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DONALD MACQGILLIVRAY.

s

We are pleased to
be able to present our
readers this month
with a portrait of Mr.
Donald MacGillivray,
who has just been
elected as Honorary
Secretary of the Gaelic
Society of London,

Few Highlanders
are better known
among his countrymen south of the border
than the subject of this sketch. A son of the
late Mr. John Macgillivray, schoolmaster, Muir
of Ord, he was born at Highfield, Ross-shire,
in 1871. Leaving home in 1887, he went to
Inverness, where he served for three years as a
pupil with Mr. Duncan Carneron, architect and
surveéyor. From Inverness Mr. Macgillivray
proceeded to Lancashire in 1890." During his
two years in Blackburn he succeeded in rallying
his fellow Scots and was mainly instrumental in
founding the Blackburn Caledonian Society,
which still exists and flourishes. But Blackburn
to the young Highlander was merely a stepping
stone on the road to London, and in November
of 1892 he came to the metropolis, and at once
threw himself into the Highland movement.
It speaks volumes for Mr. Macgillivray’s charmn
of manner and the contagion of his enthusiasm,
that in practically six months after his arrival
in London, he founded the London Highland
Athletic Club, of which he was honorary secre-
tary and treasurer, and of the associated annual
Highland Gathering, until February, 1898,
when, to the great regret of the Club and of his
friends generally, he had to resign on account of
his health, Mr. Macgillivray, however, as
chairman of committee, still guides in a great
measure the destinies of the Club. The subject
of this sketch is himself no mean athlete, being
able to throw the 16 1b. hammer well over 100
feet. He is equally at home on the dancing

platform, where he has taken first honours on

- more than one occasion.

Mr. Macgillivray has also served as captain
and honorary captain of the London Camanachd
Club, is a member of committee of the London
Inverness-shire Association, and was one of the
committee of the Highland Societies which
presented Colonel Macdonald, of Omdurman
fame, with a sword of honour.

For eight years Mr. Macgillivray wore the’
Queen’s uniform as a volunteer, having served
in the 1st V.B. Cameron Highlanders, as well
as in London’s crack corps, the London Scottish
Rifle Volunteers.

But though a keen and enthusiastic High-
lander, athlete, and volunteer, Mr. Macgillivray
has been by no means neglectful of his pro-
fessional interests. High as his name stands
among his countrymen for his work connected
with the societies, his name is more distinguished
still as an architect. On many occasions his
designs and schemes have secured large
premiums and taken first places in open com-
petitions. Among other public buildings, he
designed the Hammersmith Town Hall and the
Leyton Town Hall and Technical -Institute.
He also secured a premium for his design for
the Bury Art Gallery and Technical Institute.
Mr. Macgillivray is now entrusted with the
designs, etc., for the public buildings of at least
two of the London Vestries.

Such then is a brief sketch of Mr. Donald
Macgillivray, but it is at best but a fragmentary
outline of the career of one of the cleverest
young Highlanders in the metropolis, a man
whom his friends expect to do greater things
yet. All who know him admit his charm of
manner, his courtesy, and his modesty, both
as regards his work for the societies and his pro-
fessional work, and it is these traits which
endear him to the hearts of his many friends.

The London Gaelic Society is to be heartily
congratulated on the election of Mr. Macgillivray
as honorary secretary of their ancient society.
A Gaelic scholar, a gentleman, & man of brains,
of infinite tact, he will make an ideal secretary,
and we are sure that under his regime the
annual Gaelic concert will increase in popularity
and the society flourish even more than of yore.

Wr. C. GALBRAITH,



ROB DEARG'S WAY OF IT.
A SUTHERLAND ROMANCE.

some to hear—the sound of the sea, the

cry of the whaup, and the soughing of

wind in the trees. Butit isfar I am from them

all. Och, och! to smell the peat reek, the

heather and the sea-wrack, to see the hinds

creeping down the side of the corries in the

mouth of day! Aye, Rob Dearg, it is fain you

would be on the hills this night, where the cold
clean winds are blowing.”

So Rob Dearg Mac-Aoidh kept whispering to

¢ <@HERE be three things that are heart-

LAIRG, AND

And his thought was the same thought always
—Mairi, Mairi!

Rob Dearg was the strapping lad. Fine did
he know the salmon pools on the Shin river,
and the corries far up the sides of Clebrig.
There was no lad about Lairg who was more
namely for the quickstep and reel. But in the
heat of words which he had one summer night
with Paraig Gunn over Mairi, Rob Dearg took
the way for the south, and next day the eyes of
Mairi were red with the weeping.

Hot is the Highland heart in love, and hotter
still when love is slighted.

So for three years Rob stayed in the south,
working by day in the din of wheels, and play-

2 .. ... ' ' THE CELTIC MONTHLY.

himself as he lay in a garret far from Strath
Terry. Three full years had he lived in the
towns of the south, working in places where his
ears were deaved with the whirl of wheels, and
the air was for ever full of evil smells and the
sound of strange tongues. But always his heart
was turning to the hills and the glens he had
left far away, and through his dreams there

d the image of a woman’s face, with the
eyes of her full of tears.  Night after night he
lay down in his poor room, and night after
night the woman’s face seemed to beckon him.
The big red man would groan in his lonesome-
ness, and stare up through the skylight in the
dark, where he could see the stars twinkling.

LOCH SHIN.

ing wild pranks by night. But one day there
came to bim the sound of a woman’s weeping,
sore and long and low. The clatter o’ wheels
could not silence the sound. Rob tried to put
it away from him, but every time he tried the
vision of Mairi's face rose up with the terror on
it. Then he knew that it was Mairi’s voice
that he heard at the weeping. She was in
trouble, and she was crying for him. And only
those whose home is among the hills will ever
know the power of the Vision, or the meaning of
the sound of a weeping voice heard through the
loudest clatter that is. 8o Rob knew that his
time had come, and that not all the foolish
pride in his heart that had sent him off to the
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south ocould stand against it. He was in the
trouble then, and rising up where he was at
work, he flung down his tools, and marched out
into the street without a word, and with a queer
look on the face of him. There is one thing that
never dies in the soul of a man, and that is
stronger than all the other things in the world
to him—it is the thought of the woman he has
loved. There can be no forgetting of that.
Through the crowds of strange folks he wan-
dered hour after hour, like one in a dream. The
spring sunshine was trying to break through
the grime and smoke of the foul town, and when
a shaft of it fell on Rob Dearg’s face he smiled
a weary-like smile, and saw, in his dreaming,

the same shaft of light striking Strath Oykell—
the fairest strath, with the fairest river, in the
north.  Beautiful are the hills of home to the
Highland heart, but beautiful beyond all know-
ing are the mountains of Sutherland to a Gunn
or a Mackay when he stands upon the high
ground above Invershin, and views the great
Kyle of Sutherland stretching far up between
the bonny pine clad hills, until the bens of the
west rise like a mighty rampart against the sky.
The Oykell river, broad and full, comes winding
down in the sunshine, sparkling and gleam-
ing and flashing between the fertile banks
and holmlands. The pine trees rise above the
pasture grounds—their bosky depths touched

THE WATCH HILL, TONGUE, SUTHERLAND.

everywhere with the tender green of the larches
—and then they lose themselves in the moors
that run, clear cut and sharp, against the sky
line. Aye, it is on Oykellside that the sky can
be bluer and the clouds snowier in the clear
spring weather than on any other spot on earth.
And it was to Oykell and Shinside that the face
was beckoning Rob Dearg as he wandered
through the crowd. The longer he dreamed
the wilder grew his hunger for home. He
saw the clean-run salmon leaping in the falls,
and heard the young lambs mek.ing on the
hillsides.  Suilven and Clebrig, and Loyal
and Hope—their very names seemed to come
in a whisper from the lips of the woman

whose face was wet with the weeping.
“ Here'’s good-bye to pride,” cried Rob, as he
stood stock still at a crossing, “ and it’s the road
for Lairg I maun be taking.”
He turned round and set his face to the north.

‘When Rob Dearg found himself standing on
the road two miles from Lairg, he lifted up his
face and let the caller winds blow about him.
For three wearisome years he had dreamed of
this very road, and now he could see the Shin
river rushing below at his feet.

“ Enough o’ yon for me! The glen will be
seeing my back no more. And Mairi—she did
beckon to me, and now I will go and find her.”
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‘When Rob had got the length of the church
which stands on the height across the water, he
met Angus the stone-breaker.

¢ Blessings on us, Rob Mac-Aoidh, but is it
you I am seeing 1”

Angus had on his blacks.

% Aye, Angus, the air of the towns was chok-
ing me, and it is back to Shinside I am for a
breath o’ the clean winds.”

“You heard the news, Rob?”

“ What news, Angus? You glower as if the
fear was on you. Speak, man!”

“God keep us, he does not know !”

“ What is't, Angus? Why have you on your
blacks? Speak! Who's away?”

It is Mairi, Rob.”

And the colour went slowly out of Rob
Dearg’s face, until it was as grey as a granite
stone. He waited for more. And Angus
jerked the bad news out.

“They said you were not caring for her, Rob,
and she dwined away. I am just new come from
the kirkyard. God, how he looks!”

For Rob Dearg stood glaring in the middle of
the road like a very bockdan, and he shook from
head to foot with the bitter remorse that was
creeping over his soul.

“ Angus,” he hissed at last, *“ was it Paraig
Gunn that did it with his black lies "

“It was Paraig with his lies.” °

“Tell me what he said, Angus. Quick |”

“He was miscalling you, Rob, for a low fellow
to Mairi, yon night. The lass was so scared

with the foul lies he put on you that in her.

fright she broke her trysting wi' you. And
then when Paraig was going up to the shielings

he met you and told you that the lass had .

spoken shame of you to his face. You will be
knowing the rest yourself, Rob, for you were
up and away to the south, and her crying for
you all the time. And Paraig Gunn has been
dandling a bairn on his knee these two years
back !”

“Amadain dhoill! O, blind fool, blind fool
that I am! Let me go, Angus; let me go!”

For , in his distress for the red man,
had taken hold of him by the arm.

Then Rob Dearg went striding along the road
with a look of white death on the face of him.
On past the big house in the trees he went,
round the corner and through the village, look-
ing neither to right nor left. The folks saw
who it was, but when they saw the look on the
white face of him they drew back with a start.

Then he began to go up the road to the kirk-
yard, which stands on the hill. With the glazy
look still in his eyes, he opened the gate and
stepped into the place of graves, where the
great grey monument stands in memory of Sir
James, the good laird. And in a corner near

- ribbon across the moors.

the wall he found a new made grave. But the
grief of the sore heart belongs to none but him
who grieves. It is not ours that we should
look on it.

Oalm and still fell the gloaming that night.
The hills were lying asleep in the early twilight
—which is the borderland of shadows betwixt
the day and night. And Rob Dearg took the
path that many a lover has taken, in dool and
in glee, up the side of the hill that rises from
the Strath Terry road. There is a scaur of
rock above the woods, and from it you can see
the calm waters of Loch Shin lying below you,
while away to the right the road over the Crask
to Alt-na-harra stretches like a thin white
It was to this black
rock that Rob began to climb. The heather
was dry and springy there, and it was three
years since he had seen that picture of the hills
of home spread beneath his eye.

But when he got above the trees and turned
his eyes to the Black Scaur, standing high and
sharp against the sky, he heard the sound of
voices. Then a child cried. He paused and
looked round. But he could see no man or
child.

Up again he went, with a wild pain at his
heart, and far away a whaup sent its lonely cry
across the hills.

Then Rob paused again. He was above the
black rock now, and had only to turn to the
right and walk down the heather to be on the
top of the crag.

Near the rock face he saw a man sitting with

- & woman by his side. Behind them a bairn lay
.sprawling and cooing on the heather. The man

laughed on a sudden. It was Paraig Gunn.
And the woman at his side was the mother of
his bairn—the cooing bairn that lay in the
heather all unconscious that Rob Dearg’s eyes
were on it.

The pain at Rob's heart came near choking
him. Like a snake, he began to creep down
the heather to the place where the wee one lay.
In an instant he had the child in his arms, and
before it could cry out he had rushed past the
man and woman, and stood on the edge of the
cliff, holding the child out in his right arm
above the tree tops far below.

The woman shrieked, and the man rose to his
feet deathly white.

“Paraig Gunn, you have killed one woman
with your black lies, and you have put a shame
on me that is worse than the shame of death.”

“But the bairn, Rob Dearg, what ill has it
done? For the love o' God and it’s mother
here, spare the bairn and do to me as you will.
Come back from the cliff. Back, Rob, back !”

“Paraig Gunn,” said Rob with a laugh, “if
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you would save your bairn, strip your back bare,
and give the woman there your belt. Kneel
down, man of lies, and until the woman has
scarred your back with the leather thong, your
bairn hangs betwixt life and death. Quick,
Paraig. And you, woman, if you would spare
your bairn, see that you spare not the man of lies.”

In an instant the woman began to pull the
man’s coat offf. And with a Paraig
Gunn knelt down with a bare back, and handed
his leather belt to the woman. She was more
eager than any of the three to begin.

For she was a mother. .

Then the blows fell fast and cruel, and the
kneeling man groaned at every lash. Strange
to say, the woman increased in fury at each
stroke. She did not see that the buckled strap
was now bloody. She was muttering to herself
all the time. In the thought of the wee one
she forgot the pain of the man whose back she
was ploughing up into great red furrows. Yet
he was the father of her bairn. This was Par-
aig’s bitter fate.

“ Enough, woman,” laughed Rob from the
edge of the cliff, “let the man of lies stand up.”

And Paraig Gunn rose with a fearful groan
to his feet. But he could not stand straight.

“Give me my bairn now!” cried the woman,
and she rushed towards Rob Dearg.

But, with another laugh, Rob gathered the
wee one in his arms, and leapt far out into the
air, crying as he went—

“ Here’s another for the Dark Road, and a
curse on the man of lies!”

The woman swooned on the heather, and
when the man with the bleeding back crept to
the edge of the cliff, he saw a stir in the trees
far below, where a hoodie crow was flying.
And then—there was silence.

TorQuiL MACLEOD.

JOHN MURDOOH.
THE HIGHLANDER.

@F one were to ask, who is the best known

Highlander of the present day? there

would be a general concensus of opinion
in declaring Mr. Murdoch to be that individual.
Indeed, he is so well known to Highlanders
everywhere, that it is difficult to say anything
regarding him that is not already known.

Mr. Murdoch was born at Lynemore,
Ardchlach, Nairnshire, on 15th January, 1818,
so that he is now in the eighty-second year of his
age, and we can say of him that ‘““his eye is not
dimmed nor his natural force abated.”

Although born in the north, Mr. Murdoch is
by education and upbringing an Islayman, and
his heart’s best emotions are centred in that
island. Entering the excise in 1838, he was

during his connection with that service stationed
in 8tirling, Dublin, Lancashire, Shetland, and
Inverness. He retired in 1872, to the regret of
many friends of the service, who marked their
appreciation of his valuable services by a hand-
some testimonial. During his connection with
the excise he was continually contributing to the
formation of public opinion on a variety of
questions, such as the Repeal of the Corn Laws,
Temperance, and the Land Question. With the
Temperance movement he has been connected
for over sixty years, while as regards the Land
Question, he i8 generally acknowledged to be the
apostle of Land Law Reform. As early as 1853
he contributed a series of articles on the subject
to the Nation and the Mark Lane Express ; and
to a perusal of these articles, in the seventies,
the writer is indebted for his first lesson in
Highland economics.

On his retirement from the excise Mr.
Murdoch started The Highlander newspaper in
Inverness, in which he advocated the cause of
the people, and particularly the right of the
Gaelic people to their native soil. The paper
lived for eight years, and did much to formulate
that healthy opinion regarding this importani
question, of which the Crofters’ Act is the first
fruits, and doubtless an earnest of further con-
cessions to the Highland people.

Mr. Murdoch in 1883 gave valuable evidence
before the Highland Commission, of which Lord
Napier was chairman. At present he is
enamoured with the mode of cultivation adopted
by 8ir Arthur Cotton, at Dorking, and is
advocating its adoption by small cultivators
everywhere. Mr. Murdoch has not only been
the advocate of the Highland people in the past,
but also the warm and trusted friend of the
“ gea-divided Gaels.” He is a fluent speaker
in Gaelic and English, and a typical Highlander,
wearing the kilt summer and winter. As a
fittingconclusion to this brief sketch we cannot do
better than quote Professor Blackie’s opinion of
honest John Murdoch—

God bless thee Murdoch ! thou’rt a man to stand

On thine own legs, and very good legs they be,

Like a strong swimmer thou hast gained the land

When wave on wave yawnéd to swallow thee.

Time was when only valiant men might show

Their face on Highland hills ; a baser brood
Now to the Saxon lordling duck them low,

With fashioned smiles o ammth-lspped flunkeyhood ;
Not in this schoo] was Murdoch bred, who wears

His manhood on his front, and in his breast
The memory of high hearted fathers bears

Who never crooked the knee or drooped the crest ;
True to whose blood, he battles in the van

For truth and right, and fears no face of man !

People may differ from Mr. Murdoch, but all
respect and regard him, and we know of no one
who will not fervently respond to our wish of
mair bed ! Fiorx,
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BADENOOH AND LOCHABER LORD-
SHIP OCOURTS AND RECORDS.

By C. Fraser-MackintosH, LL.D.

the owners of Lordships and Baronies

in Scotland served their day ; and the
time does not seem far distant when the juris-
diction of Justices of the Peace shall be super-
seded by the Sheriff Courts, possessing all civil
and criminal authority within limits already
fixed, or to be hereafter fixed, by Parliament.

The records of several of the Lordship
Courts have been preserved, including those of
Badenoch and Lochaber, with their correspond-
ing Registry of Estate Deeds, forming interest-
fog and valuable reading, coupled with an
authenticity not permitting of challenge.

As showing how people in byegone days
behaved, and the manner in which justice was
dispensed, some extracts of an interesting or
exceptional character, from the proceedings in the
Badenoch and Lochaber Courts, held by authority

"of the family of Gordon, are now given. It
may be said in a sentence that, as a rule, the
decisions pronounced were founded upon justice
and equity. In one case to be referred to, a
serious charge of murder, with the intervention
of a jury, was held at Ruthven. The Lochaber
Gordon cases were tried in Badenoch—the
Gordons thus endeavouring by side wind to
avoid the jurisdiction of Mackintosh, who held
the office of Steward of all Lochaber, by grants
from the Lords of the Isles, confirmed by the
Scottish Kings, prior to the acquisition by the
Gordons of a foot of land in Lochaber.
ancient Lords of Lochabér were Comyns and
Macdonalds.

