be cultivated and cherished. The speedy death,
however, which he prophecied for the language would be the fault of Highlanders them-
selves, The Welsh had cultivated their language, and it was found staring every
traveller at Welsh railway stations; but the Highland people had not cultivated mnor
honoured their language as they ought to have done. They did not read their own
volumes, but went a whoring after strange gods, as the Israelites did, and paid the
penalty. How could they think others would respect Gaelic when they did not respect
it themselves? The Gaelic could not, he urged, be wisely neglected by any man who
wished to do the Highland people justice as a moral or an intellectual educator.. The
man was not in a truly natural state who did not love the language of the people among
whom he wasborn. The Professor concluded :—The English language is a mixty-maxty—
a kind of hodge-podge—a mere devil’s soup brewed up of all materials which came from
nobody knows where. It would require the mostlearned man in Germany—perhaps half-a"
dozen of the most learned men—to make a good etymological English dictionary. The words

* He has since, as a well merited special honour, been elected for the second time,
) b3
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have no meaning except to a man who knows Latin and Greek, and sometimes Gaelic,
To a poor Highland boy what significance will the word *‘publican” in the Gsspels con=
vey? The only kind ot publicans he knows are those of a kind which my friend the
Rev, Mr Macgregor does not like to patronise ; but he would make a great mistake if he
thought they were the publicans mentioned by Luke, But if the boy opens his Gaelic
Bible he will find the word cismhaor, and knows at once that this is the man wh
gathers the taxes, Another thing struck him the first time he read the first chapter O?i
Genesis in Gaelic, The first verse in English is, ‘‘in the beginning God created the
heavens and the earth,” What idea do you attach to the word create? Go back to the
Latin, Greek, or even the Sanskrit, and you will not learn ; all that you arrive at is thatg
it signifies ‘‘ doing or acting.” In Gaelic the same verse runs—**’San toiseach chruthaich
Dia na néamhan agus an talamh.” The Professor slowly spelt the third word, chruthaich.
Now, strike off the termination and see what you have—cruth. That word means shape
or form, and there you have the key to the whole Platonic philosophy, and the Gospel
philosophy too. To give form to the formless is one of the prime functions of creation,
Having made that boy a philosopher by the help of Gaelic, I ask how can any ms.n‘:
despise and trample it under his feet as a language of savages? If any man dare say that it
is a barbarous language, he is either a fool or a savage himself, he is still in the gall of
bitterness and the bond of iniquity—of course in a philosophical sense., Let such a
fellow come before me, and I will smash him to powder. Let a man be ever so
mighty, truth is mightier; and nothing but gross ignorance or prejudice can explain the
hostility of those people who would stamp out the Gaelic. If they dare to come $o the
front before me, whose Gaelic is only of yesterday, I will squelch them into jelly. I
once received an epistle from a gentleman who refused to subscribe to the Celtic Chair,
and attributed all the evils of the Highlands to two causes—the one being Gaelic and the
other feudalism. Now, feudalism never was in the Highlands except in the shape of :
law-deeds ; and such things only show the insolence of John Bull, who knows of nothin,
beyond the Grampians except grouse, and deer, and ptarmigan. I could mention severai-
things that have ruined the Highlands. Their own folly in rising in *45 helped it. - Even
Lochiel saw the danger at the time, and yielded to mere sentiment. Next to that, two
things have done mischief. One is absenteeism, or the possession of property by persons"
who do not perform the duties which belong to a proprietor in all well-organised
societies ; and the second is selfishness masked in the words of a political ezonomy which
regards the product only and not the producer, which measures the wealth of nations
merely by the amount of external products which they gather together, and not by the
real well-being of the people who belong to the country—a political economy divorced *
from human love and evangelical morality, and also from the best maxims of a sound
social policy. Not to detain you longer, let me say that if you wish this Society to pros-
per, and if you wish yourselves to be respected as Highlanders and as men, you will culti-
vate your Highland traditions ond the Gaelic language along with your noble Gaelic .
sentiments in all your sehools. (The speech was cheered to the echo throughout, and the
audience kept in roars of laughter.)

Mr Wm, Mackay, hon. secretary of the Society, delivered a speech, while proposing
Celtic Literature, so much in our special groove, and so interesting and suggestive in
many ways, that we give it entire :—Two days ago I happened to mention to a gentle-
man whom I am glad to see here this evening, that I had been requested to propose this
toast. ‘I suppose,” said he, with a knowing smile on his countenance, ‘‘your first
and most difficult duty will be to preve that such a thing as Celtic literature exists.”
Now, gentlemen, taking my friend’s words as my text, I shall, with your permission,
endeavour to show not only that we have a literature, but also that it is one which is
ancient and not altogether worthless, The subject is however so wide that, so far as
the rich literary remains of the Cymric branch of the Celtic nation are concerned, I shall
merely allude to them in passing. Some of them, as old as the sixth century, you may
find in Skene’s Four Ancient Books of Wales, We of the Gaelic branch are more im-
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nediately interested in the literature of our ancestors of Scotland and Ireland; peopls
who at one time were in constant communication with each other, and thought no more
f crossing the stormy sea which separated them than we Invernessians do of crossing
Kessock Ferry to visit the good people of the Black Isle, Perhaps the oldest piece of
yure Gaelic writing now in existence is a verse in Dioma’s Book, a manuscript copy of
he Gospels made for St Cronan, of Roscrea, in Ireland, who died in the beginning of the
ieventh century, From that time down to the sixteenth century Gaelic writers wrote
0 an extent which is quite amazing to those who, looking to the scantiness of the Saxon
iterature of the period, assumed that the Celt must have been' infinitely in the rear.
Among ancient Gaelic manuscripts discovered in Scotland, are the Book of the Abbey of
Deer in Aberdeenshire, a manuscript of the ninth century now published by the Spaldin
Jlub; the Bethune Manuscript, of date 1100 ; the Lament of Dearduil, dated 1208 ; ang
he Dean of Lismore’s Book, of the sixteenth century, containing upwards of 11,000
rerses of Gaelic poetry by Ossian and other ancient bards. As to the Gaelic manuscripts
'ound in Ireland, in the British Museum, in the Bodleian Library, and in the libraries of
Rome, Paris, Brussels, and other continental towns, they are legion. Large portions of
hose manuscripts have been published under the superintendence of OG’Curry, O’Dono-
7an, Skene, Sullivan, the Royal Irish Academy, and the Royal Commission for publishing
he Brehon Laws ; but, in the opinion of Professors O’Loony and O’Mahony of Dublin,
here were in 1875 still not less than 1000 volumes of unpublished Gaelic. The contents
f these volumes are as varied as the subjects which exercised the minds of the learned
f the ages in which they were written—history, poetry, romance, law, medicine, and
sven mathematics and astronomy. The poems aud romances are remarkable for the
rivid glimpses which they give of the every-day life of our remote ancestors ; the scien-
ific treatises are curious in so far as they unfold to us the views of the ancient Celt on
ubjects which command attention in our own day; but by far the most valvable are
he annals and historical tracts which, in many cases, were written at the times of which
hey speak, Skene carefully studied them, and made capital use of them in his * Celtic
Scotland,” just published—a work in which he has completely demolished the fabulous
abrics raised by Fordun, Boece, and other so-called historians of ancient Scotland ; and
n which he narrates the true history in a remarkably lucid and entertaining manner,
And it is not alone to him who would be historian of Scotland that those remains may
) interesting. Do they, for example, throw any light on the topography and early
listory of the town in which we are met, and the surrounding districts? We have con-
innally been told that Loch Ness, the River Ness, and Inverness all derive their names
rom the Fall of Foyers, an Eas—but the Tales of Clan Uisneach, composed, according
0 Professor O’Curry, anterior to the year 1000, lead me to discredit that theory, and to
selieve that the loch, river, and town owe their names to Naois, the son of Uisneach,
who, with his love Dearduil (pronounced Jardil) fled from the court of Conachar Mac-
Nessa, King of Ulster, in the first century, to Scotland, where they sojourned for a time,
in those tales I find mention of Uisge Naois (the Water of Naois, which I take to be
s0ch Ness), and Inbhernaois, or Inverness. The prominent vitrified fort on the south
hore of Loch Ness is to this day known as Dun Dearduil, and in the Gaelic manuscript
f 1208, which I have mentioned, Dearduil, on her return to Ireland, sings farewell to
jcotland, and a favourite glen there, in the following strain :—

¢ Beloved land, that eastern land,
Alba with its lakes ;
Oh | that I might not depart from it,
But I depart with Naois.
Glen Urchain! O Glen Urchair !
It was the straight Glen of Smooth ridges ;
Not more joyful was a man of his age
Than Naoig in Glen Urchain,”

Jow, on the north shore of Loch Ness, and opposite Dun Dearduil, we have the beautiful
“len of Urquhart (in Gaelic Gleann Urchudain), and there can, I think, be little doubt
Jat that is the glen of which Dearduil sang, Without leaving Glen Urquhart, I may
tention that Anderson, in his *‘ Guide to the Highlands,” supposes that the ancient
smple which stood in the immediate vicinity of Temple Pier was the same as the church
' Maolrubha, built about 600; but in the Annals of Tighernach, who died in 1088,
1€ place in which that church was erected is called Apurcrossan, which certainly is not
len Urquhart, and may be Applecross, Few intelligent Scotsmen are, I presume,
snorant of the fact that Scotland was at one time divided into seven provinces, but I
nture to say that there are not many who are aware of another fact recorded in a
elic verse quoted by Gillecaemhan, who died in 1072, that this arrangement had its
igin in a division of Alban among the seven sons of Cruithne. The Picts, whose king
. the time of Columba had his palace in the neighbourhood of Inverness, are frequently
| entioned, and at a later period we have recorded the murder in our vicinity of the
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¢ Gracious Duncan,” of Shakespeare, by Macbeth, the Maormor of the ancient, and for
a long time independent, province of Moray, in the very centre of which we now are;
the career of Macbeth as King of Scotland ; and the wars in which the Celts of Moray
were from time to time engaged in defence of their ancient rights, until at last the
bloody tale ends with the significant words, under the year 1130—Ar fer Muriamh in
Albain—the slaughter of the Men of Moray in Alban. I have now endeavoured to indi-
cate the extent and value of our ancient written literature. I need not tell you of th
mass of oral literature which we possess in the shape of beautiful tales and stirrin?
ballads, a great part of which has been collected and published by Mr J. F. Campbell of
Islay; nor ot the ‘‘Poems of Ossiun,” which, no matter by whom they were composeﬁ
were sufficient, when published, to send a Celtic thrill through the intellect of Europe—"
nor yet of the numerous Gaelic bards who have flourished within the last two centurie
For an account of all these, and the progress of Gaelic literature generally, I refer yo
to the works of Dr M‘Lauchlan, Professor Bourke, acd our own Chief. At no ether
time within the history of the Celt did his literature receive such attention as it do
now. Success then let us drink to it ; in prosperity may it more and more increase, an
may the time be not far distant when no Briton shall deem his education complet;
without some knowledge of the ancient literature of his native land, Let me couple the
toast with the mame of the Rev. Mr Macgregor, one of the oldest and raciest Gaeli
writers of our day. His beautifal translation of the Apocrypha, undertaken at the ri
quest, and published at the expense, of Prince Lucien Napoleon, is sufficient to hand his®
name down to posterity as a Gaelic schelar ; but perhaps he will live more in the affe
tion of his countrymen as the genial *‘Sgiathanach” and ‘¢ Alastair Ruadh” of all o
Highland magazines and newspapers, from the Cuairtear and Fear Tathaich to the Gae
Highlander, and Celtwe Magazine,