I.—FExtracts from the Regtster of Deeds of the
Regality of Hunitly.

The first Register, commencing in 1686, has
these words of preface : —

“ Note by Patrick Gordon (of Glastirim) that as
he is empowered by the undernoted Commission to
appoint deputies for registering and giving extracts
of all papers mentioned in the said Commission,
he ordains James Stewart, Nether Boat of Spey,
clerk to the Lordship of Gordon, to register and
extract the same. e reserves power to appoint
any other depute. He delivers to the said James
Stewart this %ook, consisting of 385 leaves. Dated
at Gordon Castle, 20th October, 1685. (Signed)
P. Gorpor.

The deeds are not to be found in any public
register.,

1687—February 24.—Registration of Bond
granted by John Gordon, of Littlemiln, to
George, Earl of Huntly, for 2560 merks of bor-

@HE ancient jurisdictions conferred upon

The .

rowed money.
January, 1658. .

Same year—March 19.—Oontract of marri:
registered, dated at Dalmaine, 29th July, 1682,
between John Leslie, of Tillichallum, and Mar-
garet Stewart, daughter of the deceased Andrew
Stewart, tutor of Tannachie, for whom John
Gordon, of Achynachie, is “cautioner” as to
the lady’s tocher of 1600 merks. This sum is
to be weared out on land or annuals at sight of
the said tutor of Tannachie, John Leslie, of
‘Wardhouse, and John Leslie, of Parkhill. John
Leslie agrees to assign a legacy of 200 merks
left to him by Andrew Stewart in the year
1655. The witnesses to the contract are John
Leslie, of Wardhouse ; Robert Derg, in Achy-
nachie ; John Gordon, of Bognie ; and Patrick
Stewart, apparent of Tannachie.

1688—March 14.—Bond registered, granted
by William Macpherson, of Noide, narrating
that his late father, Donald Macpherson, of
Noide, bad granted a wadset to Beatrix Gor-
don, then his spouse, now his relict, in which
she is provided to the life-rent of 3600 merks,
the fee falling to their children. Now, Helen
Macpherson, his sister, and second daughter of
his father, Donald, was unprovided for. There-
fore, he as principal, and with him Paul Muac-
pherson, of Knockdars, John Grant, of Gaich,
and John Macpherson, of Benchar, as cautioners,
obliges him to pay to his sister £1000 Scots at
the first term after she attains the age of 18
years, the annual rent going to her mother,
Beatrix Gordon, while Helen remains with her
unmarried. Witnesses at Allenbay, 1st June,
1681, Robert Gordon, of Cairnfield; Patrick
Gordon, of Glastirrim; Jobn Rose, of Allen-
bay; and Andrew Macpherson, notary.

Eo Dié—Another bond by Noide to his
sister, Anna, youngest daughter of Donald
Macpherson, of Noide, for 100 merks only.
Signed and witnessed ut supra.

1695—June 5.—Registered bond by Angus
Mackintosh, in Garsabeg, to Alexander Gordon,
for 70 merks. Gordon gets tack of the lands,
and is not to be removed until the debt be paid,
although the tack may have run out. Dated at
Ruthven, 13th June, 1686.

1702—May 8.—Contract of wadset, dated
Gordon Castle, 28th May, 1701, whereby the
Duke of Gordon wadsets to Robert Gordon,
eldest lawful son to the deceased ILudovick
Gordon, brother german to Sir Robert Gordon,
of Gordonstoun, in respect of 4000 merks
advanced by William Mackintosh, of Borlum,
the pupil’s grandfather and tutor, the lands of
Haugh, in the Parish of Inverness. =~ Witnesses
—S8ir Robert Gordon, of Gordonstoun ; George
Gordon, of Swelltoune ; and Andrew Macpher-
son, notar.

Dated Bog O'Gight, 15th
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'1705—June 25.—Bond, Duncan Macpherson,
.of Invertromie, to George, Duke of Gordon, for
£11 12s. 0d., dated Edinburgh, 5th December,
1696. Witnesgses—Mr. George Gordon and
George Rioch, servitors to the Duke.

1706—May 11.—Another bond by Inver-
tromie to the Duke of Gordon for 200 merks,
dated Edinburgh, 11th March, 1698,

A sam of 2000 merks was mortified for the
support of a schoolmaster in Badenoch, and
frequent traces of its being lent out, and failure
in payment of principal or interest, or both,
are to be found in the annals of the Lordship.
The following refers to this mortification of
the early date of 1656 :—Gilbert Hannay
was schoolmaster for a considerable period,
and wrote or witnessed many of the
Badenoch legal documents of his time. After
his death, his relict, Mrs. Annand, was a source
of much trouble to the managers of the school
and heritors of Kingussie, being in very truth
‘‘an importunate widow.”

1707—February 21—Discharge of George,
Duke of Gordon, as assignee, narrating that the
deceased John Macpherson, of Ballachroan, as
principal; and with him Ewen Macpherson,
tutor of Clunie; Donald Macpherson, of Noide;
and Malcolm Macpherson, of Kingussie-Mor, as
cautioners, by bond dated 18th June, 1656,
bound and obliged themselves to pay to the
incumbent master of the Grammar School
in Badenoch the interest of the sum of 2000
merks, while that sum remained in the hands of
the deceased John Macpherson ; and that James
Macpherson, now of Ballachroan, as heir of his
deceased father, John, had granted a bond of
corroboration on 10th October, 1684, in favour
of Gilbert Hannay, then schoolmaster. That
Hannay, on 22nd February, 1700, had assigned
the bond to the Duke of Gordon, who had
taken steps against the said John Macpherson,
as representing his said father James, and
William Macpherson, now of Noide, as repre-
senting his said father, Donald, and against the
said Malcolm Macpherson, of Kingussie-Mor,
for payment of five years’ interest on the said
sum, Ballachroan alleging that he had already
paid interest for two of the years claimed for, to
the Duke’s chamberlain, and had instantly paid
the other three years, is discharged by the Duke
in full ; but if Ballachroan fail to exhibit the
chamberlain’s discharges, claim for the two
years alleged to be paid is reserved. Discharge
signed at Gordon Castle, 9th November, 1706.

(To be continued.)

CLAN (iREGOR.—At the last meeting—Rev. Dr. Mac-
Gregor, Edinburgh, presiding—several votes of money
were made for charitable and educational purposes.
The total sum given away exceeded £50,

GEALL AIR SON BHREUGAN.

HACHAIR gu ’'n do chuir duine araidh a
@ mhacgu muileann le slol a chum a bhleith.
Ach mu 'n do chuir e air falbh a mhac
mbol e dha gun e a bhleith an t-sll am muileann
‘sam bith far an tachradh dha coinneachadh ri
Fear-gun-fheusaig. Dh’ fhalbh an gille agus
thainig e gu muileann ; ach bha Fear-gun-fheusaig
an sin roimhe. “Gu’m beannachadh Dia thu,
Fhir-gun-fheusaig ' ars an gille. * Gu 'm beann-
achadh Dia thusa,” ars an duine. “ Am faigh
mi mo shiol air a bhleith 1" db’ fhedraich an gillle,
“C’ ar son nach faigheadh,” ars Fear-gun-fheusaig,
“ tha mo shiol-sa gu bhi uile bleithte, agus faod-
aidh thusa bleith a’m dhéigh.” Ach chuimhnich
an t-dganach air comhairle athar, agus dh’ fhag
e am muileann sin agus chaidh e gu muileann
eile. Ach ghabh Fear-gun-fheusaig cuibhrionn
d’ a shlol agus shiubhail e le cabhaig air rathad
aithghearr, agus rdinig ¢ am muileann gus an
robh an t-dganach a’ dol rdimhe ; agus chuir e
cuid d’ a shiol g’ a bhleith. Ach air do ’n ghille
ruigheachd, ciod bu mhod a chuireadh iongantas
air na e a dh’ ambharc Fear-gun-fheusaig ’sa
mhuileann roimhe ; agus thill e gu muileann eile,
Ach rinn Fear-gun-fheusaig cabhag a rls, a’ dol
air slighe aithghearr, agus bha e aig an treas
muileann roimh an dganach ; agus thug e ouibh-
rionn d’ a shiol gu bhi air a bleith. Rinn e an
nl ceudna 's a cheathramh muileann. Ach mu
’n 4m so bha an gille a fis sglth de 'n ghnothach,
oir bha e am beachd gu ’'m biodh Fear-gun-
fheusaig roimhe aig & h-uile muileann. Air an
aobhar sin leig e slos a shac, agus rinn e suas
inntinn gu 'm bleitheadh e a ghran anns a
mhuileann 8o ged bha Fear-gun-fheusaig ann.
'Nuair thainig grin an dganaich gu bhi g’ a bleith,
thubhairt Fear-gun-fheusaig ris, “ Eisd rium, a
mhic ; deanamaid breacag de ’n mhin mhin.”
Ach am feadh na h-dine 8o uile bha 'n t-dganach’
a’ beachd-smaointeachadh air briathran athar ;
ach cha bu’rrainn da an gnothuch achuideachadh.
Uime sin dh’ aontaich e le Fear-gun-fheusaig.
DI’ éirich Fear-gun-fheusaig agus thdisich e ri
measgadh na min mhin an uisge ; agus bha e &’
measgadh gus an robh a ghran uile bleithte ; agus
mheasg e a mhin mhin uile 'na h-aon bhonnach
mér. An sin rinn iad teine agus ghreidh e 'n
t-aran. Agusan uair a bha e greidhte, charaich
e a suas ris a’ bhalla am bonnach ; agus thubhairt
e, “ A mhic, éisd ri mo dheadh chomhairle. Ma
roinneas sinn &’ bhuileann so, cha bhi gu ledr -
ann do gach aon againn; ach innsidh mi dhuit
ciod a nl sinn. Innseadh gach aon againn
breugan, agus an ti a dh’innseas a’ bhreug a’s
mo, gheibh e am bonnach uile gu léir. Sheas
an t-0ganach car tacain an ioma-cheist agus thu-
bhairt e ris féin, ¢“Cha bhi mi cho faoin a's
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tilleadh air m’ ais ; ni mi an ni a’s féarr a’s
urrainn domh,” Fhreagair e Fear-gun-fheusaig
agus thubhairt e ris, “Thig air t'aghaidh agus
toisich.,” Db’ aithris Fear-gun-fheusaig méran
bhreugan, agus an uair a bha e sgith sguir e.
Thubhairt an t-dganach “ A | Fhir-gun-fheusaig,
mo ghraidh, ma ’s e sin uile na ’s aithne dhuit,
tha thu fada fada air ais. Ach éisd rinumsa agus
cleachd foighidinn gus an innis mise barrachd ’s
an fhirion. An laithean m’ dige, 'nuair a bha
mise 'nam sheann duine, bha sinn ag cumail
moéran de sheilleanan, agus b’ e mo ghnothuch-sa
gach maduinn an cunntas; agus b’ urrainn
domh-sa na seilleanan aireamh soirbh gu ledr,
ach am feasda cha b’ urrainn domh na sgeapan
Aireamh. Air maduinn araidh am feadh a bha
mi ag direamh nan seilleanan chunnaic mi gu ’'n

robh an seillean a b’ fhéarr air seacharan. Chuir .

mi dlolaid air a’ choileach agus mharcaich mi air
a’ choileach cho luath ris an each a’s meamnaiche
a shireadh an t-seillein. Thog mi a lorg a dh’
ionnsuidh &’ chladaich agus chunnaic mi gu 'n
deachaidh e thar a’ chuain. Gidheadh lean mi
a lorg. Agus ’nuair a chaidh mi' thar a’ chuain
gu tir chéin, chunnaic mi gu ’n d’ fhuair neach e.
Agus bha e &’ treabhadh achaidh leis, anns an
robh e gu meanbh-pheasair a chur. Thubhairt
mi ris “’8 e sin mo sheillean-sa. C’ aite 'n d’
fhuair thu e.” Fhreagair an duine agus thub-
hairt e, ¢ Mo bhrathair, ma ’s leat-sa e, thoir leat
e.” Thug mi air ais mo sheillean domh ; agus a
thuilleadh air an t-seillean thug e dhomh lan
poca de mheanbh-pheasair. Chuir mi am poca
air mo dhruim agus db’ atharraich mi an dlolaid
o’'n choileach gus an t-seillean, mharcaich
mi air, &' tredrachadh a’ choilich a’m dhéigh, a
chum gu'm faigheadh e anail amfeadh abhithinna’
tilleadh. Ach air doigh eiginn, bhris an cord a
bha a’ ceangal &’ phoca agus thuit mo mheanbh-
pheasair uile do 'n mhuir. ’Nuair a fhuair mi
nall bha an oidhche a’ dorchachadh. Theirinn
mi dheth 'n t-seillean agus leig mi fuasgailte e
air an fheur ; ach cheangail mi an coileach gu
teann limh rium, agus thug mi connlach dha ri
ith. An sin laidh mi féin sios gu cadal. Agus
feuch ’nuair a dhiisg mi suas ’sa mhaduinn bha
madadh-ruadhan déigh mosheillean a mharbhadh
agus itheadh suas. Agus bha mil an t-seillein air
a dortadh air feadh nan gleann ionnan ’s gu ’n
rachadh neach fodha innte gus an aobran, agus
na beanntan cho lan ’s gu 'n rachadh neach fodha
am mil gus a ghlin air am barr. Agus aig an
Am so smaointich mi ¢’ aite an cruinnichinn a’
mhil. Ach chuimhnich mi air mo thuaigh bhig ;
agus ghlac mi a’m laimh i, agus chaidh mi do 'n
choille leatha an ddochas gu 'm marbhainn uile-
bheistean eiginn a chum ’s gu'n deanainn poca
de na craicinn. Agus nuair a bha mi ’sa choille,
chunnaic mi di fhiadh ann, 2’ dannsadh Gille-
Calum air an leth-chois. Bhris mi an casan le

m’ thuaigh agus ghlac mi iad agus rinn mi
feannadh-builg orra. A nis air an da fhiadh bha
tr} creicinn air an d’ rinn mi tri pocannan anns
an do chruinnich mi suas &’ mhil uile. Chairich
mi na pocannan air muin a’ choilich a ghitlain
iad dachaidh gu h-eutrom. Agus 'nuair a rainig
mi dhachaidh fhuair mi m’athair 'na nacidhean
air ir-bhreith. Chuir mo sheanair mi gu neamh
a shireadh uisge coisrichte. A nis ‘nuair a bha
mi beachd-smaointeachadh air cionnasagheibhinn
suas gu neamh chuimhnich mi air a’ mheanbh-
pheasair a thuit uam do ’'n mhuir. agus db’
fhalbh mi a dh’ ionnsuidh &’ chladaich. Agus
feuch bha mo mheanbh-pheasair air fis suas
ionnan’s gu ’n robh a mullach a’ ruigheachd gu
neamh. Agus streap mi a suas orra do’ n athar
far am faca mi gu’ n robh a’ mheanbh-pheasair
lan abaich, agus i air a buain. Agus an neach
a bhuain i, rinn e.bonnach mér edrna dhi, & bha
e ag ith, air a mheasgachadh am bainne blath.
Chuir mise failte air ag radh ‘ Gu ’n cdmhnadh
Dia leat, a charaid.” Agus fhreagair esan mi air
an doigh cheudna, ag radh ‘Gu ’n cuideachadh
Dia leat-sa cuideachd.” O ’n duine so fhuair mi
uisge-coisrichte agus thill mi. Ach mu 'n &
fhuair mi air m’ ais, shil uisge mér o neamh air
an talamh, agus thuirling e cho trom ’s gu 'n @’
éirich a’ mhuir cho ard ’s gu ’n do sguab i air
falbh mo mheanbh-pheasair. Bha mi air an uair
sin am buaireas inntinn gu mér cionnas a gheibh-
inn & nuas gu talamh. Ach am beagan hine
thug mi fainear gu’ n robh m’ fhalt anabarrach
fada, eadhon cho fada ’s 'nuair a sheasainn air
mo dhad bhonn gu ’n ruigeadh e bho m’ cheann
gu m’ shailean, agus 'nuair a shuidhinn, ruigeadh
e a nuas gu ‘'m dha chluais. Agus air ball ghlac
mi mo sgian agus ghéarr mi rdineanan de m’
fhalt a cheangailmi ri cheile. Agus air rdineanan
de m’ flalt theirinn mi a nuas gu h-aighearrach.
'S a cheart 3m bha an oidhche a’ dorchachadh agus
b’ éiginn domh snaim a chur air an rdine agus
tamh a ghabhail air an t-snaim ré na h-oidhche.
Ach cionnas a dhéanainn gu 'n teine. Bha e ag
cur mér ghruaim orm. Bha bocsa ’s acfhuinn
agam ; ach cha robh fiodh agam. Chuimhnich
mi gu'n robh snithad mhér am broilleach mo
chdt-uachdair. Bhris mi an t-snathad mhér 'na
mirean méra air son connaidh do 'n teine, agus
rinn mi teine mér, mér. Agus an uair a bha
mi gu math blath, shin mi mi féin a sios ri taobh
an teine gu cadal,aguschaidil migu fior-shunndach
car tacain. Ach gu mi-fhortanach loisg sradag
de 'n teine an rdine air an robh mi an crochadh,
agus thuit mi car mu char a nuas a dh’ ionnsuidh
na talmhainn ; agus stop mi fodha anns an talamh
gu ruig an di chruachainn. Db’ amhairc mi
ceithir-thimchioll orm a dh’ fheuchainn cionnas
a gheibhinn 4 sis. Ach bu diomhain domh
amharc air gon cuideachaidh, oir cha robh neach
ri fhaicinn timchioll an aite. Ach rinn mi
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cabbag dhachaidh a dh’ iarraidh sluasaid, leis
an do chladhaich mi timchioll orm gus an d’
fhuair mi & 83s. An uair a rainig mi dhachaidh
bha na buanaichean &’ buain an arbhair. Ach
bha an t-arbhar cho ard agus bha &’ ghrian cho
teth 's nach mér nach robh na buanaichean air
an losgadh suas le teas na gréine. An sin
ghlaodh mise rid, agus dh’ dithn mi gu 'n d&’
thugadh iad an lithair an lair bhan a bha cho
fad ri astar da & agus cho leathann ri aon la
samhraidh, agus air a druim bha cruobban méra
daraich &’ fas, a chum gu’'n cuireadh am faileas
sgiil air na buanaichean o theas an latha. Air
ball thug m’ athair an lair gus an achadh, agus
dh’oibrich nabuanaichean gu sunndach, fonnmhor
‘na sgdile. Agus an uair sin féin ghabh mise
soitheach-uisge a thug mi leam gus an tobar a
chum deoch a tharruing do na buanaichean. Ach
fhusir mi 'n tobar cdmhdaichte le deigh ; agus
cha robh innleachd agam air an deigh a bhriseadh.
Ach mar a tha ’'n seanfhacal ag radh, “Cha robh
bean riamh gu ’n innleachd ’s a cas air tir.” 'S
ann mar sin a thachair dhomh aig an awm sin;
oir ghlac mi mo cheann a’m dhi laimh agus an
déigh tacain de shaothair chruaidh bhris mi 'n
deigh le iomadh buille throm de mo cheann.
Agus llon mi mo shoitheach le uisge agus ghillain
mi an t-uisge & chum nam buanaichean. Ach
ghlaodh iadsan agus iad air ti teicheadh nam le
h-eagal, ¢C’ aite 'm bheil do cheann?’ Thog
mise suas mo lamhan gu mo cheann fheuchainn ;
ach, mo thruaighe! cha robh ceann air mo
ghuailnean, oir db’ fhig mi aig an tobare. Is
iomadh ddruinu a tha ’leantainn na di-chuimhne.
Dh’ fhalbh mi le cabhaig a dh’ ionnsuidh an
tobair a shireadh mo chinn. Ach, mo chreach !
bha sionnach ann romham. Oir ’nuair a rainig
mise an tobar bha an sionnach a’ dedchdadh na
h-eanachainn as mo chean ; gidheadh fhuair mi
dluth dba agus bhuail mi e gu garg. Ach
thdisich e ri ruith, agus am feadh a bha e ruith
thuit leabhran agus leugh mi e. A nisb’e an
nl a bha sgriobhte ann : Gu ’m hiodh am bonnach
moér uile agam féin agus nach faigheadh Fear-
gun-fheusaig ach neoni” Uime sin thog an
t-dganach leis air falbh am bonnach, agus cha
robh aig Fear-gnn-fheusaig ach tdmh ag amhare
‘na dhéigh.