The Rev. Alex. Macgregor, in reply, pointed out the great antiquity of the Gaeli
language—how it can be traced all over Europe ; how, after laying the foundation
Greek, Latin, and other languages, it continned its progress westward, until it final
found shelter in Scotland, Ireland, the Isle of Man, Wales, and other places; and €oj
cluded an excellent Gaelic speech as follows :—Uime sin tha ’Ghaelig urramach a’ fatha
sgrivbhta ann an ainmibh gach béinn agus beallach, gach slochd agus cnochd, gal
abhainn agus allt, gach ruidh agus rudha, cha’n’e mbain air feadh Alba gu léir, a
mar an céudna air mor-thir na Roinn-Eorpa. Chan’ ’eil teagamh nach d’ionnsui
Ceann-feadhna Comuinn Gaelig Inbhernis am mor edlas aige air a’ Ghaelig, o b
*faicinn gu’n robh i’na steigh, ’na bunait, agus’na fréumh don’ Ghrdugais agus do
Taidinn air am bheil e co fiosrach. Is miorbhuileach an diarachd a ta lionadh cridhe
Ceann feadhna chum a Ghaelig éiridinn, Leis an strith a rinn e, tha Caithir na Gaelie
cheana air a tri cosaibh ann an Oil-thigh Dhunedin, agus chan’ fhad an uine gus am bi
i air a steidheachadh gu daingean diongmhalta air a ceithir cosaibh, An sin, suidhe:
air &’ chaithir sin duine foghluimte éigin, a bhios a’ craobh-sgaoileadh gach fiosrachai
mun’ Ghaelig eadar bhun agus bharr air feadh gach cearnaidh de dh’ Alba, agus na
rioghachd air fad. Is miorbhuileach an dichioll a riuneadh leis an Olladh urramac
Blackie fein, chum na criche 80, an uair nach ’eil boiune a dh’fhuil nan Gaidheal 'na
chuislibh ! Ach tha e cianail, maslachail a bhi faicinn mar a ta 2’ Ghaelig air a druideadh
a mach as gach tigh-sgoile ann an Gaidhealtachd na h-Alba, agus an digridh air am
fagail co aineolach ri lothaibh nan asail fiadhaich air cdinnt am mathar fein, Cha n’ eil
pa h-ard chumhachdan a shuidhich na sgoilean sin, a’ toirt aon chuid comais no diais
don’ luchd-teagaisg chum Gaelig a thoirt idir don’ digridh, agus air an aobhar sin chan’
urrainn iad Focal an Tighearna a leughadh ann an cdinnt am mathar fein, agus is nar an
gnothuch e! Tha e taitneach, gidheadh, guin bheil gach Comunn Gaidhealach anns an
rioghachd air fad a db’ aoin inntinn chum so athleasachadh, agus tha na Comunna sin
lionmhor, Cha mhor baile ann am Breatunn anns nach ’eil Comunn Gaelig. Ach ¢’ait am
bheil leithid Comunn Gaelig Inbhernis? Tha bilill a’ Chomuinn 8o a’ dol gu’n dilan chum
gach reachd agus cleachd a bhuineas do na Gaidheal a chumeil air chuimhne, agus chum
gach riaghailt agus innleachd a ghnathachadh chum sliochd nam beann athleasachadh &
thaobh nithe aimsireil agus spioradail. The’n Comunn gu mor air a chuideachadh cham
na criche go le da thi ro chumhachdach anns a’ bhaile so fein, agus labhrar dmpa a réir
an aois. Tha againn, an toiseach, an -Ard-Albannach ¢dir, agus is didlnach laghach e,
Ged is iongantach e ri radh, chan’ ’eil e ach air éigin ceithir bliadhna dh’aois, gidheadh,
chithear e, le’ bhonaid leathainn agus le’ bhreacain-an-fheile, a ’siubhal o bhaile gu baile,
o chomunn gu comunn, a’ labhairt, ag éisdeachd, a’ teagasg, agus &’ sparradh nithe
jomchuidh chum a luchd-duthcha a shedladh air an t-slighe cheairt, chum an leas fein.
Gu robh gach deagh bhuaidh leis. Ach tha dganach tréun agus deas-chainnteach eile
againn ann am priomh-bhaile so na Gaidhealtachd, agus chan’’eil e fathast ach beagan
thar bliadhna dh’aois, gidheadh is comharraichte tapaidh am balachane. Is e ¢ Mios:
Jeabhar Gaidhealach” (Celtic Magazine) is ainm dha, Tha deagh fhiaclan aige a
cheana, leis an gedrr agus am bedrr e gach ni, ann an cumadh freagarrach chum maith
a luchd-datheha, Is iongantach an atdras edlais a th’aige air seann sgéulaibb, each-
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draidhean-céilidh, faisneachdan soilleir, agus nithe eigsamhla eile. Gheibhear ’sa Mhios-
leabhar so, eachdraidh chuimir air gach deasboircachd mu bhardachd Oisein, far am
bheil comus labhairt aig luchd-dionaidh agus luchd-aicheadl a’ bhdird urramaich sin,
Tha mor speis agam da’n dganach so-cho mor agus gu'n d’thug mi cuideachadh m’ainme
mar fhear deasaichaidh dha air son bliadhna ; agus dheanainn sin fhathast na’m biodh
comas agam cuideachadh da rireadh a dheanamh ri Cabarfeidh, ach bha urad do ghnoth-
sichean eile agam ri dheanamh air gach doigh agus ainns gach aite, ’s nach robh mi
a’faicinn freagarrach dhomh m’aihm a bhi ris an Leabhran, is nach robh e comasach
dhomh ’o thoiseach cobhair sam bith a dhea namh ris an fhior f hear-dheasaichaidh, agus
gu ma fada a bhios e air a chaomhnadh chum cuideachdadh le Comunn Gaelig a’ bhaile
80, agus leis gach comunn agus cuideachd anns gach cearnadh dhen’rioghachd, Ach tha
¢ Gaidheal” eile ann an Dunedin, a ta beagan nis’sine nin dithis a dh’ainmicheadh, agus
is tréun an t-Oganach e. Is taitneach leis an t-seann Sgiathanach agus le Alasdair
Ruddh a bhi ’cuideachadh leis a reir an neoni cumhachd a thugadh dhoibh, Chan’
ioghnadh an Sgiathanach a bhi liath-cheannach oir tha dluth air da fhichead bliadhna
on chunncas e anns na turasuibh aig °‘ Cuairtear nan Gleann” agus ‘‘ Fear-tathaich nan
Beann.” Ach buaidh le Comunn Gaelig a’ bhaile so. Cha’n fhad gus am faic agus gus
an cluinn iad an dian-dheasbair foghluimte sin an t-Olladh Waddell a’ cur smuid ri
luchd-aicheadh Oisein, agus a’ dearbhadh le iomadh cdmhdachadh, soilleir gun robh Mac-
Mhuirich co eu-comasach air Oisen a dhealbhadh, ri balachan ’san Oilthigh rioghail
againn fein, chum diin Homer an Gréugach, no Virgil am Feudailteach a chur an altaibh
a cheile. Deich mile beannachd uig na Goill Blackie, Shairp, agus Waddell, oir aca-
san fa leth tha cridhe Gaidhealach ann an cochull Gallda.

Sir Kenneth 8. Mackenzie, Bart. of Gairloch, in proposing ‘‘ Highland Education,”
effectively applied arguments with which the readers of this Magazine are already ac-
quainted, and concluded :—That it was shown convincingly that Gaelic literature
was a study fitted to impart a natural culture to the Highlands, and that the Gaelio
language, properly used, was an important auxiliary to the teaching of English. The
Gaelic Society of Inverness had long felt the force of these and similar considerations,
and had petitioned the Government to allow the teaching of Gaelic in Highland schools,
But the Society’s efforts had hitherto been fruitless, because though agreed in principle
they were not agreed on details. Generally speaking, Highland teachers would say it
was preferable that children should be taught to read English before Gaelic were intro-
duced at all, but though so far united, they were not at one as to the position Gaelic
should occupy in the schedule of results for which payment was to be made. Room for
still wider differences of opinion lay, however, in the question whether after all elemen-
tary instruction should not always be commenced in the mother tongue. The system of
teaching in State-aided schools had been modelled for the use of English speaking chil-
dren ; it had been most carefully elaborated for its purpose, and was acknowledged to be
in every way excellent. Yet neither uuder this system nor under the system in use in
the secondary schools of this country was it nowadays ever attempted to give preced-
ence in the order of teaching to a foreign language over the vernacular, unless the ver-
nacular were Gaelic. It was impossible to believe there was anything in the nature of
Gaelic to justify this special treatment, and his own observations had led him to the
conclusion that the common system of teaching nothing but English to children who
knew nothing but Gaelic produced very miserable results, It must be borne in mind
that these purely Gaelic speaking children were to be found chiefly in the Islands and
. 'West Highlands, Poorly fed and poorly clad, living in an inhospitable climate, often at
a considerable distance from school, very regular attendance could not be expected from
them till they attained an age and strength when too frequently their services were
needed to aid in the maintenance of the family. ~Such children seldom got far enough
advaunced to retain what they had learnt at school. They did not understand the Eng-
lish they pretended to read, and they could not read the Gaelic they might have under-
stood, and were of course unable to express themselves in writing in any language what-
ever, It seemed to him that if their education was commenced in their own language,
their intelligence would be quickened, they would learn more quickly and retain more
easily what they learned, and they would feel an intevest in their school work, and make
some effort to overcome the obstacles to their continuance at school past the prescribed
age of 13. Under this system the Highland child would not only receive instruction in
its own language, but might be expected to leave school with such a knowledge of Eng-
lish, both colloquial and literary, as would form a good equipment for its life-work, He
would impress upon them that it was essential this subject should be thoroughly venti-
lated on all sides, so as to secure thorough unity of opinion and action. They must carry
with them the Highland teachers and the Highland people, and if they could only do
this, he did not believe they would have any difficulty in securing the co-operation of
the Education Department.

Mr Charles Innes proposed *‘ Professor Blackie and the Celtic Chair” in an excellent
speech, which the exigencies of space forbid us to réproduce. We cannot, however, resisg
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the following problem and its solution :—The question has often been asked, how comes
it that the Professor, a Saxon born and bred, takes such an interest in the establishment
of this Celtic Chair? There have been many theories broached on the subject. Allow
me to tell you mine. In olden times, before our Chief was born, certain little people in-
habited these northern lands, called Sithichean. Now these little people, out of mere
mischief or frolic, occasionally when a fond mother was asleep, changed the little darling
by her side, and substituted another and a different child. 'That, gentlemen, must, 1
firmly believe, have been the misfortune which overtook our friend soon after his birth:
Now that he has been restored to his kith and his kin, and shown the stuff of which he is
really made, there is no mistake about his origin or his race, and no one will ever convince
me that that man is not a born Celt. Consider the characteristics by which he is distin-
guished —his enthusiasm, his love of country, his clannishness, his genuineness, his deter-
mination, his pluck, his fearlessness; these are characteristics of the Celt, in whom one
or other of them are at all times found, while in Blackie the concentrated essence of all is
combined.

Mr Innes concluded by proposing that a subscription be made on the spot
for the Celtic Chair; and he sent lists, which he had ready, round the table, the result
being £53 4s for the fund. While we commend the motive from which this
proposal emanated, we question the judiciousness, even for such an excellent object, of
taking gentlemen on the hip so suddenly, and without any previous notice. It is quite
Eossible that some of those gentlemen who subscribed would not have attended the dinner

ad they known it was to cost them guineas instead of shillings ; and while we commend
the motive and the result, we would warn the Gaelic Society, if they expect gentlemen to
attend their dinners, to protect their friends from such an unexpected surprise
on future occasions. 'We are only giving vent here to a feeling strongly expressed by a
large number of those present,.

Other excellent speeches were delivered, notably those in Gaelio by Colin Chisholm,
Captain Chisholm, and the Rev. Mr Maclauchlan.

. Literature.

{f——

THE POETICAL WORKS OF CHARLES MACKAY, now for the first time col-
lected complete in One Volume. Frederick Warne & Co., London.

Dr Charles Mackay has long been known as a popular poet and song
writer.  People now-a-days go in ecstacies over the productions of
writers whose compositions probably owe their celebrity to their incom-
prehensible mystification—a kind of inflated gibberish, couched in an
Ulster-overcoat sort of style, which looks very imposing from without,
but through which it is quite impossible to distinguish or define the
leading features and form of what is enclosed within, We have no desire
to conceal our unfeigned and sincere dislike to these hazy and unintelligible
productions, be they even by a Tennyson or a Browning. The volume
before us is of a very different character. Here we have ¢ Egeria,” an
ambitious poem, shining with a classic lustre, full of thought, feeling, and
poetic fancy. We have others of a less ambitious compass, but with

noble aims and stately verse, in which- the poet keeps up to the nobility:

of his theme. In his minor pieces and songs Dr Mackay is original
throughout, both in his subjects and in his rhythms. It has been well
said, *that no poet haswritten so much so well.” Throughout the whole
range of the volume the reader is impressed with the fertility of the poet’s
mind, with his pure and graceful fancy, with his high moral sentiments
and refined taste. " There is no attempt to appear learned, no haziness, no
bewildering, unfathomable combinations of meaningless words and
phrases. One runs along the page, like the mountain brook bounding

;
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over rock and waterfall, inhaling its healthy teaching without an etfort—
everything clear to the mind and to the understanding as noon-day. The
poet’s love of natural scenery stands forth prominently from almost every
page, and his appreciation of the manly and domestic virtues gives a plea-
sing charm and freshness to his clear and simple versification in a manner
which can only be exceeded by his own graceful fancy. We have a
Highland department in the volume, under the heading, ¢ Highland
Gatherings and Legends of the Isles,” in which are some very beautiful
and simple pieces—“The Dream of Beauly,” ¢The Burn of Abriachan,”
“Lament of Cona for the TUnpeopling of the Highlands,” and
others. As a matter of course we have all the popular favourites repro-
duced, such as “Cheer, boys, cheer,” “ The good time coming,” “To the
west, to the west, the land of the free,” ¢ Lochaber no more,” A man’s
a man for a’ that,” “Souls of the children,” ¢ Cleon and I,” * Clear the
way,” ¢Old opinions,” and other well-known songs. The volume is neatly
got up as one of the Lansdowne Poets’ series, neatly printed and illustrated
throughout. The portrait of the author is a striking and excellent like-
ness. We cannot resist reproducing the simple yet beautiful picture of

THE BONNIE BURNIE.
i
Bonnie runs the burnie down,
Down the benty hill,
Darting, turning, glinting, spurning,
At its own sweet will.
Wandering mid the heather bells,
Hiding in the fern,
A creeping, peeping, sweeping, leaping,
Cantie little burn!
1.
‘Weel I ken the song it sings,
A’ the day and night,
Wild and gladly, soft and sadly,
In its fresh delight.
Making music as it flows,
At each twist and turn,
A creeping, peeping, sweeping, leaping,
Cantie little burn !
111,
Would you know its secret thought ?
List, and I’ll reveal :
Love’s a bliss beyond a blessing,
If the heart be leal.
Nothing in the world’s so sweet
As Love that meets return,
Sings the peeping, creeping, leaping,
Bonnie little burn.

To CoNTRIBUTORS.—Professor Blackie’s Paper and ‘‘ Sonnets ” on the Outer Hebrides,
and the Paper on ‘‘Teaching Gaelic in Highland Schools,” read by A. Cameron, M.A., at
the Aberdeen Congress, will appear in our next. ‘‘Sonnets descriptive of the Scenery of
Lochawe,” by the bard Evan MacColl; and ‘‘Brigadier Mackintosh of Borlum,” by
Alexander Mackintosh Shaw, received, and will appear in an early number,
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BRUGHAICHEAN GHLINN’-BRAON.
Kry F,
R .m | f :m :r.d | ] : d
Beir mo sho - nidh le du -  rachd,
.m F Xibis, 19 G i p ! r :m.f
inn nan dlu - chiabh,_

B gt G S o e L : d
Ris an trio bha mi sug - radh,
: R.om |1 :s.f:m PRI
Ann  am Brughaich - ean Ghlinn - Braon,

Gur ¢ mis’ tha gu cianail,
’S mi cho fad bhuat am bliadhna,
Tha liunn-dubh air mo shiarradh,
’S mi ri iargain do ghaoil.
Beir mo shoraidh, &o.
Cha 'n fheud mi bhi subhach,
Gur e ’s beus domh bhi dubhach,
Cha dirich mi brughach,
Chaidh mo shiubhal an laoid.
Beir mo shoraidh, &e.

Chaidh m’ astar a maillead,
O nach faic mi mo leannan,
’S ann a chleachd mi bhi mar riut,
Ann an gleannan a’ chaoil.
Beir mo shoraidh, &ec.

Anns &’ choill’ am bi smudan
’S e gu binn a’ seinn ciuil duinn,
Cuach a’s smeorach ’g ar dusgadh,
A’ cuir na smuid diu le faoilt’,
Beir mo shoraidh, &ec.

’S tric a bhi mi ’s tu mireadh,
Agus cach ga n-ar sireadh,
Gu ’s mu deonach linn pilleadh,
Gu Innis nan laogh.
Beir mo shoraidh, &ec.

Sinn air faireadh na tulaich,
Is mo lamh thar do mhuineal,
Sinn ag eisdeachd nan luinneag,
Bhiodh a’ mullach nan craobh,
Beir mo shoraidh, &ec.

Tha mise ’ga raite,
’S cha 'n urra mi aicheadh,—
Gur iomadach sar a
Thig air airidh nach saol.
Beir mo shoraidh, &ec.

Gur mis’ tha sa’ champar,
’S mi fo chis anns an am so,
Ann am priosan na Frainge,
Fo ain-neart gach aon.
Beir mo shoraidh, &ec.

Ann an seomraichean glaiste,
Gun cheol, no gun mhacnas,
Gun ordugh a Sasuinn,
Mo thoirt dhachaigh gu saor,
Beir mo shoraidh, &e.

Cha b’ionnan sud agus m’ abhaist,
A’ siubhal nam fasach, ’
'S a direadh nan ard-bheann,
’Gabhail fath air na laoich,
Beir mo shoraidh, &e.

A’ siubhal nan stuc-bheann,
Le mo ghunna nach diultadh ;
’S le mo phlasgaichean fudair,
Air mo ghlun anns an fhraoch.
Beir mo shoraidh, &c.

NotE.—The above song was composed by William Ross, the Gairloch Bard, and it is
printed in Mackenzie’s Collection of Ross’ Songs ; in the ‘‘ Beauties of Gaelic Poetry ;” and
From what we know of the Poet’s history, it is clear that the last five
verses are spurious, or that Ross was giving expression to the sentiments and experience
It is in every respect one of our most popular Gaelic songs, and may be
heard sung as heartily at the Broomielaw as among the Highland hills—whose echo
resounded in the Poet’s ear when he composed and sung it for the first time.

several others.

of another.

aware that the air has hitherto appeared in print,—W, M'K,

I am not
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DESTITUTION IN THE HIGHLANDS AND ISLANDS
OF SCOTLAND.

By rie Rev. Auex. Macerecor, M.A.

O———

kL.

TuE causes already mentioned as having led in a remote manner to
the late destitution, are chiefly of an external nature, or such as over
which the sufferers had no direct control. The poor Highlander could
not help those legislative enactments, or alterations in the eommercial
policy of the nation, which led to the reduction of duty on salt and ba-
1illa, thereby depreciating the value of kelp. He had no power over the
migration of the herring, or over the causes which led that capricious fish
to desert these lochs and bays, where it was once so profitably caughtand
cured. He had no sway whatever over those impulses by which the price
of black cattle rose and fell, and ruined his prospeets.  But there are re-
mote causes yet to be considered, which led to the late destitution, over
which the Highlander, and those who take an interest in his welfare have
some degree of control, and ¢annot, iike those already alluded to, be
termed of an external nature. ‘

These causes now come to be briefly mentioned, and discussed in the
following order :—I. An excess of population ; 1I. Early and improvident
marriages ; 111. The lotting system, and the continued subdivision of
lands; and IV. Bad husbandry, or the mismanagement of domestic
economy. " d

Though these causes are thus classed for greater facility in treating of
them, yet, in reality, they mutually take their origin from each other, and
act, as it were, in concert, to render the condition of the poor Highlander
more and more miserable.” Be it therefore observed that an

FExcess of population is an undoubted cause which led to the
late destitution. From what has already been stated in reference to
the parish of Kilmuir, it will be seen how enormously the population has
increased for the last century. At the present day the lands are so over-
burdened with people, that, in favourable seasons they yield, under th
system of husbandry pursued, but a very scanty livelihood for the popu-
lation ; so that when failure in the crop ensues, from whatever cause that
may arise, destitution in a more or less degree is the inevitable consequ-
ence. No class of people can perhaps be found who are more patient,
content, or enduring, than the Highlanders. Various were the hardships

N
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which they have put up with in silence. Many dnd severe were the pri-
vations under which they have lived without uttering a sentence of com-
plaint, even to their neighbours or intimate friends.  Their very food at
times has been such, that perhaps no other people could have subsisted
upon it, and none would have done so with that forbearance and resigna-
tion which they so silently displayed. Their principal means of support
in every season are potatoes. Few can afford to supply themselves with
animal food, and even in maritime districts, there are many poor families
who can procure no fish.  Several causes have led to the increase of the
population.  Since the termination of local feuds—and latterly, since a
general peace has shed its blessings over the country,—the Highlanders
were permitted to enjoy a degree of quictude and repose previously un-
known. Their young men, in place of being called out to take a share in
the defence of their king and country, were left at home to branch out by
degrees into separate families, and to increase a population already suffici-
ently numerous. If that most useful and prolific root, the potato, had not
been raised in such quantities, it would have been impossible for the lands
to afford any other crop which eould possibly support the present popula-
tion. About sixty-five years ago, there were no more potatoes planted
than what was sufficient to serve the family at their Christmas dinner,
afler leaving a little for seed, which they bundled up in a mat of bul-
rushes, which, for security, was suspended to the roof-tree of their dwel-
lings, as a safe keeping place, until the season of planting ensued. DBut
the principal cause which led to the great increase of population, and con-
sequently to the late destitution is,

Early and tmprovident marriages.

‘While the young Highlanders are a peaceable, orderly, and even in-
dustrious class of people, they are notwithstanding highly improvident as
to the future. Tossessed of an easy disposition, and blind to future con-
sequences, they are too apt to be satisfied with such little earnings as they
may get possession of, after months of hard labour in some distant part of
the kingdom, and suppose that thereby, they are in circumstances which
entitle them to enter upon the marriage state, and set up separate families
for themselves. They live under the impression that a good wife is cer-
tainly worthy of her maintenance ; and while so far ‘they judge aright,
they fail in taking into the account, how that maintenance is to be pro-
cured, or how provision is to be made for the number of little ones, who
will, as a matter of consequence, group in a few years about their solitary
hearths. No doubt, seasons of repentance will overtake them when too
late, but on this subject they keep silent. They labour and toil, late and
early, far and near, to keep their destitute families alive, and in despite of
all their exertions, their children must live in poverty and rags. Yet the
fate of one gives no warning to others. Each successive year adds to the
number of these improvident youths ; and nothing can be more evident,
than when their desultory and precarious means.of subsistence receive any
check, either by the failure of public works, by sickness or by death, their
poor families totally unprovided for otherwise, become a burden to their
1frielnds or to the public at large. And the very evil thus complained of
eads to
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The lotting system, and the continued subdivision of lands, which
very materially unfitted the Highlanders to meet the late destitution.