Eadar-theangaichte le CaLuM MAcFHEARGHUIS,

THE “PALADIN’ OF THE SOUDAN.

(Major-General Sir Archibald Hunter, K.C.M.G., who
so distinguished himself during the recent Soudan
campaign, gained for himself not only the reputation
of being one of the bravest of the brave, but a far
higher and rarer quality, that of chivalry. By his
mother’s side 2 Grahame, showing that he follows in
the footsteps of those two knightly aladins of his clan,

Montrose and Bonnie Dundee).

OT mine the right, thou gallant son,
Nor yet thenaglu']l to sing thy praise ;
Till some more powerful hand shall wake
His tuneful lyre with polished phrase,
Some bard from out thine own Clan Grame,
So far renowned in Scottish fame,
His clansmen’s deeds in verse portrays :
A sister Scot her right may claim.

Courage !—it is the heritage

Born in the mountain race ;
Yet e’en that glorious virtue

To one more rare gives place ;
The old time bards assigned the crown
Tosll:nigh;.s hwlhcszyc,ie;du }:)ih bru;le rex;own

owed chivalry’s high thoughts of grace,

‘Which thou, brave son, hast m%de thine own.

'Tis chivalry that fast enshrined
Brave Clavers in our Highland hearts :
The lmifhtly deed, the courteous ways,
Such lustre to his name imparts.
Renown the highest to be gained
Is knighthood’s spotless shield unstained ;
Cut facets from the diamond darts,
Where rougher stone is passed, disdained!

Heroic deeds are thine, brave son,
The outcome of the heart within ;
And yet a prouder title still
Is thine to hold, was thine to win.
Wise truth, experience ever taught,
That gentle birth breeds gentle thought :
One title—thine—young Paladin,
Beyond the reach of wealth—unbought,

Worthy of that brave clan art thou
That owned a Clavers —a Montrose :
Beneath their knightly banners furled
Thy name shall also find repose.
Nor courtly ways with these are sped,
Nor chivalry with these are dead,
So long as Scottish names disclose
One with such knightly virtues bred.

Arice C. MacDoxeLL, of Keppoch,
Bardess of the Clan Donald.

TRANSLATION FROM THE GAELIO.

EMIGRANT’S FAREWELL.

Farewell to our country ! ye glens and ye mountains
Adieu!

Your red deer and roe will the foot of the stranger
Pursue,

While far o’er the ocean in anguish and sorrow °
I

roam
In the land of the lt’mnger, to seek for a country
And home.

Dear land of our fathers ! the home of the faithful
And brave,

The foremost in battle their king and their country
To save!

Now far from that country your children to exile
Moust go,

And spirits nz lf)roken that ne’er were subdued by

0.
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ANNUAL SUBSORIPTIONS.

Notice 1o SuBscRIBERS.—The Annual Subscrip-
tions are now due. Subscribers who desire to renew
for another year are requested to send their contri-
butions (4|- post free), to the Editor, John Mackay,
1 Biythswood Drive, Glasgow, af their earliest
convenience. If readers would kindly give this matter
their imvmedsate attention, it wowld obviate the trouble
of sending notices each month to those in arrears, and
considerably lessen our labours.

OUR NEXT ISSUE.
We will give plate portraits, with biographical
sketchesh of Mr. and Mrs. Peter Grant, Glasgow ;
Archibald Campbell, Newcastle-on-Tyne ; and
Mr. Alex. K. Stewart, of Achnacone, Appin.

VorLume VII. can now be had, tastefully bound,
6. 6d., post free, from John Mackuy, 1 Blythswood
Drive, Glasgow.

GAEBLIC SOCIETY OF
LoNpoN. — The annual
grand Celtic concert in
connection with this
Society takes place in the
Queen’s Hall, London, on
26th October, and prom-
ises to surpass even the
great successes of former
years, Gaelic music will
be represented by its two
ifted exponents Miss Jessie N. Maclachlan

. Roderick Macleod, Inverness, the latter of

most)
and Mr.

whom has just returned from the Clan Mackay tour -

in the Rea{ country, where he electrified the people
with his charming rendering of Iscabel Nic Aoidh
and other popular northern airs. The other artistes
are all of the first rank, and the programme is a
moet attractive one. As the proceeds from the con-
cert are devoted to the encouragement of Gaelic
teaching in the Highlands, we trust that our large

circle of readers in London will support this cxcel-
lent object by taking tickets for the concert.

Tue HieHLaNp SocieTies or GrLascow have
arranged to hold a great Scottish Concert in St.
Andrew’s Hall, on 2nd November, for the Furpose
of raising funds to encourage the teaching of Gaelic
in the Highlands. A capital programme has been
arranged, and we hope to sce a crowded attendance.
Tickets, price 2s. 6d. (reserved), and 1s.6d., can be
had at the Celtic Monthly Oftice, 1 Blythswood
Drive, Glasgow.

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR.

MACDONALD OF GLENTILLAN.
Sir,—Can you or any reader tell me who was
Macdonald of Glentillan, mentioned in 1741, or at
least where Glentillan is or was? Was it in Pert,h-
shire? Any information as to the above would be
welcomed by SNurr-MuLL.

FARQUHARSONS OF ALLARGUE.

Sir,—1 shall be glad if I may be allowed to point
out to you an inaccuracy in a recent issue of the
Celtic Monthly, in which the late Major-General
G. M'Bain Farquharson (who died in November,
1898), is referred to as proprietor of Allargue and
Breda. This was not the case, a8 Major-General
M'Bain Farquharson was never proprietor of
Allargue. My grandfather, Robert Farquharson
(1783-1863) was _the only one of the name who was
ever proprietor of Breda as well as of Allargue. He
was &e sixth direct heritor of Allargue, and a few
years before his death became proprietor of Breda,
being the nearest male relative of the former pro.
prietor. As none of my grandfather’s sons outlived
him, Breda, at his death, went to his brother,
Lieutenant-General Francis Farqubarson, of the
Bombay Army, at whose death his nephew, Major-
General G. M‘Bain Farquharson succeeded to Breda,
and he, some years ago, sold the estate. On the
death of my grandfather, Allargue became the joint
property of his four daughters (my mother and her
sisters), the only members of his family who outlived
him, and in 1893 I myself became the proprietor of
Allargue —Yourstruly, D. WiLsoN FARQUHARSON,

Captain, The Black Watch.

TO EILEEN.

EART of my heart, deep love of my soul,
Light of my life, my thought’s only goal,
0

som of snow, fair tresses of gold,
Eyes of the sun, arms that enfold ;

Why must I leave thee, why must § go?

Round the Cuillins the soft mists creep,
But my love’s passion it cannot sleep ;
Joy of my dreams, we must not complmn,

Though for us both our gartmg s & pain ;

Why must I leave thee, why must I go?
Child of the restless sea, thou with thy sorrow
In Skye alone wilt be; I sail to-morrow.
Perhaps like M* Cnmmon away with these fears!
Just one more kiss, love, e’en through thy tears;

Why must I leave thee, why must I go?
KENNETH MACLEOD BLack,
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THE MAOKAYS OF ISLAY,

WITH SOME OF THE PREDICTIONS
OF MACKAY OF THE RHINNS,

By FioNN.

HAT the Mackays got early foothold in
@ Islay is assured by the fact that Donald,
¢ Lord of the Isles, granted in 1408 a
Gaelic charter, the earliest extant in that lan-
guage, to Brian, Vicar Mackay. This charter
was discovered by Dr. Reeves in the possession
of John Macgee, who asserts his descent from a
family of Macgees in the North of Ireland,

followers originally of the Scottish Macdonalds,
who settled in Antrim. The charter, which
seems to be of goat skin, is now much worn,
and almost undecipherable. The charter was
written by Fergus Macbeth or Beaton, “Fercos”
being the only one of the four witnesses able to
write, the others signing with a mark. This
Fergus evidently belonged to the famous family
of physicians of that name, and was probably at
the time physician to the Lord of the Isles.
The following is the opening clause of the
charter :—
AN AINIM DE, AMEN.

Ataimse Mac Domhnaill ag bronnagh agus

FACSIMILE OF GAELIC CHARTER OF 1408.

tabhairt en mhairg deg go leith dfhearaun uaim
pfhein agas om oighribh do Bhrian Bhicaire
Ml:gaodh agus do oighribh na dhiaigh go
siorthuighe suthain, &c., &c.

IN THE NAME OF GOD, AMEN.

I, Macdonuld, am granting and giving eleven
mark and a half of land from myself and from my
heirs to Brian Vicar Mackay, and to his heirs,
after them for ever and ever, &c.

The charter describes the lands very minutely
a8 follows :—** And these are the lands I have
given to him and his heirs for ever, namely,
Baile-Vicar, Machaire, Leargariabhoighe, Cion-
tragha, Graftol, Tocamol, Ugasgoc, the two
Glenastols, Cracobus, Cornabus, and Baile-

Neaghtoin.” These lands, which are situated
in the Oa district, have passed through the
hands of more than one family since, and now
neither a Mackay nor a Macdonald owns any
land in Islay.

There seem to be representatives of several
branches of the Clan Aocidh in Islay, and when
speaking of them in the native tongue, the older
people pronounce the name_differently. There
are Maa Ciidh, Maa-Caoidh, and the north
country Mac Aoidh. It may be here stated
that in Islay—and in & less degree in Kintyre—
the a of Mac is prolonged, the ¢ forming a
prefix to the surname, thus Mac Aoidh becomes
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Maa-Caoidh. The Maa-Caidhs are on the east
ride of the island, next to Kintyre ; Maa-Caoidh
in the middle, as Laggan; and Mac Aoidh in
the Rhinns, as the Seer.

Brian Mackay, who in 1408 received the
lands of Balvicar and other lands in the Oa
district, is an historic character, but must not
be confounded with Mackay of Rhinns—
locally known as Mac Aoidh na Ranna, who
belongs to a later period in the history of Islay.
A glance at the map will make it apparent that
these two real Mackays are not one and the
same, but belong to two districts far apart,
forming as they do the two great promontories,
between which Lochindaal penetrates the land,
making the island somewhat of the horse-shoe
shape.

Mackay of Rhinns was gifted with prophetic
vision, and quite a number of his predictions are
firmly believed in by natives of Islay. In the
churchyard on Isle Oarsay are said to rest the
mortal remains of the seer. It is said that
many of his predictions were wrilten down by
his son-in-law, Marmaduke Mackay, and the
MS. was believed to be at one time at Innis-
owen in Ireland. Although the document seems
to be lost, search should still be made for it in
Londonderry, as, according to the following
information which I have received from Mr.
John Murdoch—who knows Islay and its his-
tory better than any man living—the MS. was
in existence in 1829. Mr. Murdoch writes :—

] think it was in the year 1829 that Lochindaal
was crowded with shipping, stormbound. Many of
the veasels were stranded on the shores all the way
half round from Traigh Langa to Traigh Chill-a’-
rubha. It seems that one of the vessels was owned
or chartered or looked after by a Maclintock in
Londonderry, and to settle about the salvage, the
late John Maclean, Cultorsa, agent for Lloyds in
the island, had to go to Derry. He was accom-

ied by John Macdonald, messenger-at-arms in
mmore. Before leaving, the two Islay men were
informed by Maclintock that he had a book in
which they would be interested. It was a foolscap
bound book, containing Mac Aoidh’s prophecies.
¢ The last time he was here he was short of cash,
and my predecessor advanced some ; and the seer,
or the amanuensis of the seer, left the book as an
acknowledgment.” ¢ Oh,” said Mr. Maclean, “‘we
shall be glad to carry it back to Islay.” ‘‘And I
shall be glad to let you have it if you can satisfy
me that you are descendants, or in some way
entitled to inherit what he has left.” This they
could not do, and they returned to Islay with no
more than the story, which J. Murdoch had from
Neil Mactaggart, of Leurabus, who died in Glasgow
a fow years ago. One of the duties of the Mackays
and others, particularly in and of Islay, is to raise
the money and choose the man to send to Derry,
even at this late hour, to make all possible efforts
to recover the book.”

I have no doubt that some of the predictions
of Mac Aoidh na Ranna could still be collected

from old Islay men and women. I have been
able to collect the following in the course of my
readings and travels. Some were taken down
from the recitations of the late Neil Mactaggart,
Glasgow, already referred to by Mr. Murdoch,
and others I have stumbled across in odd cor-
ners. According to my informant, the seer
received his gifts in a peculiar manner. It seems
he was employed as agent or factor for the Earl
of Antrim, who had possessions in Islay (see
“The Last Macdonalds of Islay,” by Dr. C. Fraser-
Mackintosh, page 79). On one occasion he
was going to Ireland with the rents, which at
that particular time had been but partially paid,
on account of the backwardness of the season.
He was somewhat afraid to meet his master
with such a light purse. While waiting at
Portnahaven for a favourable wind to carry him
to Erin, he fell asleep. When he awoke he
found a book, made of parchment, under his
head. This book was full of wisdom and
prescience, and endowed its owner with wonder-
ful powers of foresight. Along with the book
he also received a silk purse full of gold. On
the book were written the words—* Caillear
thusa ach cha chaillear mise”—(You may be
lost, but not me ); while on the purse was inscribed
the following legend, in letters of gold : —
“Cho fada ’sa thairneas tu asam bheir mi dhuit,
ach ma thilleas tu bonn orm, squiridh mi”—
(As long as you draw out of me [ will let you
have, but if you return a coin I cease to yield).
A favourable wind blew, and the seer was car-
ried over to Ireland, where he paid the rental
of the estate in full. For many years, and in
many straits, the purde proved useful, but on
one occasion he forgot the legend and returned
a coin, and from that time the purse lost its
charm. On one of his visits, Mackay left his
book in Derry with the Maclintock family, and
on his return journey he encountered a storm
when he and his crew were lost, and so the
legend on the book was confirmed—* You may
be lost, but not me.”

So much for the manner in which the
Mackay seer became possessed of his foresight.
Now for some of his predictions, many of which,
like Gaelic proverbs, assume a rhythmical form.

“Tigh geal air gob gach rudha
’S muileann air gach sruthan fann.”
A white house on each headland,
And a mill on each gentle rill.

The first line is being fulfilled, and who knows
how soon the application of water power to
purposes of manufacture may become an accom-
plished fact.

“ Thig cinain do 'n eilean nach tuig na muinntir-
ich; fasaidh an talamh an sin na leacan reothaidh
fo na casan is cha 'n urrainn iad fuireachd ann.
Cinnidh coigrich an Ile agus Ilich ann an duthaich
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chéin. Fageidh na muinntirich Ile 'n uair a
dh ’fhairtlicheas orra feum a dheanamh aig a bhaile.
’Nuair a dh’ fhigas na muinntirich 1le

Beannachd le sith na h-Alba.”

A language will come to the island which the
patives will not understand ; the soil will then
become as slabs of ice under their feet, and they
cannot remain in Islay. Strangers will grow
(flourish) in Islay, and Islaymen in foreign lands.
‘The natives will leave Islay when they fail to make
a living there.

‘When the natives thee forsake,
The peace of Scotland is at stake.

Natives of Islay realise how much of the
above has already been fulfilled. The English
language is fast making way in Islay. In 1891
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the population of Islay was 7,375, of these
1,164 spoke Gaelic only, while 5,217 spoke
Gaelic and English. The proportion of Low-
land farmers in lslay is considerable, while
flourishing colonies of Islay men are to be found
in Canada. It is stated for a fact that of the
eleven Campbells who are represented ‘in the
Valuation Roll of 1751—proprietors 'and land
settlers—there is hardly one to the good to-day
in Islay. 1In 1833 the population of Islay was
15,500, so that emigration and other causes
have reduced it to about one-half in little over
half a century. There are more Islay men in
Ontario, in Nottawasaga, Oro, Owensound,
Cannigton, &c., than in all Islay. William Living-

RUINS OF FINLAGGAN CASTLE, ISLAY, AN ANCIENT STRONGHOLD OF THE LORDS OF THE ISLES.

ston, the Islay bard, sang in his poem, * Fios
thun a’ Bhaird,” of the many changes he had
witnessed. Some of the verses have been trans-
lated thus :— .