‘When the population of the Highlands had by degrees increased con-
siderably beyond its usual number, several proprietors deemed it neces-
sary to divide farms which were originally somewhat extensive, into lesser
lots and crofts, with the intention of supplying each family with less or
more possessions. Though this was done with humane and charitable
views, to the great personal inconvenience of the proprietors themselves,
yet the system, from the facility and temptation it afforded to single men
for taking up families, had, in a short time, of course, a very sensible effect
upon the population. And pernicious as were the results of this first sub-
division, the evil has always gone on increasing from continued subdivi-
rion and sub-letting, generally unknown to the proprietors. The common
custom is, that when the son or daughter of a lotter or crofter marries, the
newly-married couple are received by the parents of either party, with
whom they live for some time as one family; but, eventually, the
parents cut off a portion from their own little possessions for the young
people, on whieh they build a house, and become liable to pay the origi-
nal oceupier a share of the rent in proportion to what was thus allowed
them in sub-set. The old people who originally occupied the lot or croft,
generally portion off their lands in as many shares, as they have sons and
daughters unmarried. In some time after, one member of the family mar-
ries, another does the same, who immediately gets his share of the ecroft,
and builds his house ; then another and another, until the original occu-
pier is ultimately left with a share no larger than any of those given away
to his children. He stands as federal head over the whole, and is alone
accountable for the rents to the proprictor. All this takes place ona ten-
ure of land too small for the comfortable support of the original occupier.
On many farms, by means of this baneful system, the population has dou-
bled within the last sixteen years. These sub-tenants can never raise the
rents from the produce of their possessions. At times they cannot keep a
gingle cow upon them to furnish their children with milk. They trust to
chance employment for means to pay for their contracted possessions, which
tend in general to no purpose, but to bind them in poverty to one locality.

It must also be considered, that notwithstanding this continued sub-
division, there are more families who have no lands than there are who
have. An example of this may be given from Kilmuir, exclusive of the
Government District attached to it. In the parish just mentioned, there
were in February last, 521 families, and the number of lots and crofts,
together with four farms occupied by large tacksmen, was only 190. From
this, it is seen, that 231 families have no lands whatever from the pro-
prietor. Of these 231 families, 101 hold shares of lots and crofts, as above
deseribed, and the remaining 130 families occupy no lands in any shape,
but subsist upon the lalf-foot system, which will be immediately de-
seribed. The vast number who occupy no land wish, of course, to have
them, and rather than want some sort of profession in this respect, they
would be content with anything ; and thus they tend, if possible, to in-
crease the evil, which is already too extensive and prevalent. Should the
number of families be reduced to an equality with the number of lots and
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crofts, the population after all would he sufficiently numerous. The oc-
cupiers of lots can keep in general no more than two cows and no horse,
while the crofters whose shares are larger keep, of course, more cows, but
are seldom able to keep any horse, with the exception perhaps of small
ponies, which a few of them manage to have for assisting in the carrying
home of fuel and other little necessaries.  Some are too apt to lay a great
share of the existing poverty to the charge of the Highland proprietors; =
but it should be taken into consideration, that though the proprietors were .
in many cases to give a free grant of their lots and crofts to their present
oceupiers, poverty would not cease after all, owing to an excess of popu-
lation living undera rude system of husbandry. From the example given
in reference to Kilmuir, it will be observed that over more than one half
the population of the parish, the proprietor has no control whatever.
Out of 421 families, there are 231 who neither pay rent to the proprie-
tor, nor do they consider themselves in any respect under his jurisdiction,
while they live peaceably upon their own scanty earnings. Under such
a state of things injury is done to all parties. The poor landless cottars
are dirvectly or indirectly a burden to the occupiers of land, whose circum-
stances they eventually injure, and when once injured, the proprictors
suffer accordingly.

The “ half-foot” system under which such a vast multitude of cottars
contrive to cke out their scanty means of support comes now to be de-’
scribed. These people are undoubtedly the poorest and most dependent
of all the Highland population. They gencrally rear their dwellings about
the outskirts of large tackmen’s farms, as well as in every locality where
they can find a footing. They meet with kindness and indulgence to a
degree which those to whom they are a burden ean, in general, but ill afford.
Such of them as raise small quantities of oats, do so in the following man-
ner: The tacksman allots a portion of ground for them, which they till
with the “cas-chrom,” and when ready for sowing, the tacksman furnishes
one-half of the sced, and the cottar the other half. The cottar then sows
and hairows the ground, which he watches and protects until harvest,
when he reaps it, securing one half of the sheaves for the tacksman as re-
muneration for the ground, and the other half for himself. In the same
manner also the cottar raises potatoes for his family. - As potatoes require
manure, the tacksman allows him to cut sea-ware, which he carries in creels
to the ground; and after recciving half the seed from the tacksman,
and furnishing the other half himself, he plants the same, and swatches
over its growth, until he lifts the potatoes in harvest, when he gives one-
half of the produce for the use of the ground, and has the other half for
himself. Sometimes the ccttar is permitted to have a cow which is al
lowed to range with the other cattle of the farm. In this case, besides
the oats and potatoes which he raises on the ‘half-foot” system just de-
seribed, the land-occupier generally gives him a piece of ground wherein
to plant potatoes with. the manure of his cow, the produce of which he
keeps cntirely for himself. TFor the cow and ground he pays the
land-occupier partly, perhaps, in money, but for the most part, in labour,
either as grass-keeper, or by cutting peats, mowing grass, reaping corn, or
such other employments as are required about the farm. After this man-
ner, therefore, that class of the population just spoken of, endeavour to earn
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a livelihood ; and while it is in no respect calculated to raise themselves
to a state much above abject poverty, it proves a great bar in the way of
agricultural improvement, and gives cvery encouragement to what has
now to be considered—

Bad husbandry, or the mismanagement of domestic economy.

That little or no improvement can be effected in the various depart-
ments of husbandry, under the present excessive population, is a self-evi-
dent fact ; and that much improvement is both susceptible and required,
is an equally palpable truth. Where the processes of husbandry are either
neglected or carried on under a bad system, the population depending on
the same for their means of support, are necessarily unfitted for encoun-
tering such a visitation of Providence as the late destitution.

Throughout the Northern Islands of the Hebrides in particular the
lands, from continued subdivision, are cast into lots so exceedirgly small
that the occupiers can keep no horses to plough or harrow the ground, or
to execute those multifarious processes of labour, which are exclusively
allotted to horses in other quarters of the kingdom. What is thus in other
parts of the country performed by horses, the poor hard-toiled Hebridean
must perform by himself. In lien of the plough he must, late and early,
ply his ¢ cas-chrom,” or crooked spade. This primitive kind of ufensil
‘resembles the stilt of a plough, with a straight piece of wood attached to
the lower end of it, forming an obtuse angle, and having a socket of iron
on the part which enters the ground. The stilt is held with both hands,
and the lower end or “sole” is driven into the ground by means of a peg
on which the right foot rests and presses. The instrument is exactly a
crooked lever, in which the power is to the weight nearly as 1 to 31.
Though the “cas-chrom” is much more expeditious in tilling than the
common spade, yet it becomes a tedious and most laborious task to till se-
veral acres of ground with it. The consequence is that the poor people
must begin the work of cultivation even as early as Christmas, and keep
toiling at the same under the boisterous and rainy climate of their country,
until the middle or end of May, ere their labours are finished. By being
thus exposed to the inclemency of the weather they are seldom either
dryly clad or shod. From this arises among them, the prevalence of in-
flammatory complaints, diseased actioni of the lymphatic system, as also,
acute theumatism, pleuritic diseases, typhus fevers, &e.

Besides that, the ¢ cis-chrom” mode of tilling is both toilsome and
tedious, it very much injures the ground, as it does not turn it up in that
regular rotation which is accomplished by the plough. And this is not
all: when cultivating with this instrument, it is found necessary to con-
vert the field into long narrow ridges, rounded on the top by heaping
up the earth to carry off the water. They are also made as crooked,
irregular, and distorted, as the characters in the Greek Alphabet; and
while the lotter has no more perhaps than four acres in all, much of even .
that is lost, by the broad and useless spaces which are left between the ridges.

When the ground is turned over the sowing commences, which is ge-
nerally performed in a slow and awkward manner. The sower goes back-
wards, and having a fist-full of seed, he shakes his hand with the same
three or four times, in a vertical position, before he disposes of it, and is
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ready for the next. The harrowing then takes place, which the women
for the most part execute by dragging after them the fatiguing instrument.
Owing to the lightness of the harrow which the poor women are capable
of dragging after them, the ground cannot be made sufficiently smooth,
and to remedy this, they commence anew with another instrnment called
the “rhcan,” which gives a smooth finish to the whole. The “racan” is
merely a bloek of wood, having a few teeth in it, with a handle about 3
feet in length. The poor people must also convey sea ware from the shore,
manure from their houses to the field, and peats from the hills to their
dwellings, in creels on their backs, which is fastened there by a belt
passing over their breasts. In harvest they hLave no alternative buf
to carry home the produce of their possessions the best way they can—the
potatoes in creels, and the corn in bundles on their backs.

It will readily be acknowledged on all hands, that this bad system of
husbandry can turn out to no real advantage, either to proprietor or ten-
ant ; and while the population continues as it is, it is no easy matter to
effect any remedy. While possessions are so small, the occupiers of land
can have no horse, and consequently no alternative is left them, but to
drag out a weary existenee in the manner just described. From the want
of draining, enclosures, as well as from the tardy manner of cultivation,
sowing is unavoidably very late, the consequence is, that ere the crops are -
ripe or ready for cutting, they are liable to be overtaken by the storms
and hurricanes so incidental in the Highlands, particularly about the au-
tumnal equinox. It is a correctly ascertained faet that the climate, though
naturally wild and boisterous, may be greatly mollified by hedging, trench-
ing, feneing, and improving the lands in the various modes so successfully
practised in the South of Seotland.  While the present condition of the
Highlanders requires some great radical changes to render them more in-
dependent and comfortable, it remains with those who have the power,
and are willing to exert it, both to devise and apply sueh remedies as ave
necessary for the accomplishment of an end so very desireable.

Having thus, at some length, endeavoured to trace out the most pro-
minent of the remote causes which led to the late destitution, the im-
mediate causes which led to the same come now to be briefly noticed.

On this part of the subject it is unnecessary to say much, as the causes
from the various reports made by Highland clergymen and others regard-
ing them, are already known toall. From the situation and eircumstances
of the Highlanders, already so fully mentioned, it will easily be perceived
that they are in a condition utterly incapable of enduring, without much
suffering, even a partial failure in the means whereupon they so seantily
subsist. A total failure therefore exposes them at once to the ravages of
dire famine. To the sad consequences of such a failure the Great Dispo-
ser of all events was pleased to expose them during the currency of the
two last seasons. The Spring of 1835 was cold and inclement: sowing
was consequently late, and from the wetness of the soil, the seed in many
instances was destroyed, and never vegetated. The potatoes were seized
by some unaccountable disease which generally prevented their growth,
so that whole fields laid under them, appeared with scarcely a plant.
Harvest came with torrents of rain, that prevented the crops which
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would have been otherwise late, from filling and ripening; and after the
same were cut down, it was impracticable to secure them in good
condition. The straw was deprived of its substance, and could afford lit-
tle or no nourishment for cattle. DMeal was of inferior quality, and ex-
ceedingly scarce. Potatoes were the same. The stock of cattle on hand
was much larger than usual, owing to the low prices; and while the peo-
ple themselves might have contrived to subsist without complaint on their
diminished stores, had they not, improvidently, kept an extra stock of cattle
on hand to which they were under the necessity of giving the potatoes and
grain on which they should have subsisted themselves ; and, in many in-
stances, they lost the cattle after expending their all to keep them in life.
Never were they in more unfavourable circumstances to meet such a severe
spring as that of 1836 turned out to be. Many had little or no seed to
put into the ground. Others, who contrived to keep potatoes for seed,
were afraid to plant them but in small quantities, as they exhibited symp-
toms of the disease of the former season. Sowing was even later than in
- the previous spring. The summer and autumn months were unprece-
dentedly wet, and before either corn‘or potatoes had attained to any degree
of ripeness, they were overtaken by the snowstorm and severe -frosts of
October.  Destitution had even then commenced, and it was heart-rend-
ing to have witnessed the manner in which many poor families passed the
following winter. A similar Destitution is not remembered by any now
alive. That of 1782 was by no means so severe in the Islands, yet
“ Bliadhna na peasrach” or # the pease-meal year,” was sufficiently memor-
able to render it an era from which old Highlanders calculate dates and
make other references. An idea may be formed of the severity and ex-
tent of the famine in that year, by perusing the following quotation from
recently published ¢ Memoirs of the Life and Works of the late Right
Honourable Sir John Sinelair, Bart.”: a gentleman enthusiastically de-
voted to the service of his country. “So cold and stormy was the sum-
mer of 1782, that the crops were late and unpromising. On the 5th of
October, before they had time to ripen, a frost—armed with the vigour of
a Greenland climate—desolated in one night the hope of the husbandman.
The grain, frost-bitten, immediately contracted a hoary whiteness. Pota-
toes and turnips, already dwarfish, were further injured. The produce of
the garden was destitute of its usual nourishment, and the fields yielded
not one-third of an ordinary erop. No wholesome food could be procured,
and disease as well as famine began to overspread, not only the whole
North of Scotland, but even some districts in the South. On this ocea-
sion of general distress and alarm, the member of Caithness earnestly be-
sought the interposition of Parliament.” Well-timed relief was in this
way procured, “and the whole cost of it was little more than £15,000,
yet no less a number than 111,521 souls were rescued from starvation.”
Several localities in the Northern Ccunties of Scotland suffered cou-
siderably from a hurricane of unexampled severity, which took place in
the year 1807, and laid waste some of the districts which had availed
themselves of the already-mentioned Parliamentary grant. No distress of
this kind was afterwards felt until the year 1817, which, in consequence
of the unfavourable nature of the preceding year, proved to be a season of
considerable severity. The case of several districts was represented to
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Government, and a supply of oats was at once allowed for the benefit of
the distressed. IFrom that year down to the two late seasons of desiitu-
tion, there was happily no cause of complaint ; and what has heen already
stated in regard to the severity of those seasons, renders any additional
remarks on that subjeet wholly unnecessary.

The remote and immediate causes which thus led to the late destitu-
tion having been, so far, considered, it remains now to treat of the remedies
taken for the immediate relief of the distressed, and of the ultimate
means to be adopted in future to prevent the recurrence of similar dis-
tressing calamities, .

_ THE PROPHECIES OF THE BRAHAN SEER, COINNEACH
ODHAR FIOSAICIIE,

Dy tuE EpIToR,

e

[CosmisuED.]

Birore, however, proceeding to relate the remarkable prediction, and
the extraordinary minuteness with whieh it appears to have been fulfilled,
it may be as well to give the following particulars of the Last Seaforth’s pe-
culiar dream, verbatim et lileratim, as supplied to us by a member of the
Seaforth family, who shows an unmistakeable interest in everything cal-
culated to throw light on the “prophecies,” and who evidently believes
them not to be merely an “old wife’s tale ” :—The last Lord Secaforth was
born in full possession of all his faculties. When about twelve years of
age, scarlet fever broke out in the school at which he wasliving. All the
boys who were able to be sent away were returned to their homes at once,
‘and some 15 or 20 boys who had taken the infection were moved into a
large long room, and there treated.  After a week had passed, some boys
naturally became worse than others, and some of them were in
great danger. One evening, before dark, the attendant nurse, hav-
ing left the dormitory for a few minutes, was alarmed by a ery. She in-
stantly returned, and found Lord Seaforth in a state of great excitement.
After he became calmer, he told the nurse that he had seen, soon after she
had left the room, the door opposite to his bed open silently, and a
hideous old woman came in. She had a wallet full of something hanging
from her neck in front of her. She paused on entering, then turned
to the bed close to the door, and stared steadily at one of the boys, lying
in it. She then passed to the foot of the next boy’s bed, and, after a
moment, stealthily moved up to the head, and taking from "her wallet a
mallet r\nd peg, drove the peg into his forchead Young Seaforth said he
heard the crash of the bones, though the boy never stirred. She then
procceded round the room, looking at some boys longer than at others,
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When she came to him, his suspense was awful. He felt he could not
resist or even cry out, and he never could forget, in after years, that moment’s
agony, when he saw her hand reaching down for a nail, and feeling his ears.
At last, after a look, she slunk off, and slowly completing the ecircuit of
the room, disappeared noiselessly through the same door by which she had
entered. Then he felt the spell seemed to be taken off, and he uttered the cry
which had alarmed the nurse. The latter laughed at the lad’s story, and
told him to go to sleep. When the doctor came, an hour later, to make his
rounds, he observed that the boy was feverish and excited, and asked the
nurse afterwards if she knew the cause, upon whieh she reported what had
occurred. The doctor, struck with the story, returned to the boy’s bed-
side and made him repeat his dream. He took it down in writing at the
moment.  The following day nothing eventful happened, but, in eourse
of time, some got worse, a few indeed died, others suffered but slightly,
while some, though they recovered, bore some evil trace and consequence
of the fever for the rest of their lives.

The doctor, to his horror, found that those whom Lord Seaforth had
described as having a peg driven into their foreheads, were those who died
from the fever ; those whom the old hag passed by, recovered, and were
none the worse; whereas those she appeared to look at intently, or handled,
all suffered afterwards. '

Lord Seaforth left his bed of sickness almost stone deaf; and, in later
years, grieving over the loss of his three sous, absolutely and entirely ceased
to speak.

We shall now relate the ¢ircumstances connected with the prophecy, and
continue an account of the Seaforths’ conneetion with it to “end of the
chapter.”

Kenneth, the third Earl, had occasion to visit Paris on some business after
the Restoration of King Charles the Second, and after having secured his
liberty. He left the Countess at Brahan Castle, unattended by her lord ;
and, as she thought forgotten, while he was enjoying the dissipations and
amusements of the French eapital, which seemed to have many atiractions
for him, for he prolonged his stay far beyond his original intention. Lady
Seaforth had become very uneasy concerning his prolonged absence, more
especially as she received no letters from him for severul months. Her
anxiety became too strong for her power of endurance, and led her to have
recourse to the services of the local prophet. She accordingly sent mes-
sages to Strathpefler, summoning Coinneacl to her presence, to obtain from
him, if possible, some tidings of her absent lord.  Coiuneach was already
celebrated, far and wide, throughout the whole Highlands, for his great
powers of divination, and his relations with the invisible world.

Obeying the orders of Lady Seaforth, Kenneth arrived at the Castle,
and presented himself to the Countess, who required him to give her in-
formation concerning her absent lord.  Coinneaclh asked where Seaforth
was supposed to be, and said, that he thought he would be able to find him
if he was still alive. Kenneth applied the Olack fhiosrachd to his eye,
and laughed loudly, saying to the Countess, ¢ Fear not for your loxd,
he is safe and sound, well and hearty, merry and happy.” Being now
satisfied that her husband’s life was safe, she wished Kenneth to describe
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his appearance ; to tell her where he was now engaged ; and all his sur-
roundin3ys? ¢ Be satisfied,” he said, ‘“ask no questions, let it suffice you
to know that your lord is well and merry.” But,” demanded the lady,
“where is he? with whom is he? and is he making any preparations for
coming home?’ “Your lord,” replied the Seer, “is in a magnificent
roomn, in very fine company, and far too agreeably employed at present to
think of leaving Paris.” The Countess, finding that her lord was well
and happy, began to fret that she had no share in his happiness and amuse-
ments, and to feel even the pangs of jealousy and wounded pride. She
thought there was something in the Seer’s looks and expression which
seemed to justify such feelings. e spoke sneeringly and maliciously of
her hushand’s ocenpations, as much as to say, ““that he could tell a dis-
agreeable tale if he would.,” The lady tricd entreaties, bribes, and threats
to induce Coinneach to give a true account of her hushand, as he had seen
him, to tell who was with him, and all abcut him. Xenneth pulled him-
sclf together, and proceeded to say—* As you will know that which will
make you unhappy, 1 must tell you the tenth. My lord seems to have
little thought of you, or of his children, or of his Highland home. I saw
him in a gay-gilded room, grandly decked out in velvets, with silks, and
cloth of gold, and on his knees before a fair lady, his arm round her waist,
and her hand pressed to his lips.” At this unexpected and painful dis-
closure, the rage of the lady knew no bounds. It was natural and well

* merited, but its object was a mistake. All the anger which ought to be
directed against her husband, and which should have been concentrated
in her breast, to be poured out upon him after his return, was spent upon
poor Coinneach Odhar. She felt the more keenly, that the disclosure of her
husband’s infidelity had not been made to herself in private, but in the
presence of the prineipal retainers of her house ; so that the Karl’s moral
character was blasted, and her own charms slighted, before the whole
clan, and her husband’s desertion of her for a French lady was certain to
become the public scandal of all the North of Scotland. She formed a
sudden resolution with equal presence of mind and eruelty. She deter-
mined to discredit the revelations of the Seer, and to denounce him as a
vile slanderer of her husband’s character. She trusted that the signal
vengeance she was about to inflict upon Kenneth as a liar and defamer -
would impress the minds, not only of her own clan, but of all the inhabi-
tants of the counties of Ross and Inverness, with a sense of her thorough
disbelief in the scandalous story, to which she nevertheless secretly at-
tached full credit. Turning to the Seer, she said, ¢ You have spoken evil
of dignities, you have villified the mighty of the land, you have defamed
a mighty chief in the midst of his vassals, you have abused my hospitality
and outraged my feelings, you have sullied the good name of my lord in
the halls of his ancestors, and you shall sutfer the most signal vengeance
I can inflict, you shall suffer the death.”

Cotnneacl was filled with astonishment and dismay at this fatal result
of his art. He had expected far other rewards from his art of divination.
However, Le could not at first believe the rage of the Countess to be seri-
ous ; at all events, he expected that it would soon evaporate, and that, in
the course of a few hours, he would be allowed to depart in peace. He
even so far understood her feelings that he thought she was making a pa-
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rade of anger in order to discredit the report of her lord’s shame before
the clan ; and he expected that when this object was served, he miglht at
length be dismissed without personal injury. But the decision of the
Countess was no less violently conceived than promptly executed. The
doom of Coinneacl was sealed. No time was to be allowed for remorse-
less compunetion. No preparation was permitted to the wretched man.
No opportunity was given for intercession in his favour. The gallows was
forthwith erected, and the miserable Seer was led out for immediate exe-
cution.

Such a stretch of feudal oppression, at a time so little remote as the
reign of Charles IL., may appear strange. A castle may be pointed out,
however, viz., Menzies Castle, much less remote from the seat of authority
and the Courts of Law, than Brahan, where, half a century later, an
odious vassal was starved to death by order of the wife of the Chief,.the
sister of the great and patriotic Duke of Argyll!

When Coinneach found that no mercy was to be expected either from
the vindictive lady or the subservient vassals, he resigned himself to his
fate. He drew forth his white stone, so long the instrument of his super-
natural intelligence, 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. The
long-descended line of Seaforth will, ere many generations have passed,
end in extinction and in sorrow. T seea 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 carc-worn and die mourring, know-
ing that the honours of his line arc 1o 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 in-
herited by a white-hooded lassie from the Fast ; and sheis to kill her
sister. And as a sign by which it may be known that these things are
coming to pass, there shall be four great lairds in the days of the last deaf
and dumb Seaforth—Gairloch, 'Chisholm, Grant and Raasay—of
whom one shall be buck-toothed, another hare-lipped, another half-witted,
and the fourth a stammerer.  Chiefs distinguished by these personal marks
shall be the allies and neighbours of the last Seaforth ; and when he looks
round him and sces them, he may know that his sons are doomed to death,
that his broad lands shall pass away to the stranger, and that his race shall
come to an end.”