‘‘ Though sunbeams still distribute
Light and heat to far and near,
Though still at eve the fold is seen
With calves they fondly rear ;
Yet men grow scarce in Islay,

And sheep find more regard,
‘What I hear and see around me

Bring as tidings to the bard.
Their old abandoned steadings

Like cold cairns mark the land,
Oh, the Gael are gone for ever,

And their farm-work’s at a stand ;

Their lonely ruins mouldering,
Ever claim our fond regard,
What I hear and see around me

Bring as tidings to the bard.

The needy finds no shelter,
Nor the weary rest at eve ;
The preacher finds no people
His glad message to receive,
The spotted snake is twining
On the heath on which was heard
The stirring tales of heroes,
Bring these tidings to the bard.

While all this is, alas! too true, it is pleasing
to note that the peace of Scotia is still preserved!
¢ Thig capull croinn le srianaibh cainbe is bheir i
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a chiad sgriob air Ile. Caillidh Ile an sin a’ cheann
is bithidh tr} tuill air lic 16ith Chiarain ann an
cladh Chille-Ciarain.” :

A plough lorse with hempen reins will come and
will plough the first furrow in Islay. Islay will
then lose its head, and there will be three holes in
the grey stone of 8t. Kerran, in the churchyard of
Kilkerran. ..,

Regarding this prediction, I can only say, in
words of holy writ, ‘“the dream and the inter-
pretation'thereof are one,” but I have no doubt
some ingenious native can unfold the mystery.

‘Taitidh tolman modine a tha ann an Loch-
monadh-an-Lagain, is bheir aon each ban leis gu
port ceann-teaghlach an eilein. An deigh sin
éiridh a suas fear e(g:ld.h gun jochd gun ghradh.
Thig an sin Témas O’Reim ’sa chuid each ’s bithedh

" latha nan creach mu Chluaidh. Marbhar leis naoi

mi'e oifigeach agus righ dg an deigh a chranadh.
Ach is nearach a bhiteas ann an eilean iomallach na
h-dirde ’'n iar aig a chogadh so, ach gun fhuireachd
P s T 2 g

t hi that is at mony, at R
will ml., and one grey horse will carry {o the landing
place the head of the chief familyin 1slay. Afterthat
will arise a warrior lacking love and mercy. Then
will come Tomas the Rhymer and his horses, and
the day of forays will be about Clyde. There will
be killed by him nine thousand officers and a young
king newly crowned. Lucky is he who is in the
uttermost island of the west during this war, but
not to wait to the end thereof.

I am sorry I cannot conjecture what this
means, but perhaps my-friend, John Murdoch,
may enlighten your readers regarding it and
some other of the preceding predictions. -

A little below Gartmain, and above Aird-
chruaidh, is the ancient burying ground of
Qill-a’-bholg. Regarding this spot the seer made
the following prediction :—
¢ Cill-a’-bholg, Cill-a’-bholg,

Far un cuirear an cath borb,

’3 nearach a bhitheas an toiseach a ruithidh ’s a

mhatha,

Latha catha Cill-a™-bholg.”

Gillbolg, Cillbolg, where the furious fight will be
fought ; lucky is he who is in the front with his
prosperity the day Cillbolg is fought.

Cill-a>-bholg was, by order of the farmer's
wife, ordered to be ploughed up. But the
plough could make no way, and the first pick-
axe used struck sparks out of the stubborn
stones, which blew out one of the worker’s eyes,
and the lady was struck with paralysis and
never recovered. The family was likely to be
prosperous in the island, but they did not
stand, and her body is all that remains of them
in the island.

“ Bithidh eaglais Fhi air a togail air enoc
a’ Bhoghn—mg:,g agus tuitidb i agus ilan Ghall.”

There will be a French church built on the hill

at Bowmore, and it will fall full of strangers or
Lowlanders.

The Bowmore Church is quite circular, with
a porch in front, looking down the Main Street,
and a steeple with a bell above it. In the base
of the steeple are buried Lady Eleanor, of
Wemyss, and her daughter, the lady and
daughter of the late Walter Frederick Campbell,
of Tslay. The late laird fully expected to lie
beside his first wife, and the stone bed is there
empty, he having died at Auvranch in Nor-

mandy. Even John Frances, the accomplished'

son and the much loved heir-apparent, is not
buried there, but at Cannes, in France.

I trust that what I have been able to glean -

regarding the Mackay seer may prove of interest
to your readers, and that such of them as know
“green grassy Islay” will give us some addi-
tional prophecies, and endeavour to explain
some of those cuvious predictions which I have
submitted.

MALCOLM STEWART, EXILE.

as I write, and this is the old memory
which its scent brings back.

It was early morning—a morning which
seemed loathe to dawn, as if the sun were reluc-
tant to disperse the wet, clinging mists which
hung around Mull and Lismore, and added
mystery to the almost unseen peaks of Jura.

On board the  Chevalier ” all was bustle and
burry—for the breakfast bell had sounded, and
the motley crowd of tourists were trooping
below. But there was one passenger still on
deck, gazing fixedly at the fast disappearing
crags of Kerrera, where soft tufts of mist still
hovered like smoke amidst the knolls. Then
suddenly a change came over the scene—
a sigh seemed to pass through the atmosphere—
the mists seemed to grow whiter and more dense
against the dull grey sky. Then the wind rose,
and the rain came down in a whirl of stinging
fury, hiding everything in its downpour. Soon
the damp decks grew more slippery—the white-
crested waves became more boisterous.

Very soon the good ship began to rock as she
felt the deep strength of the Atlantic’s motion.
And one man on board realised that another
chapter in his life was closed. He who had so
eagerly devoured the last sight of the castle of
Gylen, now turned with a sigh, gazing south-
ward where already, looming through the misty
rain, lay jagged Jura.

Away to the south—to London—and whither
no man knows |

ﬁ TINY sprig of bog-myrtle lies before me

A white cottage on a hill overlooking the
blue water of a far-away loch.
Two women--one, old and bent, white-haired
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and frail ; the other, tall and erect, black of hair,
and with eyes of blue, sweet of speech, and pure
as a flower.

But someone, for whom her heart was warm,
had gone away.

“1 am goiug away, Mairi,” he had said, simply.

“Very well,” was her cold reply.

“Is there no hops that you will bs giving me?”

“No hope at all,” though her face was as
white as Malcolm's. And then he had turned
on his heel.

That is why the moisture on his facs, as he
travelled southward on the great steamer, was
not all rain and spray. That is why she of the
white hair bent over her wheel even more than
her wont. That is why the other sat at the
loch edge with her head between her hands, and
great bitterness within her. How dreary the
weoeks had seemed without” Malcolm, and what
had separated them ?

‘Would that she could see him once more, and
put matters right, but he had gone, and she
had driven him away. He would never believe
that . . . Angus was nothing to her, and
that he was—her all.

Then a strange calm came to her. even through
her tears. That night a letter was written from
the little cottage by the loch, and a few days later
the answer arrived, with the London post-mark.

It had been raining heavily all the previous
night, so the low-roofed white-washed cottages,
with their porches all overgrown with honey-
suckle, looked sweeter and daintier in the sun-
shine than ever.

There were wild roses straggling in the
hedges, yellow irises and pale forget-me-nots at
the burn’s edge, pink ragged-robin and purple
fox-gloves at the wayside. The air was clear
and pure, and the vessels on the glittering,
sparkling sea, stood out in bold relief against
the horizon, their smoke hanging lazily in the
hot atmosphere.

Down on the little pier stands a young
woman, scanning the blue expanse of water
with an eager, anxious eye.

“Will the boat be long, are you thinking 1"
she asks of a big, hulking fellow, who is stolidly
smoking his cutty at the pier head.

‘“ Maybe,” is his enigmatical reply.

But she does not notice his curt answer, for
another blurr of smoke is now visible, staining
the beauty of the fair view.- Soon the steamer’s
bulky form appears small and insignificant on
the wide plain of water. But she moves slowly
nearer, until the churning of her paddles can be
heard, and the passengers can be seen standing
on the deck. But to Mairi there is only one
passenger—he, the tall, travel-worn man, who
waves his handkerchief from the upper deck.
Then the steamer makes her cumbrous way to

the pier, the curling ropes fly through the air,
the gangway is noisily flung out, and half-a-
dozen of the passengers file across. A sudden
shyness comes over her, she cannot speak what
she feels to be the right word. But he gently
leads her away, and with scarce a word, for he
understands. They walk together up the hill
path which leads home.

Then granny comes.out, shaking her head
with a smile, but on the border line to the land
of tears, That night Malcolm and Mairi sat
hand in hand by the loch. The stern peace of
the scene around them was impsrceptibly trans-
ferred to the two figares as they watched the
fading light on the hills.

Then the deep blue bens were wrapped in the
cool mantle of night, the pale mooun shone on
the black psaks beyond, and no sound broke the
silence in tho still air. At last Malcolm rose,
but before they went into the cottage, he
stooped and placked a sprig of warm-scented
bog-myrtle. She kissed the dark green leaves
which he handed her, and placed them in her
bosom. Then, with a smile, she deftly divided
the tiny bunch, and dropped a spray into his
outstretched hand. And thus they walked up
to the little cottage through the stillness of the
fragrant night. KexNera MacLeop BLack.

IN HOLYROOD, 1897.

STAND in Edinburgh, in Holyrood,
WhereScotland’s Maryflaunted; Iron Knox came,
‘With cavernous eyes and words of prophet flame,
And broke her soul as bonds of brittle wood.
And all stern Scotland’s evil and her good,
Her sustere ghosts, her souls of fiery shame,
Her adamantine passions none could tame,

Here in these walls, these guilty corridors,

Beside that bed where Elizabeth’s eyes look down®—
Across the centuries with their fading band

Of angry years of Presbyterian frown,

I only know these tears of weird remorse t —

The woman rules. All else is shifting sand.

Ottawa, Canada. W. WiLrrep CAMPBELL.

* A picture of Queen Elizabeth hangs over Mary's bed.
11t is said that Knox, at this meeting, moved the Queen to tears.

Duatr or Mr. ALEx. D. OAMPBELL, JUNR., SouTH
Arrica.—We regret to intimate the death of Mr. A.
D. Campbell, Native Commissioner in Mashonaland,
Mr. Campbell, who was 27 years of age, was born in
Kirkintilloch. He went out to South Africa with
his parents in 1883, and, going up with the pioneers
to Rhodesia in 1890, soon made his mark, being en-
trusted with a responsible position by the Chartered
Company. During the late war in Mashonaland he
rendered invaluable services, sometimes as a scout
and at others as leader of the native contingent.
His father, Mr. A. D. Campbell, J.P., who resides
in the Komgha District, was well known in Highland
circles in Glasgow some years ago. His youngest
son was killed in the Matabele war.



16 THE OELTIO

NORMAN JAMES M'KIE, M.D.,
Newton-Stewart.

the most important and influential are

the M‘Kies of Galloway, who for several
centuries have contributed in no small measure
to the making of history in the romantic Border-
land, and who still occupy positions of eminence
in the country associated with the name. They
were a warlike, fearless race, gaining their lands
by their martial prowess, and like their kinsmen
in the north, holding them by the “strong hand.”

Dr. M‘Kie is a descendant of the ancient
house of Larg, a name not unfamiliar to students
of Sutherland history. His famous ancestor,
Sir Patrick M‘Kie, took service with his chief,
Donald, first Lord Reay, in the Strathnaver
“old invincible regiment” of Gustavus
Adolphus, and shared in the hardships and
glory of the great Thirty Years’ War. Dr.
M‘Kie was born at Sheerness, 10th December,
1862, his father being Fleet-Engineer John
M‘Kie, R.N., now retired, and known all over
Galloway as the hon curator of the Stewartry
Museum. He was educated at Kirkcudbright
Academy, and graduated M.B., C.M., at
Edinburgh University in 1887. He took two
voyages to China and Japan, followed by a
course of study in London, and then became
outdoor assistant to Dr. Anderson, Loftus, in
Cleveland, Yorks. In January, 1891, he settled
in Newton-Stewart, were he quickly made a
good practice, extending far into the rural
country round about and often necessitating
journeys beyond the reach of gig or cycle.
A very interesting account of the doctor’s
experiences in these remote regions appeared
recently in the “Gallovidian.” He is naturally
interested in outdoor sports, and plays golf,
tennis, and in college days was a keen votary
of football, swimming, and boating.

His absorbing hobby, however, is the collect-
ing of Galloway literature, and a study of local
history and families. This naturally ied to the
wider field of Celtic history in general, and
archeeology and heraldry. The common origin
of the M‘Kies and Mackays led to his joining
the Clan Mackay Society, in the work of which
he takes the keenest interest. He is also inter-
ested in the masonic craft, being in 1895.6
master of the St. Ninian Lodge, No. 499, and a
companion of the Galloway Royal Arch Chapter,
No. 262.

It may be interesting to mention that the
elder of Dr. M‘Kie’s two sisters is a teacher in
the Royal 8chool for Naval and Marine Officers’
daughters, at Twickenham, and is L L.A. (St.
Andrews). On 5th November, 1894, he married
Miss Grace Brown, Dee Cottage, Tongueland.

@F the various septs of the Clan MacKay

MONTHLY.

THE OLAN MACKAY TOUR IN THE
REAY OOUNTRY.

HOSE who took part in the Mackay raid in

the Reay country are not likely soon to forges

their holiday. From start to finish it was a

sort of triumphal procession, the whole country,
from Thurso to Cape Wrath, welcoming the deputa-
tion with the greatest enthusiasm, To the clansmen
concerned it was no mere holiday trip, for each day
had its round of exacting duties which occupied the
whole day, and which engnfed the personal attention
of every member, allowing little opportunity for even
ordinary sight-seeing. The long drives each day
through the most picturesque scenery compensated
in a large measure for this lack of local opportunity.
The golfers of the party were content to leave their
clube almost untouched, and pass the various entic-

- ing links with ouly a hasty and perhaps regretful

glance. The deputation had a programme of im-
portant work to perform, the encouragement of
Gaelic study was its great mission, and no one can
say otherwlse than that the Mackays did their duty
well, and gave a stimulus to Gaelic which has
already had the most gratifying results: To give an
adequate account of the tour would require a
volume, and as our space is limited, we must confine
ourselves to the barest outline of the proceedings.
The party met at Thurso on Tuesday, 5th Septem-
ber. Here they received a hearty welcome from the
leading clansmen, and were invited to dine at the
bouse of Mr. Alexander Mackay, Bank of Scotland
House. The invitation was accepted, and the High-
land hospitality extended to the party by the genial
host and his charming sisters may be inferred from
the menu card, which Mr. Mackay had printed. The
following clansmen were present:—dJohn Mackay,
C.E,, J.P., Hereford ; Donald Mackay, of Hereford
and Ceylon; W. D, Mackay, R.S.A. ; John Mackay,
Editor, Celtic Monthly, hon, secretary; Alexander
Ross Mackay, assistant secretary, Donald Mackay,
Strathnaver House, John Mackay, S.S.C., Joha
Mackay, West Preston Street, and Alex. Mackay,
St. Andrew’s Square, all of Edinburgh; George G.
Mackay, Liverpool; Rev. Angus Mackay, M.A.,
Westerdale; Roderick Macleod, Inverness, Mod
medallist, and other local gentlemen. After dinuer,
the evening was devoted to music, the party only
separating in the early hours of the morning, Truly
an enjoyable beginning to the clan tour, and a pleas-
ing example of the traditionary hospitality of the
Mackays. Next morning the deputation started in
three waggonettes from the Royal Hotel, on their
visit to the land of their fathers. The ancient
churchyard of Reay was visited, and its many clan
relics inspected. On entering the Mackay country
it was evident the whole population was on the
watch for the visitors, groups at many of the houses
giving & hearty cheer, and waving anything handy
which had a resemblance to the historic white ban-
ner of the Mackays—not the Skibo fiction, of course!
At Melvich the party were welcomed by a large
gathering, headed by three pipers, and soon the
business of the day began. The large school-house
was crowded to the door, and the greatest interest
was manifested in the competitions (junior and
senior) for Gaelic reading, reciting, dictation, sing-
ing, &c. The standard of excellence was surprising,
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the most difficult (iaelic books being required to
fairly adjudicate the position of the senior pupils.
The classes started last year by the clan society,
inspired by Mr. Mackay of Hereford, have already
shown marvellous results, almost every boy and girl
in the district being able to read the Gaelic Bible
more or less proficiently. The examinations ended
at 4 p.m., and were followed by competitions for
pipe music and races for the children. In the even-
ing a grand concert was given, the hall being
crowded to excess, and a handsome sum was raised
by collection on behalf of Widow Macdonald. The
concert was sustained by local talent, assisted by
Mr. Roderick Macleod and other members of the
deputation, and a capital programme was ably .sus-
tained. Mr. Mackay, llereford, who presided, pre-
sented the prizes to the successful students, nearly
fifty Gaelic books being distributed,

LORD REAY'S PEW IN

being well nigh inexhaustible. One shilling was
given to every first prize winner, and sixpence to
every competitor ! As this was done in every parish,
the number of candidates may be easily understood,
and the large sum of money divided among the little
ones all over the country showed that the Mackays
responded to the occasion in no ungenerous spirit.
Piper Marcus Mackay, of the Seaforth Highlanders,
wearing the medal for the Chitral Expedition, sup-
plied the pipe music for the day. 'The evening con-
cert was again a great success, showing a wonderful
display of local musical talent. The hall was too
small to hold the large gathering. Here the Reyv.
George Mackay, M.A., of Killin, joined the party,
luwint’..gk travelled all the way from Altnaharra to
overtake his clansmen, and to show his interest in
the work gave a charming rendering of that beautiful

Next morning the party left for Farr, encouraged
by the pipers and the hearty cheers of the people.
All along the route, and often in the most solitary
places, a loud cheer from some well-wisher testified
that the presence of the deputation was expected and
welcomed. The white flags displayed from the house
tops and on the hills showed that the Bratach Bhan
of the Reay country was associated in no way with
the bogus banner of the Grays of Skibo. Work was
quickly commenced in the school-house, at the foot
of * Bonnie Strathnaver,” the hall being quite unable
to accommodate the large gathering. ‘Lhe competi.
tion was again very severe, the examiner, v,
Angus Mackay, M.A,, having the greatest difficulty
in adjudicating the winners, The Rev. Mr. Mac.
kenzie presided, and gave the deputation a most
hearty welcome to the historic home of their clan.
Children’s races followed, the number of competitors

TONGUE CHURCH. .
old Gaelic melody, “ MacCrimmon's Lament.” A
dance followed the concert, to which nearly all the
young people waited, and which was kept up with
great heartiness till early morning.