When the Seer had ended this prediction, he threw his white stone
into a small loch, by the side of which the gallows was erected, and de-
clared that whoever should find that stone would be similarly gifted.
Then submitting to his fate, he was hung up on high, and this wild and
fearful doom ended his strange and uncanny life.

Sir Bernard Burke, to whose  Vissicitudes of Families” we are mainly
indebted for this part of the Prophecies, says :—With regard to the four
Highland lairds, who were to be buck-toothed, hare-lipped, half-witted, and
a stammerer— Mackenzie, Baronet of Gairloch; Chisholm of Chisholm;
Grant, Baronet of Grant ; and Macleod of Raasay=—I am uncertain which
was which. Suffice it to say, that the four lairds were marked by the
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above-mentioned distinguishing personal peculiarities, and all four were
the contemporaries of the last of the Seaforths. y

‘We believe Sir Hector Mackenzie of Gairloch was the buck-toothed
laivd (an Tighearna Storach ) ; The Chisholm, the hare-lipped ; Grant, the
half-witted ; and Raasay, the stammerer,

Mr Macintyre sends us the following acecount of the Seaforth prophecy,
and the Scer’s death, as it is related at this day in the Black Isle:—

Coinnenacl)’s supernatural power was at length the cause which led to
his untimely and cruel death. At a time when there was a convivial ga-
thering in Brahan Castle, a large concourse of local aristocratic guests was
present. As the youthful portion were amusing themselves in the beau-
tiful’grounds or park suirounding the castle, and displaying their noble
forms and features as #hey thought to full advantage, a party remarked in
Coinneach Odhar's hearing, that such a gathering of gentlemen’s children
could rarely be seen. CQoinneach answered with a sneer, “that he saw
more in the company of the children of footmen and grooms than of the
children of gentlemen” (Is mo thann do chlann ghillean buird agus do
chlann ghillean stabuil na th'ann do chlann dhaoin’ uaisle ), a remark which
soon came to the ears of Lady Seaforth and the other ladies present,
who were so much offended and provoked at this base insinuation as to
the paternity of the Brahan guests, that they determined to have condign
punishment on the once respected Seer. He was forthwith ordered to be
seized ; and, after eluding the search of his infuriated pursuers for some
time, was at last apprehended. Seeing he had no way of escape, he once
‘more applied the magic stone to his eye, and uttered the well-known pro-
phetic curse (already given) againust the-Brahan family, and then cast the
stone into a cow’s footiark, which was full of water, declaring that a child
would be born with two navels, or as sonie say, with four thumbs and six
toes, who would in course of time discover it inside a pike, and who then
would be gifted with Coinneach’s prophetic power. As it-was the purpose
of his pursuers to obtain possession of this wonderful stone, as well as of
the prophet’s person, scarch was eagerly made for it in the muddy waters
in the footprint, when, lo ! it was found that more water was copiously
oozing from the boggy ground around, and rapidly forming a considerable
lake, that eftectually concealed the much-coveted stone. The waters
steadily increased and the result, as the story goes, was the formation of
Loch Ussic (Oozie). The poor prophet was then taken to Chanonry Point,
where the stern arm of ccelesiastical anthority, with unrelenting severity
burnt him to death in a tar-barrel for witcheraft,

Tt is currently reported that a person answering to the foregoing de-
seription was actually born in the neighbourhood of Conon, near Loch
Ussie, and is still living.  Of this I have been credibly informed by a
person who several tinmes saw him at the Muir of Ord markets.

‘We see from the public prints, our correspondent. humoronsly con-
tinues, that the Magistrates and Police Commissioners of Dingwall con-
template to bring a supply of water for Baile- Chail from Loch Ussie.
Might we humbly suggest with such view in prospect, as some comfort to
the burdened ratepayers, that there may be, to say the least, a probability
in the course of such an undertaking of recovering the mystic stone, so
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long compelled to hide its prophetic light in the depths of Loch Ussie,
and so present the world with the novel sight of having not only an in-
dividual gifted with second-sight, but also a corporation ; and, further,
what would be a greater terror to evil-doers, a magistracy capable, in the
widest sense of the word, of discerning between right and wrong, good and
evil, and thus compelling the lieges in the surrounding towns and villages
to exclaim involuntarily—*¢ O si sic omunes” They might go the length
even of lending it out, and giving ycu the use of it occasionally in Inverness.

‘When Coinneach Odhar was being led to the stake (not the gallows
mark) fast bound with cords, Lady Secaforth exultingly declared that, hav-
ing had so much unhallowed intercourse with the unseen world, he would
never go to Heaven. DBut the Secer, looking round upon her with an eye
from which his impending fate had not bamshed the ray of a joyful hope of
rest in a future state, gravely answered—¢ I will go to Heaven, but you
never shall, and this will be a sign whereby you can determine whether
my condition after death is one of everlasting happiness or of eternal mis-
ery: a raven and a dove, swiftly flying in opposite directions will meet,
and for a second hover over my ashes, on which they will instantly alight.
If the raven be foremost, you have spoken truly ; but if the dove, then
my hope is well-founded.” And, accordingly, tradition relates that after
the cruel sentence of his hard-hearted enemies had been executed upon the
Brahan Seer, and his ashes lay scattered among the smouldering embers
of the fagot, his last prophecy was most literally fulfilled ; for those mes-
sengers, emblematically denoting—the one sorrow, the other joy—came
speeding to the fatal spot, when the dove, with characteristic flight, closely
followed by the raven, darted downwards and was first to alight on the
dust of the departed Coinneach Odhar; thus completely disproving the
positive and uncharitable assertion of the proud and vindictive Lady of
Brahan, to the wonder and consternation of all the beholders,

(1o be Continued.)

*Tue ProrueciEs or THE Brauan Seer.”—The Prophecics, now ap-
pearing in the pages of this Magazine, will be published in May next, in a
separate form, with a lengthy Introduction and Appendix. As only a limited
number is to be issued, parties wishing to secure copies should send in their
liames, at once, to the Publishers of the Celtic Magazine.

AN SueoracH.—A Collection of popular Gaelic Songs, with Music in the
Solfa Notation, by Hugh C. Gillies, teacher, Culloden, has jnst appeared, at
a very low price ; and, we understand that, if the demand justifies the ven-
ture, another will soon follow. Wo are aware that another collection, with
English translations, and of a more ambitious character, by a well-known
musician is pretty well advanced through the press. Such patriotic acts as
these deserve recognition, always provided that we get the real article—not a
hybrid of Gaelic airs and foreign improvementsﬁ?) We reserve our opinion
as to this for another time and place. Meanwhile matters are looking up.
Heirrah for the Hielands /! :
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THE CLEARING OF THE GLENS.

By Prixcipar SHATRP, ST ANDREWS UNIVERSITY.

__—0___.
QEASN TRURS ST X T H,
—0
THE SOLDIER’'S RETURN.
I.

Seven Summers long had fired the glens
With flush of heather glow ;
Seven Winters robed the sheeted Bens
From head to foot with snow,
And brought their human denizens
Alternate joy and woe.
When all those years were come and gone,
. One calm October day
The dwellers of Glenmorriston
Forth-looking from their huts at dawn,
Beheld a traveller wandering on
The long glen west away.
Young he seemed, but travel-worn,
More weak of gait than youth should he—
A philabeg, but soiled and torn,
‘Was round him—on his shoulder borne
A tartan plaid hung carelessly.
¢ Whence comes yon stranger? whither goes ?
They each to other wondering cry—
Is he some wanderer from Kintail ?
Macdonald’s land of Armadale?
Or Macleod’s country, far in Skye ?
Or haply some Clanranald man
From southern market makes his way
Back, where his home by hungry shore
Hears the Atlantic breakers roar
On Barra and Benbecula.’

LT,

Unasked, unanswering, he passed on,
None spake to him, he spake to none ;
But while they questioned whence, and who,
Among themselves, they little knew

That this was Angus Cameron,
Southward he turned, and noonday found
Him high upon the mountain-ground,
‘Whence he beheld Glengarry’s strath,
With its long winding river path
Streaming benecath him ; and discerned
Loch Quioch, amid dark Scours inurned,
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And all around it, east and west,

His eye wide-wandering went in quest

Of the old homesteads that he knew,

But the blue smoke from very few

Could he discover ; yet he wist

The rest were lost in haze and mist.

So west he turned through mountain doors

That open downward on the shores

Of lone Lochourn. In that deep pass
Still lay the little loeh, reed-fringed,

‘With upper marge of greenest grass,
And birks beyond it, autumn-tinged.

He looked-~the summer bothies bare,

All ruinous sank in disrepair ;

From them the voice of milking song

And laughter had been absent long.

He paused and listened, but no sound,
Save of the many rills that come
Down corrie-beds through the desert dumb ;

And over all the voice profound
Of the great cataract, high aloof,
Down flashing from the rock-wall roof.

IIT.

The solemn Pass he erst had known
Seemed still as lovely, but more lone,
As westward on with weary pace
He travelled, and no human face
Looked on him, no sound met his eat
That told of man or far or near.
Late had waned the afternoon
Ere he reached Lochourn’s rough shore,
No gleam by random breezes strewn
Flitted its dark face o'er;
'Neath leaden sky, the waters roll'd
More drear and sullen than of old,
And the silence of all human sounds,
Since he had passed Glengarry hounds,
Lay heavy on his loaded breast
‘With something of a dim unrest.
But one bright gleam of western day
On the scarr’d forehead of Lurvein lay
And like an outstretched hand of hope
Seemed beckoning toward yonder cope
Of leadland, that projects above
The sheltered home beside the burn,
‘Where first he met that young friend’s love,
Who thither will no more return,

IV,

But ere he reached the well-known spot,
This way and that he turned in thought—
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How ’neath that roof he should declare

The burden of the tale he bare ;

How show to those poor hearts forlorn

The frail memorials he had borne

From the far field by Ebro’s wave,

‘Where Ronald fills a soldier’s grave ;

The plaid, whose every thread was spun
By Muriel’s fingers—the holy book,

‘Whieh from his mother’s hands the son
Even at their last leave-taking took—

The plaid, which Ronald oft had wound

"Neath cold night-heavens his breast around,

Discoloured, by the grape-shot torn,

In Angus’ hands now homeward horne ;

That book he oft with reverent heed

By flickering eamp-fires woke to read,

That tattered plaid, that treasured book,
Soiled with his latest life-blood’s stains,

-On these his loved one’s eyes must look—

Their all of him that now remains.
Then rose his inward sight before

Those faces—not as long ago—

But the mother’s highbrow furrowed o’er

Deep with the characte’ry of woe,

Which suffering years must have graven there—
And Muriel’s cheek, though pale still fair,
Her large blue eyes, thro’ weeping dim,
Gazing on these last wrecks of him.
V.
But when lie reached that headland’s crown,

And stood beside the sole pine-tree,

O’cr the sheer precipice gazing down,

Ah! what a sight was there to see !
Two rootless gables, gaping blaink,

In the damp sea-winds moss-o’ergrown,
And choaked with growth of nettles rank

The home-floor, and once warm hearth-stone,
One look sufficed—at once the whole
Sad history flashed upon his soul ;

He saw that household’s ruined fate,
He knew that all was desolate.
With face to earth he cast him down,

As in a stupor long he lay,

And when he woke as from a swoon,

And looked abroad, last gleams of day
Even from the highest peaks were gone,
And the lone Loch lay shimmering wan ;
From that waste desolated shore -

He turned away and looked no more,
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VI.