On Friday the historic Naver was crossed, the
beautiful Strath, to which the Mackays are now to
return after seventy years of expatriation, stretching
away to the base of Ben Clibrig in a series of
meadows and hills. Tongue, the beautiful capital of
Duthaich ’ic Aoidh, was reached in due time, the
journey being enlivened with Gaelic songs and rous-
in¥ choruses. After luncheon, the party drove to the
field where the sporte were to be held, and were
received there by a large gathering, recruited from
all the surrounding districts. ‘The local committee
had made the most perfect arrangements, and soon
the Gaelic competitions were in full swing. Athletic
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sports then followed, handsome money prizes being
offered for running, leaping, throwing the atone, &c.,
every event being keenly contested. The children
also had their races, the proceedings extending to
late in the afternoon. The concert was well worthy
of Tongue, the singing would have done credit to
any large town, and the number of performers evi-
dently unlimited. The audience crowded the hall,
the passages, and even the ante-rooms, while many
outside had to be satisfied with the refrains heard
through the open windows. The Reading Room
benefited to the extent of £10 by the sale of
tickets, Of course, a dance followed, but, as
in other districts, the space was far too lim.
ited for the number of dancers. However, every-
one entered into the reels with the utmost
heartiness, regardless of minor discomforts. Satur-
day found the deputation across the Kyle of Tongue
in Melness, where they were entertained to dinner
by the Rev. Cathel Kerr, M.A., and thereafter held

the competitions in the large school-house, which
was again crowded. A very enjoyable concert fol-
lowed, and after the children’s races were held, the
party returned to ‘Tongue. On the way to Melness -
the deputation visited Tongue House, where they
were most hospitably entertained by Mr. and Mrs.
Box. Sunday was welcomed by all, after such a busy
and exciting week. Most of the clansmen attended
the old Parish Church, to listen to a most eloquent
discourse from their comrade, the Rev. George
Mackay, M.A., Killin, a native of Sutherlandshire.
The most conspicuous object in the church is Lord
Reay’s pew, a relic of the days.when the Mackay
chiefs were lords of the soil, and it was only appro-
priate that Mr. W. D. Mackay, R.S.A., should
gravely occupy his chief's vacant seat! The burial
vault of the Reay family is under the family pew,
and altogether this ancient building has many close
associations with the clan in the old days, when the
Lords of Reay lived in Tongue House, and ranked

RISPOND, LOCH ERIBOLL.

with the noblest in the land. The times are
changed. The Mackay chief of to-day worthily
upholds the great name of his family and clan, but
he does not own an acre of the vast territory which
belonged to his ancestors.

Monday turned out unpropitious for the long
journey to Durness, and Messrs John and Donald
Mackay, of Hereford, Rev. Angus Mackay, and Mr.
Alexander Mackay decided to remain at Tongue.
The others resolved to proceed. The Kyle of
Tongue and Hope Ferry being safely crossed, the
dread Loch Eriboll was reached, but probably recol-
lections of last year's experiences determined the
party to drive round the loch, the scenery of which
is very grand and wild. At Eriboll Farm they were
entertained to an appetising Highland repast of oat-
meal cakes, scones, and delicious milk, which was
greatly enjoyed. During the interval of waiting for
the conveyances, children’s races were held, and
when the thirtecn little competitors were called out

to receive their small silver prizes, it was found that
every one bore the name of Mackay! The incident

ve the deputation and spectators a hearty laugh.
B&urness was at last reached, Mr. James Mackay
Scobie leading the procession in his carriage with a
piper playing a lively tune. At the hotel a large
gathering welcomed the visitors, but as it was then
too late to go on with the competitions, it was
decided to hold a concert in the evening. The hall
was crammed, £10 being paid for admission tickets,
which sum was applied to the Free Church Repairs
Fund. The hall was tastefully decorated, a large
floral motto on the wall being ‘ Welcome, Mac-
kays.” Mr. Mackay, Scobie, presided, and addresses
were delivered by Rev. Adam Gunn, M.A,, and Mr.
John Mackay, Celtic Monthly. The programme was
worthy of the native parish of the great bard, Rob
Dounn Mackay, Mr. Roderick Macleod’s rendering of
Rob Donn’s songs being received with great rapture.
The gramaphone entertainment was another popular
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item, The dance which followed was crowded, but
what did a little jostling matter to the Durness lads
and lassies when the members of the Clan Mackay
Society were enjoying the lightsome reel with the
heartiest of them.

The whole parish turned out again next day, the
Gaelic competitions being held in the open air. A
very large number of competitors came forward, and
a high standard of excellence was evidenced, the
Gaelic singing being specially good. The Rev. Adam
Guon and Mr. Torquil Nicolson have made their
scholarly influence felt to some advantage in Durnesa.
The Durness lads proved themselves athletes of no
ordinary ability, no fewer than thirteen of them
taking part in ** throwing the stone.” Indeed all the
items on the Sports’ programme were keenly contested,
numerous handsome money prizes being offered for
each event. The children’s races brought forward
nearly every boy and girl in the district. When the
proceedings were about to close and the deputation
were congratulating themselves on the completion of
their arduous week’s labours, a hint was conveyed to
them that the people of Durness were by no means
done with them yet, and that another grand concert
was to be held that evening under the auspices of the
clan, at which every member was expected to be
present. The proceeds were to be devoted to pro-
viding lamps to light up some of the darkest corners
of thevillage. The Mackays again turned out to the
entertainment, and experienced theé usual routine—a
crowded and enthusiastic audience, a capital pro-
gramme of Gaelic and English songs, ancf a dance,
which was kept up with great heartiness to the early
hours of morning. A sum of £5 was raised, sufficient
for the object in view, and to give the promoters a
good start Mr. George G. Mackay, Liverpool, promised
to provide the first barrel of oil gratis. On the fol-
lowing day a visit was made to Balnakiel graveyard,
where Rob Donn’sgraveand monument wereinspected,
but there was nothing found to show that he was a
Calder! The massive monument gives his name as
Robert Mackay,and as it was erected by his “admiring
countrymen ” it would be insulting to their memory
to insinuate that they did not know thc bard’s name.
And it may be here stated that particular enquiry
was made among the old people in each parish if anyone
seriously believed in the Calder theory, and not one

rson could be found who entertained the idea that

b was anything but a Mackay. The usual reply
was ‘‘It’s all Mr. Morrison’s nonsense, we all know
Rob Donn was a Mackay.” When a whole race are
ractically unanimous on the subject, it is not at all
kely that Mr. Hew Morrison will convince them
that they are wrong.

So ended the tour of the Mackays in the land of
their clan, an experience which will be a pleasant
memory to all who took part in it. To some, who
had never been there before, it was a revelation—it
amazed them to find how keenly the old clan fecling
i8 cherished among their clansmen in the North,
That the whole population between Reay and Cape
Wrath should make the visit of a few Mackays from
the South the occasion of a public holiday in every
ﬁarish was something they could not well understand.

owever, they came in time to learn what a power
for good the Mackay Society had become in the
Reay country ; it had proved its usefulness by ten
years of unceasing effort to further the prosperity of

~

die the Gaelic s

their kinsmen at home, and their sons when they
came South were assisted into suitable situations ;
when a calamity overtook the fishing fleet the
Mackays soon collected £500 to assist the bereaved
relatives; they had done much to encourage education,
and in many other ways a bond of kinship was
cemented between the members of the clan society
and their kinsmen in the old homeland in the far
North, which found a natural expression in the
splendid gatherings which were held in all parts of
the Reay country, and in the enthusiasm with which
the deputation were received everywhere, Besides
this the object which prompted the tour, to foster the
study of the ancient language of the race, app-aled to
the sympathies of the people, who will not willingly let
h of their forefathers. The Clan
Society appealed to them to do something practical,
and they responded. Mr. John Mackay, Hereford,
urged the formation of Gaelic classes, and provided
parcels of text-books for every school. The examiua-
tions just held prove that the whole population is
deeply intercsted in the movenrent, the cmees already
showing excellent progress.

The Mackays have done their part in the -most
geuerous spirit. T'wo hundred and fifty Gaelic books
were distributed in prizes during the tour ; a large
sum was given in money prizes for athletic sports at
Tongue and Durness, and for children’s races in every
parish. The teachers and ministers who have taught
the pupils were suitably recognised, each being
presented with a specially bound ocopy of ¢ Caraid-

. nan-Gaidheal,” or ‘“ Rob Donn Mackay’s Songs and

Music,” suitably inscribed, in acknowledgment of
their generous and patriotic services. Gaelic in the
Reay country has now become such a popular study
that, instead of decaying, the language will be more
generally used and more intelligently understood by
the rising generation than it has been for many years
past. It 18 quite evident that if other Highland
Societies bestirred themselves in similar directions,
there would be no possibility of the language of the
Gael dying. Each district society could surely use
its influence in the place from which it draws its
membership ; each clan could also exert itself in the
old home of the race. A four during the summer
would interest the natives in the scheme, and classes
would soon be formed. So far as the Clan Mackay
Society is concerned, it is probable that these tours
will become an annual institution in the Reay
Country. Everywhere the people insisted on a
deputation being sent next year, when preparations
for their reception would be made in good time, and
even a heartier welcome would be extended to them.
That is the right feeling, and it will bave due con-
sideration by the society. That the holiday is likely
to be a pleasing memory to those who took part in it
is evidenced by a letter just received from a clansman
ip the south, who wrote saying: ¢‘I shall never
forget the pleasure I derived from our tour in the
Mackay country, and the many friends I made there,
Even yet, in the night, I fancy I hear the refrain of
*¢ Iseabal Nic Aoidh ™ and those other beautiful Gaelic
melodies which were sooften sung ; while “Over the Sea
to Skye” and *“ Sound the Pibroch” are forever waltzing
through my memory in such a masterful fashion that
everything else must give way to them.” Well, there
are worse things to bother one than a good rousing
Gaelic song, or a pipe tune.
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by unknown authors, or by authors

who are known by one effort of their
genius, Such songs are frequently the com-
position of the gentler sex, who too often are

‘ cradled into poverty by wrong,
They learn in suffering what they teach in song.”

Such songs are distinguished by their simplicity,
tenderness, and expressive sincerity. They are
usually wedded to airs that are in full sympathy
with the sentiments expressed, as if both were
“the twin births of the one passionate experi-

NOT a few of our finest Gaelic songs are

THUG MI GAOL DO’N FHEAR BHAN-O,

Key A—Slowly, with much feeling.
3 : o dy, ¢ |

ence.” Bo much are the words and the music
in unison that they must be thought of as one,
the melody being in many cases “warblings not
of the voice only, but of the whole mind.” OFf
such a class is the well-known Fear o’ bhdta,”
or “The Boatman,” “Qun chrodh gun aighean,”
“Cuir a chinn diis”—“Fairest and Dearest”
—and the following simple song and melody,
the bitter wail of some Highland maid whom
the cruel sea has bereft of her sailor lad.

F10NN,

I LOVED THE FAIR 'LAD.

r }

m r, m | ] : 8., 8 | 9m g, n |
Szi1sp — Thug mi gaol, thug mi gaol, Thug mi gaol do’n fhear  bhin
CHorvus-To my fair sailor lad I gave love most sin - cere,
t: d r | myr:m 8 | L : d, L | 8 : m r | d “
Agus gealladh dhuitse ’luaidh, O, cha dual dhomh bhi slan.
And I promised his to be, But my life now  is drear.
§ : d, r [ mr:m s | ] S, 8 | m 8, m | r ‘
RanN—Chaidh am  bata troimh  na caoil Leis na daoine Di - mairt,
VeRsg--"Twas on Tuesday after - noon, That the ship left the bay,
D.C. for Chorus.
i : dy, © | mr:m 8 | ] : dy L | & :om r | d p
’S mise  phiigham faradh daor, Bha mo ghaol air a olar
For that voy - age sore I paid, When my love sailed a - way.
Chunn’cas long air &’ chuan, As they raised the canvas hoar
’8 i cur suas nan sedl ard, A fierce squall struck amain,
’Nuair a dhidlt i cor mu’n cuairt Then my lover lost his hold,
Bha mo luaidhs’ air an t-sndmh. And was ne’er seen again.
Tacain mu'n do luidh a’ ghrian, But a few short hours before

Bha mi ’m fiannis mo ghraidh
Tha e nis an grunnd a’ chuain—
O’ gur fuar aite-tdimh !

Bha mi bruadar an raoir,

A bhi 'n cacimhneas mo ghriidh ;
’S ’nuair a thug e rium a chil

Shil mo shiiilean gu lar.

Bha mi deas is bha mi tuath
Bha mi ’n Cluaidh uair no dha
Dheth na chunna mi fo ’n ghréin
Thug mi spéis do 'n fhear bhin,

Cha téid mise ’thigh a’ chiiil,
Thuit mo shigradh gu lar,

O'n a chualas thusa riin
’Bhi 's ’ ghrunnd far nach traigh,

I held converse with thee,
Thou art now asleep, my love,
’Neath the cold cruel sea.

Yesternight, when in a dream,
To my love I was nigh ;

But at dawn the vision fled,
And I waked with a sigh.

I have been to foreign lands,
I have sailed far and near ;
But I never yet saw one
I'd compare with my dear.

Life is reft of all its joy,
1 shall ne’er smile again,

Since my own, my sailor lad,
Sleeps for aye 'neath the main,
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PETER GRANT,

GLASGOW.

Scottish Highlands, there are few that

boast a purer Celtic descent than Na
Granndaich, or Grants, whether of Strathspey,
Urquhart, or Glenmoriston. Mr. Peter Grant,
the subject of this brief sketch, is a Grant of the
Grants. Born in Glen Urquhart on 6th May,
1864, Mr. Grant comes
of a typical Highland
race, the Grants of
Corrimony, second only
to that branch of the
clan of which the Earl
of Seafield is the head.
Many  distinguished
men have sprung from
the same stock, and
made the name of
Grant world famous.
For over four hundred
years hisancestors have
dwelt in Glen Urqu-
hart, and in the same
beautiful glen his
father, Mr. John Grant
of Oakbank, died but a
few months ago, deeply
regretted by all who
knew him. At the age
of fourteen, Peter
Grant, having received
a sound educational
trainingin Glen Urqu-
bart, came to Glas-
gow, where he served
an apprenticeship with
Messrs. Ogg &
Hodge, and after mak-
ing one or two changes,

ﬁMONG the many ancieut clans of the

was appointed representative in Scotland and
Ireland of the well-known firm, Messrs. Barry,
Ostlere & Co., Ltd., linoleum manufacturers,
Kirkcaldy, a position which he still occupies
with credit to himself and satisfaction to his em-
ployers. His leisure time has been largely
taken up in furthering by every possible means
the various Highland Associations with which he
is connected.  Joining the Glasgow Inverness-
shire Association about fifteen years ago, Mr.
Grant, who was elected its hon. secretary in
1895, has, by dint of hard work, in which he
has been ably seconded by his brother, James,
the popular president, brought the Association
to its present flourish-
ing condition. In addi-
tion to his connection
with his County As-
sociation, Mr., Grant is
treasurer, of the Clan
Grant Society, a mem-
ber of the Glasgow
Gaelic Society and the
London Inverness-shire
Association, and is to
be found lending a
helping hand wherever
his Highland com-
patriots require assis-
tance. On 8th June,
1888, he married Ada,
daughter of Mr. Thos.
Warwick, Sherwood,
Nottingham, an ami-
able and accomplished
lady, who enters hear-
tily into her husbaud’s
enthusiasm for things
Highland. Theirfamily
consists of two sons and
a daughter. We wish
them all a prosperous
and happy future, and
success in all their

undertakings.
‘W.DRruMMOND NORIE.

MRS. GRANT,
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AN COMUNN GAIDHEALACH.
THE MOD.

IYHE eighth annual Mdd was held in the Music

1 Hall, Edinburgh, on 5th October, Sir Robert
Menzies, Bart., presiding, and was supported by
Rev. Dr. Blair, William Mackenzie, C'rofters’ Com-
mission ; Henry Whyte (Fionn), Malcolm Macfar-
lane, Duucan Macgregor, of Arngask; Major A. Y.
Mackay, Gregor Macgregor, Theodore Napier, Prof,
Mackinnon, Miss Yule, of Tarradale, Archibald
Menzies, S.5.C.; John Mackay, Celtic Monthly;
Alexander Ross Mackay, John A. Stewart, Dr. Geo.
Henderson, A. Mackay Robson, Mr. and Mrs.
Robertson-Matheson, B. H. Peach, Neil Macleod,
John Mackay, Donald Mackay, Donald Nicolsou, J.
M. Campbell, John Campbell, Evander Mackay,
James Grant, Dr. Alexander Dingwall, Peter Grant,
W. Drummond Norie, Alexander Mackay, John
Mackintosh, &c. The hall was well filled, and we
recognised many prominent Gaels from all parts of
the country.  Apologies for absence were intimated
from Mr. John Mackay, Hereford; Dr. Fraser-
Mackintosh, and others.

The CnairMAN opened the proceedings with a
brief address, in which he expressed his warm
sympathy with the Gaelic movement, referred to the
revival of interest in the language which had become
general among the Celtic races, and strongly advo-
cated that Gaelic should be taught in all Highland
schools,

Addresses were next delivered by Lord Castleton,
Messrs E. Fournier, and P. H. Pierce, who repre-
sented kindred societies in Ireland.

Mr. HeNRY WHYTE read the report of the adjudi-
cators on the literary competitions, from which it
appeared that no less than 79 papers had been sent
in, and the standard of excellence was greatly im-
proved on former years.

Thereafter, the various musical competitions took
place, the Broceedings being of the most interesting
nature. The choral competition especially was fol-
lowed with keen appreciation, the Inverness choir’s
splendid rendering of ‘*Iseabal Nic Aoidh” well
entitling them to first place. As usual, Mr. Roderick
Macleod received an ovation on his appearances, and
he was again successful in carrying off some prizes,
The following were the prize-winners in the various
competitions ;—

Best original and unpublished Gaelic poem or
sonnet—1, Neil Ross, Glendale; 2, Mrs. K. W.
Grant, Glasgow ; 3, John Macfadyen, Glasgow.

Best metrical translation from English into Gaelic
of the poem, ** The Graves of a 1Iousehold,” by Mrs.
Hemans—1, Mrs, K. W. Grant; 2, Rev. Alexander
Macdougall, Colonsay; commended, John Macfadyen,

Best original and unpublished competitionin Gaelic
prose—1, Mrs, K. W, Grant; 2, Alex. Mackinnon,
Partick,

Best Gaelic essay (open only to boys or girls
under tuition in schools in Skye)—1, John Macleod,
Rona, Portree; 2, Kenneth Maclennan, Rona; 3,
Isabella Nicolson, Rona.

Best Gaelic essay on any topic of local interest
(open only to boys and girls under tuition in schools
in the Reay country)—1, Alastair Macleod, Melness;
2, Angus Macleod, Melness.

Best Gaelic letter on a simple subject within the
knowledge of the ﬂupﬂa—l, ?lane urrie, Islay ; 2,
Flora Mackinnon, Islay.

Best Gaelic ode in honour of Flora Macdonald—1,
Jehn Macfadyen, Glasgow.

Best Gaelic prose account of the Battle of Killie-
crankie—1, Alexander Stewart, Glenlyon.

Best collection of technical terms in Gaelic for
actions, materials, and implements used in any trade
or occupation—The Rev. Chas. Robertson. Inverness.

Gaelic teaching in schools, highest percentage of

asses in Gaelic—1 (£9), Paible, North Uist; Oban
i{ligh School ;: Hellipool, Tiree ; Ballemartin, Tiree;
and Staffin, Skye—equal (£6 each).

Best four part harmony of the air, ** Soraidh slan
do'n dilleagan "—g£1 1s—-Ivor Black, 54 Queen
Street, Glasgow.

Solo singing (open only to those capable of con-
versing in Gaelic)—1, Joan Macvean, Oban; 2,
Alex. Macleod, Inverness; 3, Alex. Fraser, Glasgow.

Solo singing with clarsach accompaniment—Miss
Mary Ann Mackechnie, Oban, ~

Solo singing (open)—1, Miss Katie MacColl,
Oban; 2, Miss Lizzie Mackenzie, Inverness.

Solo singing for seniors, female voices—1, Miss
Tena Carmichael, Glasgow ; 2, Miss Mary M. Mac-
leod, Glasgow ; 3, Miss K. S. Macgregor, Dundee.

Male voices—1, Allan Hunter, Oban; 2, Dan.
Munro, Inverness; 3, John Cameron, Glasgow; 4,
Alexander Fraser, Glasgow.

Choral competition for seniors —1, Inverness
Gaelic Choir; 2, St. Columba Church Choir, Glas-
gow ; 3, Choir of Northern Counties Institute for
the Blind, Inverness.

Duet competition—1, Miss Kate Fraser and Mr.
R. Macleod, Inverness; 2, Miss Lizzie Mackenzie
and Mr. John Mackenzie, Inverness,

Quartette competition—1, Inverness No. 2; 2,
Dundee.

Gaelic recitation—1, Neil Ross, Glendale; 2
ﬁqual), Alex. Macdougall, Glasgow, and Duncan

acCallum, Glasgow. )

Gaelic reading—1, Malcolm MacCallum, Tay-
puilt; 2 and 38 (equal), Miss Minnie Keith Mac-
arthur, Campbeltown, and Duncan MacCallum,
Glasgow.

Choral competition for juniors—1, Rhinns Junior
Gaelic Choir, Islay ; 2, Oban Junior Gaelic Choir.

Solo competition for juniors, female voices—1,
Miss Margaret Cameron, Oban; 2, Miss Betsy
Anderson, Islay ; 3, Miss Maggie Macniven, lslay.

Male voices—1, Donald Mackinven, Campbel.
town; 2, Angus Keith Mackinven, Campbeltown.

BUSINESS MEETING.

As soon a8 the proceedings were éoncluded, the
annual business meeting was held—Rev. Dr. Blair
presiding. It was agreed to form branches of the
Association throughout the Highlands, and a com-
mittee was formed to submit a scheme. Next year’s
Mdd will be held in Perth, with the Marquis of
Tulliebardine as president; Mr. John A. Stewart to
act as local secretary. The following were added to
the Executive Council :—Dr. Keith N. Macdonald,
James Grant, Rev. George Mackay (Killin), and
Alfred Macaulay (Golspie). It was decided to
increase the sccret.aay’s honorarium to £20, Dele-

ates were appointed to attend the Celtic gatherings
in Ireland and Wales, which concluded the meeting.
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BVENING CONCERT.

The Music Hall in the evening was crowded with
one of the most influential and enthusiastic Highland

- gatherings ever held in Edinburgh. The capital has

always been notorious for its coldness towards things
Highland, but on this occasion it belied its reputa-
tion. The concert was entirely Gaelic, and every
item was apglauded. On several occasions the five
combined choirs, assisted by the famous IReel and
Strathspey Band and the organ, gave a splendid
rendering of favourite songs, such as probably no one
in the hall ever heard the like before. After this
experience no one need say that a programme must
be almost entirely English or Lowland to secure a

good audience.

THE LOCAL SECRETARY.

If there is one word to be added, it is in acknow-
ledgment of the services of Mr. Archibald Menzies,
S8.8.C. To him the great success of the Mbd is
nearly wholly due; his energy and enthusiasm
created a like interest in others, and he is entitled
to the greatest credit for the time and labour he
devoted to making the Mdd by far the best yet held
by the Association. We were pleased to hear him
stating that he received more assistance from the
Clan Mackay Society than from any other association
in Edinburgh. That the clun were deeply interested
in the meeting was evident from the fact that we
counted no less than twenty Mackays in one part of
the hall during the day.

NA H-UAIGHEAN AIG AON
TEAGHLACH.

THE following translation of Mrs. Heman’s
“Graves of a Household” is by Mrs. K. W.
Grant, S8hawlands, Glasgow, and gained the first
prize at the Mdd held recently at Edinburgh:—

U h-aluinn dh’fhas iad taobh ri taobh,
Aon aros llon le digh—

Air feadh an t-saoghail tha’n uaighean sgaoilt’,

Air magh, is cnoc, is trhigh.
Aig oidhche phdg 'n aon mhathair chaomh

ach mala dg gun ghruaim,

Ghléidh i fo ’siil gach blithan maoth—

C’ait’ 'bheil iad nis 'nan suain?

Measg choilltibh ciar na h-Aird-an-iar,
Taobh uillt tha aon 'na thAimh—

Seach air tha’n t-Innseanach a’ triall
Fo sgiil nan seudar ard.

Tha aon ’an glaic na fairge moir’,
Menng neamhnuidean a’ chuain :

An Gaol !—gun chdirde caomh ’na chbir,
An dedir cha ruig air ’uaigh.

’S an Airde-deas, air migh na gaisg’
Tha fear dhiubh taiaétg’ le sdir;
Fo chraobhan meas, 'na bhratach paisgt’,
Air blar a’ bhuaidh ’s an Spain.
Is saﬁn—fo mhiortal tha i sint’,
earg ise 'n tir na gréin’;
’Measg bhliith’ na h-Eadailt luidh i sios,
Uan deireannach an tréid.

Sgapta mar s0, aig fois tha ‘chlann
A chluich fo’n aon chrann-téil’,

Aig glin aon mhithar ’an laocidh ’s ’an rann,
A thog an guth le chéil’.

Iadsan a las an tigh le aoibh,
An dachaidh "lion le cedl—

Mo thruaigh ! b’e’n gaol an fhaileas fhaoin
Gun Saoghal ar nam Bed!

TIR NAN OAQG.
(Tir nan Og was an Elysium in Celtic mythology.)
FoNN—*My love is like a red, red rose.”

THE following poem by Mr. Neil Ross, Glendale,
Skye, received the first prize for original Gaelic
poetry at the Mdd held at Edinburgh: —
¢’ Ait ’eil aocibhneas Tir nan Og
A mheudaich cedl nam Fiann?
O ¢ it ’eil cala riin nam bard
Is dithaich digh am miann?
Qir chrom na biird an cinn’s an ir,
Tha 'n clarsach tarsach balbh ;
Is chaochail maise Tir nan Og
Bho'n theich a gloir air falbh.

Oir mhichadh soillse Tir nun Og,
Rinn acibhneach cedl nam Fiann.

Is dh’ fhalbh Malmbin do Thir nan Og
’S an laochraidh mhdr o chian.

Oir chrom na baird an cinn ’s an uir,
Tha Chedlraidh tursach balbh.

Is thuit an oich’ air Tir nan Og
Tha ’loinn ’s & gloir air falbh.

Nach cianail mar a shearg an dreach
Air cluaintean Tir nan Og,

Mar ’sgaoileas bruadar faoin mu seach
Aig briseadh fair’ an 1d.

An till a snuadh gu ’cluaintean digh,
Am faigh na baird am miann 1

An till & mhaise ghrinn ni’s md
’Rinn aoibhneach ced! nam Fiann?

Ach cuin’ a thig an loinn air ais
A thamh air Tir nan Og?

No cuin’ a dblisgeas fuaim nam fonn
Mac talla trom nam frog?

Cha laidh an Aois air Gaol no Cedl,
Cha dean i ledn d’ an dealbh ;

Oir chum iad sonas Tir nan Og
'S cha teich an gldir air falbh.,

—

MY LOVE ACROSS THE SEA.

Sea gull on the wave that rideth
Come to me, come to me ;

Tell my love that love abideth,
Tell from me, tell from me,
Tell my love across the sea.

Sea gull, take a loving greeting
O’er the sea, o’er the sea ;
Winter’s past, and time is fleeting,
Say from me, say from me,
Say to my true love from me.
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SURG. LT.-COL. ALEX. K.
OF ACHNACONE.

STEWART,

after a service of 21 years in Her

Majesty’s Indian Medical Service, from
which he retired in 1897 as a Surgeon Lieut.-
Colonel, few would give Achnacone credit for
his years and tropical experience. ~His father,
the late Alexander Stewart, who was in the
Indian Civil Service, was tenth of Achnacone in
unbroken lineal succession from father to son,
from Dugald, first of Achnacone, third son of
Alan Stewart, third of Appin; the Appins in
turn being the direct legitimate male represen-
tatives of the last Sir John Stewart, Lord of
Lorn, who was assassinated in 1643 at Dun-
staffnage, and who was descended through Sir
John de Bonkyl from Walter, sixth Lord High
Steward of Scotland. The Achnacones are now
the senior Cadet branch of the Appin Stewarts,
owing to the Strathgarry branch from the second
son of Alan having become extinct ; and though
by a family arrangement Charles Montague
Duiican, hig elder brother, is eleventh Achna-
cone, Alexander Kenneth is now ‘“of Achna-
cone,” his eldest son, Alexander Dugald Lorn,
being heir male of the line.

The lands of Achnacone were granted to
Dugald soon after the return of his father, Alan,
with his five sons, from Flodden, A.p. 1513 ; and
the eventful history of the Achnacones is bound
up with that of their chief of Appin, with whom
they took a distinguished part in all the not-
able engagements from that year on, ending
with the disastrous field of Culloden, where
Alexander and Duncan, the second and third
brothers of Donald, seventh of Achnacone, were

@ORN in India, 30th August, 1852, and

~ killed.

Alexander Kenneth, the subject of this note,
was educated at Haileybury College. Going
from thence to Edinburgh University, he took
the de; of M.B. and O.M. in 1874, as also
the degree of L R C.8, Ed., at the College of
Surgeons. In 1876 he passed very high, being
second in professional subjects, for the Indian
Medical Service Examination in London ; and he
went out to Bombay the same year, when the
great famine was raging. He saw famine work
at once, but was early appointed to the medical
charge of the ‘“Poona Horse,” with which
famous regiment the remainder of his service as
a regimental officer was mostly associated. In
1880 he was through the Afghan campaign
with the corps, and was present at the defence
of Kandahar, affair at Kairabad, sortie against
Deh Khoja, where he was twice slightly
wounded, and battle of Kandahar, for which he
has the medal and clasp. He saw further ser-
vice in the Chitral campaign of 1895, being then
in medical charge of No. 31 Native Field Hos
pital, Reserve Brigade, for which also he has the
Chitral medal. Among other good work in
India, in 1883 he received the thanks of the
Government of Bombay, by Government resolu-
tion, for his researches and report in regard to
an epidemic then existing in parts of that
Presidency.

As an athlete he was distinguished in Rugby
football, having been captain of the Edinburgh
University football team in 1874, in which year
also, and in 1876, he played quarter in the
International for Scotland against England. In
the saddle and as a horseman he had few equals;
and though he gave up steeplechasing in the
early years of his Indian career, he played polo
and captained the regimental polo team for the
last 15 years of that period, during which it was
quite one of the crack teams of India. He i8
one of the very few men living who can lay
claim to having fairly ridden a full grown wolf
to a standstill, though many an ambitious and
good rider has attempted and failed to achieve
this, which perhaps may be considered and
claimed to be the blue ribbon of the saddle on
the sporting side.  Being an ardent sportsman,
he is equally at home with the rod and gun, 88
was his father before him, his name having
been a household word with old Indians in the
earlier years of the century. Among his most
valued possessions are two massive and hand-
some silver centre-pieces, presented to him by
his brother officers of the Poona Horse—the
first on his second marriage in 1891 to Annie,
daughter of the late Peter Longton, Esq., of
Woolton, Lancashire; and the second on his
retirement in 1897. At the inauguration of the
Clan Stewart Society this year he was elected
as one of the vice-presidents. By his present
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wife, Annie, Achnacone has two sons, Alexander
Dugald Lorn, younger of Achnacone, and Ian
Macalister.

BARGAINS: A TALE OF THE MUIR

OF ORD MARKET.

Muir of Ord Market, once celebrated

throughout the Highlands, has become,
ocomparatively, 8o little frequented. On a
sertain Thursday in every month the grey muir
that lies on the Inverness side of Ord village
bocame a gay and busy scene. Alas! towards
evening the road that stretches wide and straight
through the muir, and on to Conon and
Dingwall, became a scene of gay and drunken
revel. 'Worn-out crofters’ ponies jogging peace-
ably homeward, their masters seated, maudlin,
on the cartshaft, were hardly dangers; but half-
broken Clydesdale colts, with tipsy riders, were
not pleasant to meet.

““ Hoch and indeed,” said Geordie Ross, *it’s
no possible to buy a Highland sheltie at the
Muir wi’ oot as mony drams as would buy the
beastie twice ower.”

““George,” retorted his English cousin, if
ever I see you coming home the worse, I'll never
speak to you again.”

Geordiz la;dg‘ down the bridle he had been
cleaning, and came out to the stable door.
There was a light in his honest blue eyes,

“Jean,” he said in a low voice, “ lassie, if I go
to the mairket and come home steady-like, wull
ye gie anither answer to the ane ye did twal’
months syne?”

She turned her head away aund answered,
Scotch fashion, with a question.

“ When are you going, George$”

“The morrow, Jean. The maister’s sending
me to buy a few cattle tae pit in the east laigh
field.”

Jeannie flashed round. ¢ And you call your-
self a man, and make so much of buying a few
cows without making a brute of yourself !”

Geordie sighed. How was it possible to make
this little English-bred cousin understand the
enormity of the sacrifice he was prepared to
make for her? She made such a provokingly
pretty picture, too, standing there in the July
sunshine, and Geordie had a sense of the
beautiful.

“Look ye here, lass,” he said desperately,
“1’11 tell ye what I'll do. I'll tak’ a poond—
twenty shullins—wi’ me, an’ 1'll bring it back
as whole as I took it. That’ll show ye I won’t
hae tiched a drap o’ drink o’ ony sort, except
watter.”

“ Ay,” she said, ““and how can I tell that you

@T is only within the last decade that the

won’t borrow money 1”— then stopped, abashed
by the pain in the blue eyes.

“Na, na, lass,” he said, with gentle dignity,
“T think ye ken me weel eno’ to believe I
wudna play a dirty trick like thon.”

“Yes, George, and I know enough to know
an honest man.” Aud with that she ran away.
But Geordie returned whistling to his work.
He felt that his happiness now lay in his own
hands—in his own power of resisting temptation,

Next morning at seven o’clock he entered the
farm kitchen, where Jean was already at work
preparing breakfast.

“Not away yet?” said she ungraciously. But
nothing daunted, he strode across the room and
stood before her. He was a fine-looking young
fellow—stalwart, blue-eyed, yellow-bearded, ahd
fresh-complexioned. In his new ¢ moleskins”
and jacket of home-spun he made a good type of
a Scotch working man. A certain amount of
the admiration she felt came into Jean’s
expression, and perhaps Geordie saw it,

‘““Jean,” he began, “ye ken fine I’'m no in ony
way what cud be ca’ed a drinker ?”

““Yes, George,” demurely.

““ An’ ye've never seen me come hame what
cud be ca’ed incapable 3” ’

“ No, George.” :

“But ye ken fine that I can tak’ my gless wi’
anither when I'm making a bargain 1”

“ And you should be ashamed to stand there
and confess it | ”—with spirit.

“ Weel, lass, it’s the custom—a bad one,
maybe, but for a’ that there it is.” He paused
for a moment, then resumed: *“But I’'m no to
tich & drap the day. I’ll hae to pit up wi'a
deal o’ lauchin’, an’ they’ll be makin’ a bar o’ me
turnin’ teetotal, but I'm to do it for love o’ you.”
Geordie paused again: love-making is difficult
in the early morning, and especially when the
lady of your choice wears a perfectly stolid
expression. However, Geordie made a bold
dash, and added : “There’s no muckle I wudna
dae for you, my ain dearie !”

“ Indeed, sir,” said Jean, ‘“you've too much
cheek altogether! And what good is this to do
me, may I ask?”

“Wull I never mak’ you understand?”—
despairingly.  Weel, lass, if ye wull hae it so,
I'll jist say that maybe it’s no you that it’ll do
ony good to, but jist mysel.” He felt in his
waistcoat pocket, and produced a half-sovereign
and four half-crowns. “Jean, I sweer to you
that thon’s every bawbee I hae aboot me; if I
bring them hame to ye jist as they are the noo,
wull ye gie me ony hope?”

A long pause, whilst the lady deliberately
turned a bannock on the girdle.

“An’ I sweer 1'll no tak’ a drap frae ony ither
body‘”
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No answer. The lady lifted the bannocks
deftly on the blade of an old knife, and placed
them on an ashette.

That even a worm will turn is very true, and
“Faint heart never won fair lady” is an
excellent proverb. Geordie placed his hand on
Jean’s shoulder and turned her gently vowards
him. His face was white under the tan, and
his voice was hoarse and stern.

“Ye'll need to hae done wi’ playin’ wi’ me,
Jean. Wull ye mak’ the bargain, or wull ye no?”

She shook off his hand and ran to the door.
There she turned.

“Yes, I'll make the bargain,” she said, “and
if you keep your half, I—T'll be blithe to keep
mine!” and vanished.