From that home, now no more a home,
Up through the dusky pines he clomb ;
Up and on, without let or bound,
Hasting away to the high lone ground
‘Where Knoydart, cloven by sheer defiles,
Yawns with torrent-roaring chasms,
Huddled screetan, and rent rock-piles,
Nature's work in her wildest spasms ¢
There, as the darkness deeper fell
And going grew impossible,
Beneath a rock he laid his length,
As one bereft of hope and strength,
And if no further step he passed,
Content that this should be his last,
The hope that had his heart sustained
Through years of toil to ruin hurled—
‘What shelter any more remained
In this forsaken world ?
What but to share with this poor home
The desolation of its doom ?
But they the true, the gentle-hearted,

To what strange bourne had they departed ?

Dwell they in noisome city pent?

Or are they tenants now, where rent
None ask, in that drear place of graves,
‘Which Nevish-Loch at full-tide laves ?
Or dwell they far o’er ocean—thrown
Like sea-waifs on some land unknown ?

VII.

All through that night, T heard him tell,
Strange sounds upon his hearing fell,
‘Weirdlier sounds than shriek of owl,
Wild cats’ scream, hill-foxes’ howl,

As though the ancient mountains, rent
To their deep foundations, seut

On the midnight mosn on moan,
Ghostly language of their own,
Converse terrible, austere,

Seldom heard by mortal ear.

Then in hurried blinks o’ the moon

Cliff and crag dim-seen appeared
Haggard forms, like eldrich croon,

Or shapeless beings, vast and weird,
Formless passed before his face
Dwellers of that awesome place.
Angus had been used to bide

Foeman’s shot and shell unmoved—
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Badajos—DBusaco tried,

And found his mettle unreproved.
Never before face of man
Had he quailed, but now there ran
Creepings cold thro’ all his frame,
O’er his limbs strange trembling came,
And the hair upon his head
Rose erect with very dread
Of this place—this awesome hour,
‘When the nether world had power.
All he had listened to, as a child,
Of mountain glamourie dark and wild,
To harrow up the soul with fear,
Now palpable to eye and ear,
Seemed gathered to confront him here,

NI,

Never stood he so aghast,
Never through such night had passed,
But the dawning came at last :
And when earliest streaks of light
The eastern peaks had silver-barred,
Behold ! Lis tarrying place all night
None other was than Mam-clach-ard.
Forward then, 'mid the glimmer of dawn,
Through the rough Pass he wandered on,
And one by one stars faded on high,
As the tide of light washed up the sky :
But when he reached the eastern door,
‘Where that high cloven Pass looks o'er
Locheil’s broad mountains, grisly and hoar,
The sun, new-ris'n from the under-world,
Had all the glens beneath outrolled,
Up the braes the mists had furled,

And touched their snowy fleeces with gold.

There far below, inlaid between

Steep mountain walls, lay calm and green
Glen Desseray, bright in morning sheen.
As down the rough track Angus trode
The path that led to his old abode,

Calm as of old the lone green glen

Lay stretched before him long miles ten ;
He looked, the braes as erst were fair,
But smoke none rose on the morning air;
He listened, ¢ame no blithe cock-erowing
From wakening farms, no cattle-lowing,
No voice of man; no cry of child,

Blent with the loneness of the wild;
Only the wind thro’ the bent and ferns,
Only the moan of the corrie-burns.

oy
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IX.

Can it be ? doth this silence tell
The same sad tale as yester-eve?
My eclansmen here who wont to dwell
Have they too ta’en their last long leave ?
Adown this glen too, hath there been
The besom of destruction keen
Sweeping it of its people clean ?
That anxious tremour in his breast
One half-hour onward set at rest :
‘Where once his home had been, now stare
Two gables roofless, gaunt, and bare ;
Two gables, and a broken wall,
Are all now left of Sheniebhal.
The huts around of the old farm-toun,
‘Whercin the poorer tenants dwelt,
Moss-covered stone-heaps, erumbling down,
Into the wilderness slowly melt. ‘
The slopes below, where had gardens been,
Lay thick with rushes darkly green,
The furrows on the braes above
‘Where erst the (lax and the barley throve,
‘With ferns and heather covered o’er,
To Nature had gone back once more.
And there beneath, the meadow lay,
The long smooth reach of meadowy ground,
‘Where intertwining east away
In loop on loop the river wound :
There, where he heard a former day
The blithe, loud shouting, shinty play,
Woas silence now as the grave profound.
A few steps led to the Mound of the Cave,
A hillock strewn with many a grave,—
Lone place, to which some far and faint
Remembrance of Columbian Saint
Come, ages gone, from the Isle of Y,
Gave immemorial sanctity.
There children lost in life’s first day
‘Whom to Kilmallie, that long way
They did not bear, were laid to sleep,
That kindred o’er them watch-night keep,
And mothers thither steal to weep.
There he himself in childhood’s morn
Had seen two infants, younger-born,
His own sweet brothers, laid to rest ;
And now he came in loving quest
To see their little graves, but they
From sight had melted quite away,—
’Neath touch of time’s obscure effacing
Had passed unto the waste around,
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And now no eye could mark the fracing
"Twixt holy earth, and common ground.

X

Then looking back with one wide ken,
‘Where stood the Farms, each side the glen—
Tome-na-hua, Cuil, Glach-fern,
Each he clearly could discern ;
Once groups of homes, wherein did dwell
The people he had known so well,
These stood blank skeletons, one and all,
Like his own home, Sheniebhal ;
And he sighed as he gazed on the pathways untrodden,
“These be the homes of the men of Culloden!”
““This desolation ! whence hath come?
‘What power hath hushed this living glen
Once blithe with happy sounds of men
Into a wilderness blank and dumb ?
Alas for them ! leal souls and true !
Kindred and ciansmen whom I knew !
Their homes stand roofless on the brae,
And the hearts that loved them, where are they ?
Ah me ! what days with them I've seen
On the summer braes at the shealings green !
‘What nights of winter dark and long
Made brief and bright by the joy of song!
The men in peace so gentle and mild,
In battle onset Hon-wild,
‘When the pibroch of Donald Dhu
Sounded the summons of Locheil,
From these homes to his standard flew,
By him stood through woe and weal,
Against Clan-Chattan, age by age
Held his ancient heritage :
And when the Stuart cause was down,
And Locheil rose for King and Crown,
‘Who like these same Cameron men
Gave their gallant heart-blood pure
At Inverlochy, Killiecrankie,
Preston-pans, Culloden Muir ¢
And when red vengeance_on the Gael
Fell bloody, did their fealty fail ?
Did they not screen with lives of men
Their outlawed Prince in desert and den ?
And when their Chief fled far away,
‘Who were his sole support but they ?
Alas for them ! those faithful men !
And this is all reward they have!
These unroofed homes, this emptied glen,
A forlorn exile, then the grave.”
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ON GAELIC AND ITS TEACHING IN HIGHLAND SCHOOLS.

(A Paper delivered before the recent Educational Congress in Aberdeen.)
By A. C. CameroN, A.M., FETTERCAIRN.

G20

Tue subject of Gaelic and its teaching in Highland Schools has of late
excited a large amount of interest, and has enlisted for its discussion many
speakers and writers connected with the Highlands, as well as many others
of our ablest and most eminent literary men. One can remember when
Gaelic as a topic was not quite so fashionable. But every true Gael will
rejoice at this change of feeling, although he must bewail the cause, the
rapid decay of Gaelic as a spoken tongue. Let all vie with each other
in their delicate attention to the dear old Language; much good will
come out of the movement in its favour ; if it die in the mouths of the
people, it will live in the domains of Philology ; Chairs of Celtic Education
will be edowed and Professors paid for its teaching ; while it will rank
side by side with other Classic tongues, and be cultivated more and mote
in the higher walks of literature.

But why, you may ask, should I take up this subject when others,
teachers in the Highlands, might be expected, in the light of their every
day experience to do it more ample justice? My reply is, that, as no one
appeared to offer himself, I did,—thinking that this Educational Congress
(for the first time in the Capital of the North) ought not to pass, without
reference to the much-agitated question of Gaelic Teaching in High-
land Schools. And although I have not had very much to do with Gael-
ic or the Highlands for upwards of 30 years, everything pertaining to the
“land of the mountain and the flood” has always had a large share of my
attention, for there, from an early period of infancy, in a romantie and
lonely vale, stretching along the sunny side of Schiehallion, my first ac-
quirements in knowledge consisted of being able to read the Scottish and
old TIrish versions of the Gaelic Bible. My first outset as a teacher was
also in the Highlands, so that I am not altogether without experience of
the subject in question. With these preliminary remarks, I beg to lay
before you what I have been able, amid the hurry of daily duties, and
with short time, to put together. And before I take up the part of my
subject, the Teaching of Gaelic in Highland Schools, which is the more
important one at the present time to many members of the Educational
Institute, permit me to make one or two observations on Gaelic as a Lan-
guage. And 1st, asto its antiquity. Youknow, that of all the European
languages now spoken, the oldest are Gaelic and Cymric, the two leading
branches of the Celtic ; also, that Gaelic is the native language of the peo-
ple in the Scottish Highlands, in the Isle of Man,and in the north and west
of Ireland; while Cymric is spoken by the people of Wales and of Bre-
fagne, and was so by those of Cornwall till 1778. Celtic is now acknow-
ledged to be one of the primitive Aryan tongues, of which Sanscrit may
be the the oldest, It may, but that very word sounds like a pure com-
pound of two Gaelic roots, Sean sgriob, which mean ancient writings ; and,
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moreover, the ar of Aryan is the Gaelic for, and without doubt the root
of, the Latin word aro (I plough), through which the term A»yan is
explained.

The Celts migrated at a very carly period, some say 1400, others 1700
years before the Christian era, from their home in Asia, and peopled all
the southern and western kingdoms of Kurope, from the Pillars of Her-
cules to the banks of the Vistula, and from the Hellespont to the shores
of the Baltic. Out of these countries they were subsequently driven by
the Hellenic, Romanic, and other more modern nations, to the regions
where they are now found. IEven if History and Tradition were wholly
gilent upon this point, we should have ample proof of their being the first
inhabitants in the topographical nomenclature, purely Celtic, which re-
mains imprinted, by these aboriginal tribes, upon the countries which they
overran. I shall not occupy your time by quoting instances or authori-
ties. If you desire such, look up the writings of the Philologists of Ger-
many and of our own country ; aye of the Champion of the Celts, my old
and respected teacher, Professor Blackie, and also those of our very learned
friend, Professor Geddes. How we should have seen the wide fields ex-
plored and the rich Ll Dorados won, had Gaelic been their mother ton-
gue? Professor Geddes traces back the Celtic alphabet to be coeval with
the oldest known—the Pheenician,—and shows that it, like Gaelic, consists
of only 16 letters. It is curious to notice that the names of the letters in the
Old Irish dialect mostly correspond with the names of certain trees of the
forest, thus betokening the highest antiquity. Professor Geddes also traces
the long lost Digamma of the Greek alphabet through the Celtic, to the
period of primeval speech, as well as some Celtic constructive particles,
back beyond all other languages, not even excepting the hoary Sanscrit.
In regard to the Digamma I may remark, that in Bishop Bedell's Irish
Bible, of which 700 copies were printed in the old Hibernian type in 1686,
I find this interesting letter in its original shape, and with the force of our
letter “¥,” occuring at least ten times to one that it does in our modern
Gaelic editions.

The fact that the Celts were not polytheists like the Greeks and Ro-
mans, affords at least a presumptive proof of their earlier origin; and it is
interesting to note that their Druidical priesthood bore a striking resem-

_blance to the order of the Brahmins, the keepers of the Sanserit records;
and I will assert without fear of contradiction, that the Celtic Language
need own no parent but nature ; that the most of its names for animals,
natural objects, and natural phenomena, are not derivable from any other

" known language, and that they reflect in their form and sound the animate
and inanimate voices of creation.