The sun shone brightly as Geordie took his
way over Conon Bridge. The river wimpled
softly through the stone arches, and, fallen low
in the dry weather, stretched widely on each
side of the islands, now msthetically green and
yellow with whin blossom, broom, and birch.
As he rode up through the bonnie little village,
the gardens in the sunshine garish with July
annuals, he met his rival the gamekeeper. His
rival! With Jean’s last words ringing in his
ears he could laugh at the term now. Yet, with
the romance of kilt and sporran he made a
picturesque figure; and Geordie felt that, if only
on that acconnt, Sandy might have had serious
attractions for his romantic little sweetheart.
Such fears were things of the past.

“It’s like to be weet the day,” said Sandy,
with a twinkle in his eye.

“Weet, man!” exclaimed Geordie, ** Weet
wi’ you sky?”

“ Ay, man, it's weel kenned that there ig no
mony that returns dry frae the Muir!” And
he went on his way chuckling, and hugely
pleased with his own joke.

But, accompanied by the rich harvest of his
thoughts, and caring little for such ¢vacant
chaff”, Geordie pressed on along the level road
that leads through the properties of Oonon,
Highfield, and Ord. He stabled his horse at the
Tarradale Inn, and thence took his way on foot
to the Muir. Here he was met by many a
friendly greeting, for Geordie was a favourite.
He moved about among the crowd, occasionally
letting his eye rest on a likely lot of beasts, but
finding none that came up to his standard of
bovine excellence. At length he felt a hand on
his shoulder, and a cheery voice said, ‘Hullo,
Ross, what are you looking for?”

Geordie turned and saw the laird smiling
pleasantly at him. He explained his business.

“Well, lad, if you get nothing better, you
may tell your master I'm ready to give him the
Angus beasts at the price he offered last week.”

“'Deed, laird,” said Geordie, “I’ve nae need to
gang further ; there’s no a beast in the mairket
we'd rather buy.”

The laird laughed. ¢ The fact is,” he said,
“that they are not in the market. As I told you,

‘I did not intend to sell them; but I've just

bought some Highland cattle to please her lady-
ship, and I have not room for both.”

The purchase was quickly made, and then the
laird took a silver flask from his pocket.

“ A wee drop of mountain dew,” he said, “ to
seal the bargain.”

Geordie reddened to the roots of his hair.
Refuse a dram from the laird! Surely that
would be the acme of bad manners and churlish-
ness. He had realised the difficulty of refusing
an equal, but such a predicament as this had
not entered into his calculations. And to make
matters worse, the spirit was poured into a silver
cup and held towards him, But Geordie had
inherited a certain dogged ebstinacy, as well as
feudal respect, from his forbears.

“I'm no takin’ the day, laird, thank ye,” he
said, awkwardly.

“Come, come, lad, don’t be bashful !
you turned teetotal 3”

“No, thank ye, laird.” But a fierce conflict
was going on. Surely even Jean would think
this an exceptional case, The laird meanwhile
quietly emptied the cup of whisky on the grass.

“1 see you have your own reasons for refus-
ing,” he said. “1I wish that there were more
lads like you.” And with a sigh be left him,

Geordie echoed the sigh, but it was one of
intense relief. He would leave this cursed
place and get home, lest he should have to go
through any more such scenes.

Oh, Geordie ! what star of ill-luck made you
cross the road to look at that short-horn bull$
Tt is true that he is the champion of the
Northern Counties, and well worth looking at,
but not worth the risk that you are running.

“Now, then, ladies and gentlemen,” said a
nasal voice, close to Geordie. “I am abart to
hoffer you a bigger bargain than you’ll ever get
in Muir of Hord, Conon, or Dingwall, or even
Culbokie.”

Geordie glanced round, and saw close to bim
a caravan, in the doorway of which stood a
remarkably small man, of a remarkably vil-
lainous cast of countenance. A group of men
and lads, rapidly increasing to a crowd, was
gathered round him. From the recesses of the
caravan he produced a trayful of silver watches.
He held one up by its much be-tasselled chain, -

“Now, ladies—what! no ladies present 1
Well, all I can say is as there ought to be!
Well, gentlemen single, or single gentlemen,
‘ere’s a present suitable for wives or sweet-
hearts, a bew-ti-ful little gem of a silver watch !

Or have
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Come, now, what'll you bid for it? ’Arf a
crown? No one bid anythink at all? Well, it
wouldn’t be much use your bidding less than
ten bob, for I simply wouldn’t tike it. ~What
hif T was to tell you that there was a crisp new
Bank of England note in the hinside of each
watch-kise ”

A murmur of incredulity arose from the
crowd.

“ Well, there may be one or two has ’asn’t it,
but heven hif they ’av’n’t, isn’t this bew-ti-ful
little gem of a silver watch worth double what
you pay for it ?”

This somewhat enigmatical sentence ought to
have impressed the crowd, but Mr. Cheap Jack
finds Sandy, intent on business, more difficult
to move than ’Arry out for a holiday at Mar-
gate. He must try more practical means.

“P'rap I should ’ave said a Bank of Scotland
note. Well, there it is |”

For a brief moment he opened the watch lid,
let the crowd catch a glimpse of a neatly folded
piece of paper, replaced the watch on the tray,
and dramatically folded his arms.

“ Now, p’raps, you'll believe my word! Now
you may condescend to see that I'm selling the
watches for your good, and not for my own
profit I”

He picked up the watch once more.

“ Now, before my patience is quite gone, will
you ’ave the watch or won’'t yer? Time is
getting short, and I ’ave a happointment with
the Dook of Sutherland at ’arf-past three
hexactly !’

A lad of about eighteen, even at that early
age and hour fuddled with bad whisky, stepped
forward.

*“Gi'e me the watch, an’ if ye're telling me a
lee T’ll break yer darned ugly heid for ye !”

As he spoke he held out a handful of loose
silver, amounting possibly to ten or twelve
shillings. The Cheap Jack took it, and handed
him his purchase. There was a breathless
pause whilst the lad opened the watch. The
crowd jostled forward, those nearest peering
over his shoulder, as with trembling fingers he
removed the crisp paper from its resting place,
and smoothed out the creases. He held it up.
It was a note on the British Linen Company’s
Bank for £1 sterling.

Then a chorus of exclamations broke forth.

“ Weel done, Jimmy lad !”

“Losh, mon! a silver watch and chain an’ a
poond note for a few shullin’s I”

“She’s the ferry pest pargain she effer saw,
whateffer ”

“ Man alive! did ever ye see the like!”

“ Hoch an’ hoch, such a thing to be in it !”

I tremble for my own reputation as a truthful
story-teller, but I can only tell you of what fol-

lowed as I heard it from an eye-witness of the
scene,.

The Cheap Jack struck ere the iron grew
cool, and holding up a watch in each hand, cried—

«I ’ave honly twenty left! Tike ’em or leave
iem !"

And they took them. Yes, the hard-headed,
calculating Scot was beaten by the little
Cockney. I blush for my countrymen. They
crowded and pressed up to the caravan, they
held up their purchase money, and he took it.
He took anything from five shillings to a pound.
In an incredibly short time he had got rid of
from twenty to thirty sixpenny watches. Then
he turned his caravan, whipped up his horse, and
took his departure,

The scene after this can hardly be imagined,
much less described. When the crowd realised
to what an extent it had been fooled, an angry
murmur ascended to the blue sky, and the
murmur grew to a roar that was heard above
the neighing of horses, the bleating of sheep,
and even outdid the roar of the champion of the
Northern Counties. It was a roar of baffled
vengeance, for the back of the caravan was seen
vanishing round the corner, on the high road to
Beauly. The thoughtful student would now
have had ample opportunity for studying the
variations of the Gaelic and QCeltic oath.
Geordie alone was silent. His feelings were
too deep for words. Never, even in his calmer
moments, could he understand what made him
press up with the foremost and proffer his four
gilver coins. But that he had done so was
certain, for in his pocket the half sovereign
rested solitary, and in his hand was a child’s
toy. And he had broken his promise to Jean.
Well, only half of it, but surely as far as his
happiness was concerned he might have broken
the whole, for now he could not produce his
pledge of good faith. At this moment the devil,
in the guise of Black William, the smith, chose
to proffer him a horn tumbler half full of whisky.

“It's guid speerits, mon! Rale Glenlivet !”

Geordie had not broken his fast since early
morning, and this, combined with the long ride
and the heat of the day, had made him feel
giddy and faint. Moreover, the odour of the
whisky was borne refreshingly pungent to his
nostrils. Be a man, Geordie! 'What though
you have broken your compact in the letter,
keep it as far as you can in the spirit !

“It’s guid whusky, mon, tak’it, you're no
lookin’ very brawly.”

Then a jeering voice, that of Sandy, the keeper.

“Hoch! an’ didn’t ye ken that Geordie had
turned teetotal? He jined the blue-ribboners
when ¢bonnie Jean ’ gave him the go-by!”

A shout of derisive laughter went up from
the crowd. Geordie took the horn in his hand,
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and—flung it full in the face of the last speaker !
He has a very confused recollection of what
followed after this episode. He was a tall,
broadly built young fellow, but Sandy was in
training for the ITnverness sports, and had, the
better to guard himself against poachers, studied
‘the art of self-defence. A few minutes decided
the victory, and Geordie found himself lying
prone, whilst well-intentioned kindness forced
“rale Glenlivet” against his clenched teeth, aud
spilt it all over his clothes. Then Geordie swore.
Yes, that “quate, douce laddie” swore deeply.
He swore in Gaelic and English, and he swore
some oaths peculiar to Easter Ross, his birth-
place. I think he even astonished Sandy, whose
vocabulary in this respect was by no means
limited. Then he picked himself up, and, dis-
daining any assistance, cleft hiz way through
the crowd, and went to the Tarradale stables.
Here he washed away any marks of the fray
that were washable, and surveyed himself in a
fragment of mirror that hung in the harness
room. And a pretty spectacle he beheld! His
left eye was several artistic shades of blue and
green, his nose and lip were bleeding, and he
had lost & tooth. And oh! how he reeked of
whisky !

“But I didna swallow a drap,” said Geordie
to himself, not without a certain amount of
triumph.

His homeward ride was slow and painful. It
was yet too early in the afternoon for any mar-
ket revellers to be on the road, so he had suffi-
cient solitude to think over his distress. He
also had sufficient courage to look the situation
fairly in the face. His conclusion of the matter
may be summed up in his own words.

“I'll mak’ a clean breist o’t, an’ if she’ll no
believe me I canna help it. 1f she’ll not trust
me noo, she’ll not trust me aifter merriage, 8o
maybe it's as weel tae ken aforehand.”

This philosophical reflection did not comfort
him a8 much as he had expected it to, and he
added to himself—

“But I'll need tae clean mysel’ a bit afore
I see her.”

The sun was still throwing strong rays of
heat athwart the land. It was behind Geordie,
but nevertheless he was glad when he reached
the deep shadows cast by the Conan woods.
His head was aching badly, and he felt sick and
giddy. He began to wonder if he could hold up
until he reached home. He swayed in his
saddle and recovered himself, then again and
once more saved a fall. The third time he fell
heavily on the road. When he came to himself
his head was resting on a softer lap than that of
mother earth. Gradually, growing more distinct
as the buzzing in his head grew less loud, the
following conversation came to him.

A man’svoicefirst expostulating rather angrily.

“ Hoots, lass, he’s as fou as he can be! Canna
e feel the smell o’ the speerits off him ”

Then a girl's tones, earnest, indignant—

¢« And I tell you he is not. It's a sunstroke.”

Then the man again, impatiently—

“ What's the use o’ argufyin’ wi’ a wuman
that winna believe the eevidence o’ her senses ¥’

At the next words Geordie felt that the whole
earth could not contain his joy.

“I tell you I Anow he wouldn’t, because he
promised me,” And the voice was Jean’s,

Myra K. G. WARRAND.

‘*“MUILEANN DUBH.”
20 St. ANDREW SQUARE,
EpinsureH, 2nd October, 1899.

DEear Sie,—After parting with the members of
the Clan Mackay deputation at Inverness, I spent a
few days with my friend, Rev. George M. Muaro, at
Kincraig. One afternoon we had a walk of some
miles from Speyside to near the front of the Gram-
pions. Standing on an eminence, and overlooking
a beautiful meadow on the east side of a river which
falls into the river Spey, Mr. Munro, pointing to the
remains of a building close to a burn which mean-
deared through the meadow, said—¢* That is the
‘Muileann Dubh’” (Black Hill). ¢ ‘Muileann
Dubh,’ ¢ Muileann Dubh!” I reiterated, ‘“an air,
and words accompanying the air, were familiar to me
in my young days. It is quite possible that the one
before us is or was the real Mill.” My friend said he
knew nothing of it, but pointing to a man who stood
close to a bridge that spanned the burn, said--
‘“Yonder is the tenant of the farm, he may be able
to tell you something about it.” We hailed the man,
and I asked him if he knew of any tradition in con-
nection with the place. Pointing to a huge boulder
on the summit of the mountain about two miles
north-east of where we stood, *That stone,” he said,
¢ ig called ‘MacCailein Mor, or Argyll’s Stone, on
account of one of the chiefs of Clan Campbell, with
his followers, passing a night beside it. As they
emerged into the plain below, one of the Earl’s pipers
composed, if not the air, the words,” which he re.
peated as follows : —

Tha caoraich agus gabhradh ’sa Mhuileann dubh 'sa
Muileann dubh,

Tha caoraich agus gabhradh ’sa Mhuileann dubh o
shamhradh,

Tha'n crodh breith nan laogh anns a’ Mhuileann
dnbh, ’sa Mhuileann dubh,

Tha'n crodh breith nan laogh anns a’ Mhuileann o
shamhradh,

Tha nead na circe-fracich anns &’ Mhuileann dubh,
'sa Mhuileann dubh, .

Tha nead na circe-fraoich ann ’sa Mhuileann dubh o
shamhradh,

Tha Mhuileann dubh air thuraman, tha Mhuileann
dubh air thuraman,

Tha Mhuileann dubh air thuraman, tha Mhuileann
is srann aig.

Probably some reader of the Celtic may be able to
give further information regarding the origin of this
old song.—Yours, &c., ALASTAIR MacAoIpE.
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LOCH TAYSIDE.

HE village of Kenmore, on Loch Tay, in
@ Breadalbane, is one of the sweetest places
in Scotland. It is situated on a headland
formed by a bay on one side, and the river Tay
on the other. To the north rises the richly
wooded Drummond Hill, on the .east are the
grounds of Taymouth Castle, Loch Tay stretches
away westward, and on the south is a range of
hills separating the valley of the Tay from
Glenquaich. A
Not far from Kenmore, off the northern shore
of Loch Tay, is Sybilla’s Isle, named after the
wife of Alexander I. 8he was buried there in

1172, and ber husband founded a priory on the
island to her memory. The ruins of the build-
ing can still be seen on the island. The priory
is said to have been the first residence of the
Breadalbarne Campbells in the district.

About two miles along the loch is the small
clachan of Fearnan, the name meaning the alder
land. It was once possessed by the Robertsons,
who lie buried with some Macgregors in the
little graveyard on the hillside above the village.
Another pretty little clachan on the north shore
of Loch Tay is Lawers, wheré can be seen the
ancient mansion house in which the famous
prophetess called the “Good Lady of Lawers”
resided. One of the lady’s predictions was that

KENMORE, LOCH TAY.

when a tree growing near the church of Lawers
should become large enough to spread its
branches over the roof of the building, the
church would be divided. The Disruption of
1843 is said to have been the fulfilment of this
prophecy. Ben Lawers rises high above the
village that bears its name, and means the
roountain of the new day or dawn. It can be
climbed with ease, and the view from the
summit is considered one of the finesi in Scot-
land. There is a lonely mountain tarn on Ben
Lawers called Lochan-a’-chait. It is believed to
be .very deep, but the high hills which sur-
round it, and its bottom of peat, probably

account for the dark appearance of the water.
On the south side of Loch Tay, opposite
Lawers, is Ardtalnaig, meaning the height of
the flooded stream. Tradition says King Mal-
colm IL founded a castle here, but not a vestige
of it can now be seen.

There are numerous other places of interest
on Loch Tayside and the surrounding country,
including Killin, where on an island in the
Dochart the Macnabs buried their dead; and
Loch Kinardochy, high up on the moors not far
from Schiehallion, where ghosts are said to
wander by night.

Eric Stair KERR.

THE HIGHLAND SoCIETIES are all busy just now.
The Lewis and Harris Association hold their annual
gathering on 16th November, when a large gathering
of the sons and daughters of Eilean an Fhraotich is

.expected. A history of Lewis is being prepared by a

distinguished native of the island, and promises to be
a valuable addition to our Celtic literature.

THE CLAN MACMILLAN SoCIAL takes place on 23rd
November. The learned chief of the society, Rev.
Dr. MacMillan, is demitting office, and a successor
will require to be appointed. It will not be easy to
select a clansman for chief who would worthily fill
the position so long occupied by the genial ex-
Moderator of the Free Church Assembly.,
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NoTioE To SuBscRIBERS. —The Annual Subscriptions
are now overdue. Subscribers who desire to renew
for another year are requested to send their contri-
butions (4|- post free), to the Editor, John Mackay,
1 Blythswood Drive, Glasgow, at their earliest
conwenience. If readers would kindly give this matier
their immediate atiention, it would obviate the trouble
of sending notices each month to those in arrears, and
considerably lessen our labours.

OUR NEXT ISSVE.

Next month we will give plate portraits, with
biographical sketohes, of Messrs. D. R. Cameron,
Burmah ; W. H. Gregg, St. Louis, U.S.A.; and

Hugh Cameron, Montana, U.8.A.

Vorume VII can now be had, tastefully bound,
6s. 6d., gost free, from John Mackay, 1 Blythswood
Drive, Glasgow.

THE CLAN Mackay Sociery.—The opening meet-
ing of the session was held in Glasgow on 19th ult.
—Mr, Alex. Mackay, vice-president, in the chair,
There was a large attendance. Mr. John Mackay,
editor, Celtic Monthly (hon. secretary), reported on
the recent tour in the Reay conuntry. 380 pupils had
attended the nine Gaelic classes, and the examina-
tions held in each parish showed that they had made
remarkable progress in their studies. Mr. James R.
Mackay, C.A., stated that the present year had been
most successful, and the balance the largest for
several sessions past, the total funds now amounting
to £1215. Eleven life members and a large number
of ordinary members had recently joined. Rev.
Angus Mackay, M.A., r(ﬂ)ort,ed the discovery of an
ancient carved stone in Halladale, dated 1630, show-
ing an ‘“‘open hand” as part of the Mackay arms,
similar to that on the Mackay banner. is con-
vincing proof of the authenticity of the banmer as
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being the genuine Bratach Bhan of the Clan Mackay,
ought to make Rector Alex. Macbain and Mr. D.
Murray Rose pause before rushing again into print
with their rash and improbable theories.