A fatal blow to Celtic literature and poetry was given by the Danes
in the 10th century, when they plundered and burnt I-columkill, in which
were large repositories of old manuscripts. Edward I. also plundered the
Monasteries of their Charters and historical documents, in order to destroy
the written evidence of Scotland’s ancient independence.

For those who wish an introduction to the Language and Literature of
the Highlands, Professor Blackie’s recent work will prove an interesting

- guide,. He does ample justice to the Byrons, the Burnses, and the Cow-
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pers of Gaelic Poetry, and he gives excellent metrical translations of their
leading masterpieces. He makes no mention however of a certain martial
Iyric or war song composed for the Macdonalds, and recited to them, before
the battle of Harlaw in 1411. Iach of its 336 lines, with a few excep-
tions, is made up of two adjectives and two adverbial particles, making
664 adverbs, arranged in alphabetical order, and all expressive of some
quality desirable in warriors, and intended to stir them up to deeds of
bravery. I have never seen or heard of such a piece of compositicn in
any language. It is to be found in Stewart’s Collection of Gaelic Songs,
published at Edinburgh in 1804. This poem evidently shows the won-
derful plasticity or facility of composition inherent in the language. If
you wish for other illustrations to show this facility, consult Professor
Geddes” Lectures, and also an excellent paper read last autumn by Mr
Rattray, and published in the ““ Educational News.”

And now to the second head of my subject—The Teaching of Craelic
in Highland Schools, which has, since the passing of the Scotch Education
Act, caused so much anxiety to those who have interested themselves in
the education of our Gaelic-speaking people. This is owing to the fact
that the Code makes no pecuniary provision for the teaching of Gaelic. It
only provides that in districts where Gaelic is spoken, the children in the
2d and 3d Standards may be tested as to their intelligence through that
language, while no condition is imposed as to the qualification of teachers
or inspectors, who may or may not have a knowledge of Gaelic. So long
as the former School Acts did not provide for the wants of the whole
country, schools were supported in many districts of the Highlands and
Islands by the Society for Propagating Christian Knowledge, the Gaelic
School Society, the General Assembly’s Scheme, and by the subscriptions
of private individuals. In these schools, the teaching of Gaelic was either
directly provided for, or at least not directly discouraged. The Education
Committee of the Privy Council, from the commencement of their Grants
in 1848 till the introduction of the Code, also encouraged the teaching of
Gaelic by granting a bonus of £5 per annum to every qualified teacher.
But now that by Act of Parliament schools and teaching must be provided
according to one universal rule for all districts, the former voluntary agen-
cies, which proved so beneficial to the Highlands, are to a great extent
superseded, and the former methods of education with reference to the
native language of the people are materially and seriously altered. ~ From
the latest reliable authorities, the Gaelic Language is still preached in at
least 200 Highland parishes, and still spoken by at least 250,000 of the peo-
ple, or in other words, there are in Scotland 50,000 children of school age,
whose only language is Gaelic, or who at least use it more and understand
it better during their school career than they do any other. The import-
ant question then arises—Are these children to be taught in the first.place
through the medium of their own language, or are they to be confined to

the learning of English with as little help as possible from their mother
tongue ?

In the interests of Patriotism, Morality, and Religion, this question
requires to be definitely settled, and the best means, according to the one
method or the other, require to be used under the Legislature and the
School Boards, in order that the youth of the Highlands, during their
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limited period of school attendance may receive the education which will
prove the best and the most lasting, and which will not turn out to be
English imperfectly acquired at school to be forgotten in after life, or in
other words, English with no Gaelic in School, and bad Gaelic with little
or no English after their school-days are done. Professor Blackie, in his
book, puts this very forcibly in the case of the modern Celt who was un-
able, from the scanty resources of his bilingual faculty, to give any better
reply to the simplest enquiries of the worthy Saxon tyro, than “ There's
no Gaelic on’t, sir.”

Such instances being now-a-days the rule rather than the exception, I
may in further illustration quote the Professot’s words, viz. :—* As a con-
fused attorney often fumbles in vain about his tables for papers which are
nevertheless there, so the Celt who knows a little shallow currency of col-
loquial English seems to have forgot his Gaelic also, and in all likelihood
can read neither his Gaelic nor his English Bible without labour and sor-
row. This is the natural result of the stupid system of neglecting the
mother tongue, and forcing English down the throats of innocent children
who can no more be changed into Saxons by a mere stroke of pedagogy,
than the heather on the hills can blush itself into roses from hearing a
lecture by the Professor of Botany.”

The Committee of Council recently took steps to elicit the opinions of
Highland School Boards as to the teaching of Gaelic in their Schools ;
and so far as is yet known, many of them have replied that it may be ne-
glected and even ignored. If their object be to put it out of existence,
to ignore it in school is to adopt the wrong plan, even that by which it
will live all the longer. Neither can they kill it or drive it out
of existence, for the experience of similar attempts elsewhere teaches that
they must first kill or drive out the people who use it. But, on the other
hand, let them lead it gently and use it largely for the promotion of
intelligence ; towards acquiring a good English education, and it will flourish
for a time, though in most parts only for a short space, and English, the
language of commerce and of the educated classes, will more easily and
quickly find its way and become the vernacular of the lower and humbler
classes of the people. Such a consummation may and may not be an un-
mitigated good.

Having thus far in a cursory manner stated the general bearings
of the question, T shall proceed to lay before you the results of a
general enquiry, which, after undertaking to read this paper, I have made
upon the subject of Gaelic Teaching in the Highlands. I despatched within
the last few weeks over 160 circulars, with schedules containing certain
queries, and each accompanied with a stamped envelope for reply. About
half the number were sent to teachers, and about 60 to ministers of all
denominations throughout the Highlands and Islands, but without refer-
ence to any special principle of selection other than that of acquaintance-
ship, which in some cases was followed. The remaining 20 copies were
sent to Inspectors of Schools, one or two eminent landed proprictors in
the Highlands, and several other gentlemen of position throughout the
country, from whom proper information was likely to be obtained. Ihave
veceived in return upwards of 100 reliable replies teeming with experi-
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ences, vast and varied. I arranged the queries according to three
three leading heads, viz. :—I. Under the System of Teaching previous to
the introduction of the Code ; 1I. Under the Code Regulations ; and IIL.
Under a Modification of the Code. Those divisions respectively refer to
the past, the present, and the probable future. And now, after a careful
analysis of the replies, and a pretty thorough sifting of the evidence ob-
tained, T may state the result, as follows :—the numbers given being per
centages of the aggregate opinions :—

I.—Under the system of teaching previous to the introduction of the Cede, or keeping

out of view its present regulation and system of Standards :—

1. To what extent should Gaelic be used in teaching the children ?—47 per cent. would
read Gaelic and teach it fully ; 42 would use it only for explanation of lessons; 8
would ignore it wholly ; and 3 state no opinion. 3

2. Would the time required by them in learning to read Gaelic fluently be better spent
in acquiring English alone ?—51 answer no; 45, yes ; and 4 are doubtful.

3. When the General Assembly’s Committee, about 1826, started their scheme of High-
schools, they issued a regulation that children should be first taught a course of
Gaelic reading and after that English :—

(@) Was this a wise regulation ?—41 reply in the affirmative, but some of these
qua]lify their replies ; 47 deny the wisdom of the regulation ; and 12 give no
reply.

(b) Was it carried out in practice ?—15 reply that it was; 30 that it was partially;
31 that it was not; and 22 are doubtful, or give no opinion.

(c) If not, were the parents or teachers to blame ?—18 answer the parents ; 12 theo
teachers ; 30 both parents and teachers; 2 neither ; and 38 doubtful, or give
no reply.

() Would the children at the age of 10, or after four years’ schooling, be better
or worse English readers than if taught without Gaelic reading?—51 answer
better with Gaelic ; 36 worse ; and 13 doubtful, or give no reply.

(e) Would it entail less labour upon teachers and pupils to take Gaelic reading
after a fair course of English?—32 favour Gaelic teaching, and affirm it
wioulld entail more labour ; 55 state the contrary ; and 13 are silent or unde-
cided.,

11,—Under the Code regulations, as now in force :—

1. Is Gaelic reading now less taught than formerly ?—81 state that it is less taught; 8
deny this; 9 are not certain, and give no reply.

2. Is the simple reading of Gaelic at all necessary, in addition to oral explanation, as a
means towards securing passes in the standards ?—18 reply that Gaelic reading is
necessary, or ought to be; 73 that it is not ; 5 are doubtful ; and 2 donot venture an
opinion.

3. Should Gaelic be made a specific subject 2—70 that it should ; 22 the contrary; 1 is
doubtful ; and 7 are silent. :

4, Would children learn Bible knowledge and Scottish History more easily in Gaelio?—
41 that they would; 26 that they would, Bible knowledge only ; 28 are opposed to
the idea ; and 5 give no reply.

I11.—Under a modification of the Code :—
1. Were individual examination of children under 10 abolished, and Gaelic made a spe-
cial and paid subject for children over 10—
(a) When should Gaelic reading be commenced ?—22 reply at five years of age,
or when children enter school; 2replyat 6; 2at7; 5at 8; 14 at 9; 30 at
10; 4at11: 2at12; and 2 at 13; 9 cry out never ; and 8 are silent. Here
the greatest number say at 10 years of age; but 45 per cent. prefer below, or
at 9; and 38 prefer a higher age.
(b) Should grammar in a simple form be attempted ?—55 reply yes ; and 33 no,
but not a few of them on the ground that Highland children always speak
Gaelic grammatically ; while 12 give no reply.

IV, —Training of teachers, &c, :—-
1. What special means should be adopted for training teachers?—33 wish students to
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attend Gaelic classes in Normal Schools; 23 that they attend the lectures of the
Celtic Professor ; 12 no training ; 8 are doubtful ; and 24 give no reply.

2. To what extent should salaries be increased for teaching Gaelic 2—435 advocate grants
as for other special subjects under the Code ; 11 would increase the present salaries
from } to % : 13 desire grants of from £5 to £10; 11 are against any increase ; and
20 do not reply. Y -

In addition to the above queries, I requested the parties addressed to
favour me with any other particular information about Gaelic and its
Teaching within their reach ; assuring them, however, that their replies and
information should be considered private, unless they otherwise desired,
considering that this would have the effect of drawing out more freely the
opinions that existed, and in this I have not been disappointed. The in-
formation is profuse and the suggestions are various and opposite in cha-
racter. Upon one point, however, they appear to be almost all agreed, in
the rapid decline of Gaelic both in and out of school. There appears to
be large districts of the Highlands where, within a few ycars, it has almost
entirely ceased to be used. In the Highlands of Perthshire, which I know
best, it surprises me much to find that it is not taught there now, and that
in two at least of its largest and most Highland parishes, the people are
almost Saxonised, and only a small minority of the teachers know Gaelic.

Arother striking fact presents itself. The replies shew that at least
20 per cent. of my list of clergymen, teachers, and others throughout the
Highlands, who know Gaelic and whose duty it is to use it, make no se-
cret of their wish to see it dead and gone. A teacher in the West High-
lands writes that the Committee of Presbytery who annually examined
his school never asked whether the children could read the Bible in their
native tongue. Another intelligent teacher in the North-West Highlands
states that he taught Gaelic successfully before the introduction of the
Code and was paid for it, as many others were, in terms of his Govern-
ment certificate ; but that it is now necessarily neglected in their
schools, as the Inspectors ignore it, and besides, ¢ School Boards, as a
rule, disapprove of its being taught, for they are composed of lairds, fac-
tors, clergymen, doctors, and sheep-farmers—classes which generally
have very few Celtic sympathies, indeed a strong desire to have the whole
race Saxonized right off,—and although teachers may continue from a sense
of duty and patriotic motives to teach the vernacular, such teaching is not
efficient as the grants are not thereby increased.”

A worthy Parish Minister in Argyleshire attributes'much of the pre-
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