TaE CLaN MacLEaN’s “ AT HoMe” was held in
the Queen’s Rooms on 20th ult.—Col. Sir Fitzroy D.
Macleam, C.B,, chief of the clan, in the chair. There
was a large and representative gathering. The chief
delivered a rousing speech, in which he referred to
the publication of the new clan history by Rev.
Maclean Sinclair, the large increase in mem{emhip
and funds, and the useful work which the society was

erforming. The gathering was very enjoyable. The
Eall was moet artistically decorated with tartan
draperies, Highland weapons, &c., by the well-known
firm of Messrs. Rowan & Co., 104 Argyle Street.

—

MACKAY AND THE CAITHNESSMAN.

We are all familiar with the story of the deathbed
scene of Rob Roy, in which the priest is depicted
exhorting Rob among other things to forgive his
enemies in order that he might receive forgiveness
himself, and of Rob’s regretful reply—‘ Weel, weel,
what maun be maun be, but’’—turning towards his
two sons, all ablaze with the last dying flash of the
old Adam within, he suddenly added—* God bless
ye, Duncan and Rory, if ye forgie them.”

So died we are told that unweaned ¢ Child of the
Mist.” .

In those days instances showing the ruling passion
strong in death were not confined, alas, to the Braes
o' Balquhidder, Tradition bequeaths us many such,
but 1 shall merely quote one, well known at one
time in the Mackay country. The story opens with
one of these periodic incursions with which the
Mackays and the Caithnessmen were wont to enliven
the monotony of the dull northern day of that age.
On this particular occasion it was the Sinclairs’ turn
to visit the Reay country on an expedition for the
study of its flora and fauna, especitﬁ]y of its fauna.
It would seem that on their return a small band of
the Sinclairs became detached from the main body,
and entering a narrow pass, endeavoured to reach
their storm-swept headland by a shorter route.
Fatal error! In the centre of the pass they were
suddenly confronted by one of Clan Aoidh’s
mightiest sons, Big Swarthy John, as he would be
named in English. The encounter was sharp and
sanguinary. Of the best part of a dozen, all but one
who escaped, fell by the blade of this demon of the

Swarthy John lived to hear the tale oft told on
the Naver, his prowess being fully appreciated by
his clansmen, who felt proud that one of their
number could repeat in the wilds of Caithness that
heroic deed which King Robert the Bruce performed
in the deep solitude of Lorn, But at length Swarthy
John entered a pass in which he was confronted by
a demon from which no one has returned to tell a
tale. He lay on his death bed, with the priest bend-
ing over him, exhorting him to prepare for the final
journey. But no sign of repentence came from
Swarthy John, he remained silent, although visibly
affected. The priest continued to press him, askin
if he had nothing to confess—Ileft no regrets behin
him, * Regrets, said you,” re%liod the dying man,
¢ yes, I still deeply regret that I let that last Caith-
ness man escape me in the pass.”

New York. MacpHAL
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THE TURN OF THE TIDE.
A HEBRIDEAN STORY.

By I. K. RITCHIE,

Author of “In Love and Honour,” “Thou
Shalt Not Covet,” &e.

Parr 1.
HE dull, grey sky is reflected in the colour
@ of the ground, in which snow, impregnated
with moist earth, presents that dreadfully
“muggy” look that such a mixture naturally
engenders,

No speck of blue in the sky, no bit of delicate
colouring in the landscape—all is cold, cheerless,
and grey. And the two young people who
stand there in the fading light are in strange
harmony with their surroundings. The girl's
dress or short petticoat, of dark blue serge, is
faded and well worn, even the tartan kerchief,
that should be a bright bit of colouring in the
garb, has lost its original hues in the wear and
tear of many seasons. He who stands by her
side bears also the marks of deep poverty. Yet
they are a comely pair to look upon—he, tall
and broad-chested, with fair, reddish hair and
beard, and a pleasant open countenance. His

STORNOWAY CASTLE.

companion is rich in an abundance of raven
locks, dreamy blue-black eyes, and features
swift to flush rosy red in sudden mirth or hap-
piness, though, alas! little practised in that
during the long weeks of privation which have
sped, and still linger on.

The evening air is bitterly cold, yet they take

‘no heed of that, so engrossed are they in con-

versation.

Presently, from one of the thatched huts,
built in a line down the moorland towards the
sea, come two little children, their scanty,
threadbare frocks barely covering their knees,
their poor chilblained toes bare to the frost and

snow. As they advance, the girl puts out her
hand to the young man and wishes him good-bye.

“I must be looking after the young ones,
Donald,” she says. ¢‘See, they come to call
me !”

“One moment, Christy,” he pleads, “for, oh!
when shall I be seeing you again?”

She droops her head, apparently unable to
meet his despondent gaze. After a moment he
speaks again, with a subdued calm, which
betrays strong emotion.

‘“Please God, I must be away to the town in
the morning, Christy, and learn what cheer is
preparing for the emigrants.”
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Then her struggle to emulate his bravery
triumphs, and she looks up with eyes no longer
dim with unshed tears, but love-lit and full of
hope.

“And it will be good cheer, Donald, never
fear,” she says gently.

“My own! my own!” he murmurs, with pas-
sionate fervour. ¢ There, you may go to Bella
and Peggy now. I have kept them too long
from their supper to-night. By daybreak I'll
be starting for Stornoway.”

*“ And you’ll chust give a bit tap on the win-
dow as you go by; then I'll be coming out to
wish you good-luck again,” she says, ‘And
mind and take care of yourself, Donald ; it’s a
weary road youre starting, and I'll chust be
ferryanxious till I'll beseein’ you back, whateffer.”

“Jt’ll chust be counting effery meenit I am,
till I get back to you, Christy, mo chridhe,” he
declares.

Then, with mutual tenderness, they say good-
night again, and part.

The children have hung back shyly, although
they are fond of Donald. They know that he,
like all his fellow cottars, is in sad trouble, and,
kind-hearted little mortals that they are, they
will not spoil his morsel of pleasure, snatched in
the fast fading light.

With a subdued gladness they come to their
sister now and take each a hand, while she,
thinking still of her lover, has to pause at the
house door hastily to wipe her tears away.

Ah! it is hard to think of their leaving their
native land, where the fair, bright days of youth
have dawned with promise of radiant morning !
Her mind dwells upon the scenes she knows
and loves 80 well; there, in the tranquil loch,
where, long ago, her almost baby hands were
taught to use the oar; by the sea, at times a
plaything, scattering treasures from the deep.
Left alone on the silent moor, Donald, too,
gives vent to the pent up grief of his heart as he
ponders sadly on his prospects.

Until now doing most of the work on his aged
father’s little croft, keeping the house tight and
dry from wind and rain, engaging as gillie in
the summer months, his time bas been fully and
happily occupied. And over all an additional
halo of gladness had been cast by dreams of
another steading that Christy and he would
-ghare together in a fair future,

" But now fierce storm and tempest had swept
the crops away ; the potatoes had rotted in the
ground, and every day found Donald poorer in
a vain endeavour to keep the wolf from the
door. So now he was resolved to put in his lot
with those who were about to emigrate to a
foreign land. 'While he pondered on the still
moor, his only brother was standing in the
doorway of his father’s house. All around the

little steading spoke of orderliness and careful
work ; no “lazy-beds” disfigured the lands at
harvest time ; nor even now, swhen the destruc-
tive blast of the late storms might have been
excuse, was there evidence of neglect.

The house itself was in bétter repair than
most of the neighbouring ones, and where the
absence of chimneys was strikingly general, the
quite stately one of the Macivor's dwelling was
at once suggestive and imposing. Within,
although the floor was an earthen one, how trim
and clean was everything, from the crockery
shining bright on the dresser—which Donald’s
own hands had made—to the smallest item of
use or ornament,

Sitting by the low, wide fireplace, were an old
couple, Donald’s respected and worthy parents.

“Do you see Donald coming}” presently
asked the old woman, speaking to her son stand-
ing in the doorway, and he, replying in the
affirmative, went on smoking.

Like his mother, he spoke in Gaelic; indeed,
his English vocabulary was well nigh as scant
as hers; and, truth to tell, his chief character-
istic was the “limpet ” pertinacity for his native
soil with which islanders are particularly
accredited, caring little for aught beyond the

- barest necessaries of existence, and blessed with

few thoughts to extend beyond his humble ideas
of self-gratification. Donald was a striking
contrast. Imbued with all the feveiish im-
petuosity of an ardent nature, he had long been
ruled by the desire to better his lot in life, and
was only restrained from seeking a wider field
for his energy by his care for those depending,
not on his pecuniary help alone, but for kind-
ness and sympathy together. Possessing all
that resolution of character that makes men of
his disposition successful wherever they go, the
thought of the aged parents he must leave
behind to his brother’s perhaps not too tender
care, alone had held him back from seeking
fortune abroad. Then, too, Christina would be
sorely missed in her home ; her mother, a widow,
being blind, the charge of the little girls already
mentioned was chiefly hers, to take her entirely
away from them would seem cruel indeed. And
that which would be painful as a voluntary act,
how much harder now being almost compulsory %

Charity, mayhap the grudging alms of the
affluent, or emigration, these two confront him.
The proud young islander clings to indepen-
dence. To-night the subject must be broached,
the stern necessity of immediate action is clear
to him ; and now when he is strong in trust and
love from that meeting on the moor, he will do
it best.

He goes into the house presently and slips to
the fireplace.

“ Mother, you will be making me up some
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oat-cakes to-night, will you?” he says, gently,
“for I must be starting for the town early in
the morning. I imay be hearing of something
good there,” he adds, cheerily, as the old dame’s
eyes are raised imploringly to his.

‘“Ab, Donald, you will be going away to
leave me. Ah me! ah me! Old folks cannot
be having what they like all the way. But oh!

my Donald! my darling! my bonnie bairn! it’s

hard, hard to part.”

The old woman’s grief completely overpowers
her, and she throws herself weeping upon his
breast.

His mother’s words sounded in Donald’s ears
long after she and the other inmates of the
house were asleep. He sat upon the low chest
where all the treasures of the family were kept,
and thought of different plans for tiding over
the hard winter, but, alas! to no .purpose. If
he had been in the Royal Naval Reserve, as so
many of his fellow-cottars were, there would
have been more hope ; the money gained in that
way would pay his rent, and credit was more
easily obtained from the merchants by those in
the service; but, although master of many
occupations, Donald had never taken kindly to
the deep-sea fishing, and only dona fide fisher-
men are eligible for this branch of Her Majesty’s
service. The trim appearance they present in
their sailor suits and neat caps flitted through
Donald’s brain, and gradually, with the vision,
a thought that flushed his cheek, and anon sent
it an ashen hue.

Long the conflict raged within him, and when
at last he rose, he staggered like one intoxi-
cated. He crept stealthily to the shelf whereon
lay one or two books, also pens and a small
bottle of ink. The latter necessary adjuncts of
correspondence he clutched nervously, and hav-
ing placed them on the chest returned again,
this time in search of writing paper.

But what makes the strong man tremble so
that he can hardly steady the pen to do the
work he wills it? ~Again and again he pauses,
and it is long before the few lines are done
which under other circumstances would have
seemed but a trifling task.

Part II.

He holds in his flaccid grasp that which,
were it an authentic document, would be of no
small assistance to him, namely, a declaration
from the minister of the church he attends
declaring him to be a bona fide fishermen, fol-
lowing no other trade, and having no connection
with any militia regiment.

No wonder the strong man trembles, and
scarce dare look upon his work. How bitterly
would punishment fall on one hitherto honour
to the core! And the risk of detection he

knows is great, but then he is very familiar
with the minister’s handwriting, also the form
of words he usually employs. And the fingers
that have clutched the pen, tremulous though
they be, are not those of a tyro, but one much
given to perfect by practice his little stock of
learning, none the worse because it has been
gained under much adverse circumstance.

But, successfully accomplished although he
feels it is, his work gives him no pleasurable
thrill, as he thrusts it hastily from his sight
into his pocket ; and then, prayerless, and with
such a load on his conscience as he has never
felt before, seeks his humble pallet. There is
no sleep for him that night, and long before the
grey light of a new day has made any headway,
he steals silently out into the chill, raw air.

“ What ! must you start so early ?” Christina
whispers in awe-struck tones, as, awaked by his
gentle knock at her mother’s door, she has
thrown an enveloping plaid around her, and
come, as promised, to wish him God-speed.

“Yes, I must be going,” he answers in & con-
strained, sad voice. ‘Good-bye, Christy. Think
well of me, whatever happens!” some impulse
urges him to add.

If the young maiden was quick to throw her
arms round the young man’s neck, kissing him
on lips and brow, as she bade him be of good
cheer, can we blame her? And be assured her
warmth was not lost upon her lover.

‘When he left, she shed a few silent tears, for
she said—

“He will not be like himself to-day at all.”

Well for her that she knew not the burden he

carried.
(T'o be concluded).

BADENOCH AND LOCHABER LORD-
SHIP COURTS AND RECORDS.

By C. Fraser-MacxkintosH, LL.D.

(Continued firom page T).
1709—April 25.—John Macpherson, of Achacha
(a part of Raitts), registers bond to the Duke
of Gordon, which narrates that his father,
Andrew Macpherson, had appraised the lands
of Raitts belonging to William Mackintosh, of
Borlum, for a certain debt; and that he, as
heir to his deceased father, had charged the
Duke to enter him, and grant charter. This
the Duke agreed to do for the consideration of a
payment of 400 merks. “But it being cus-
tomary for all superiors, upon granting entries
on apprizings, to exact and receive a full years
rent, yet his Grace has been pleased to accept
400 merks, which was far within a year’s rent,
still if the lands are not redeemed by Borlum
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within the legal term, and pass into Macpher-
son’s possession,” he, the said Andrew, obliges
himself and his heirs and successors to pay a
full year’s rent of the lands, under deduction of
the above 400 merks. The bond bears date at
the Canongate, 318t December, 1675.

1710—January 30.—Bond registered, granted
by Jobn Macpherson, of Tirfodoun (now incor-
porated with Dalchully), to George, Duke of
Gordon, dated at Eilean dhu (in Laggan), 12th
December, 1709.

Eo. Die.—Bond by James and John Mac-
pherson, in Crubinbeg, to the Duke of Gordon,
for £100 as part of the duty of Crubinbeg, still
due by Alexander Macpherson, their brother
german and others, possessors of the lands for
the last three years, dated Ruthven, 15th
December, 1709. Thomas Macpherson, son to
Duncan Macpherson, of Invertromie, one of the
witnesses.

Zo. Die.—Another bond by same persons to
the Duke of Gordon for 32 merks, same date.

Eo. Dise.—Bond registered by Elias Mac-
pherson, in Prothemore (Crathymore?) as prin-
cipal, with Angus Macpherson, of Druminord,
as cautioner, to the Duke of Gordon for £25 3s
4d of borrowed money. Dated u¢ antea.

This word * Elias” is at the time not unfre-
quent among the Macphersons, and the last
owner of Invereshie of the original line was so
named. The real name was Gillies.

Eo. Die.—Bond registered by Samuel Mac-
pherson, of Drum-Calluig, to the Duke of
Gordon, for 164 merks, dated at Eilean dhu,
12th December, 1709, and witnessed by John
Macpherson, of Tirfodoun ; Duncan Macpherson,
of Gergask ; and Duncan Macpherson, of Inver-
tromie.

Eo. Die.—Bond registered by Donald Mac-
pherson in Shirrabeg to the Duke of Gordon for
£50 Scots, dated and witnessed as above.

Eo. Die —Bond registered granted by Evan
Macpherson, alias Macvurrich Roy, in Shirra
more, to John Cuming, of Tombreachie, cham-
berlain of Badenoch, for £40. Dated at
Shirramore, 10th December, 1709, in presence
of John and Donald Macpherson, elder and
younger of Tirfodoun, and others.

Eo. Die—Bond registered granted by Angus
Macpherson, of Druminord, and Thomas Mac-
pherson, in Pitgoun, to the said John Cuming,
for 62 merks, price of three horses pounded by
him for byegone duties from Murdo Macpherson
of Shirramore. Dated Ruthven, 14th Decem-
ber, 1709. Dougal Macpherson, in Ruthven,
one of the witnesses. '

Eo. Die.—Bond registered by Dougal Mac-
pherson, William Mackintosh, and Evan Mac-
intyre, all in Crathymore, to John Cuming,
chamberlain of Badenoch, for £20. Dated

Ruthven, 15th December, 1709. Duncan
Mackintosh, of Gergask, one of the witneases.

Eo. Die.—Bond registered, granted by John
Mackintosh, of Blargymore, to the said John
Cuming, for 60 merks of unpaid duty for the
three years of 1706, 1707, and 1708,

Eo. Die.—Bond registered, granted by Donald
Macpherson, of Invernahaven, to the said John
Cuming, for 40 merks, borrowed money, dated
Ruthven, 16th December, 1709.

Eo. Die.—Bond registered, granted by Donald
Macpherson, of Pitchurn, to the said John
Cuming, for 110 merks, price of 11 bolls of
oatmeal, of the Miln farm of Delraddie, dated
Ruthven, 10th May, 1709. Alexander Mac-
pherson, of Phoness, one of the witnesses.

1710—February 2nd.— Registration of factory
by the Duke of Gordon to John Macpherson of
Corronach (now part of the farm of Biallid), as
Chamberlain of Lochaber, dated 1(th November,
1709. Malcolm Macpherson, of Breakachie, one
of the witnesses.

1710—February 3rd.—Registration of factory
by the Duke of Gordon to Malcolm Macpherson,
of Breakachie, a8 his chamberlain in Laggan for
Martinmas, 1686, and during his pleasure,
dated at Gordon Castle, 20th January, 1687.

1710—February 18th.—Registration of fac-
tory by George, Duke of Gordon, who, being
confident of the ability, fidelity, and dutifulness
of Lachlan Mackintosh, of Strone, appoints him
chamberlain of his lands and mills within the
Parish of Kingussie, for collecting the Martin-
mas rents of 1686. Subscribed at Gordon
Castle, 26th January, 1687. Lachlan Mack-
intosh, of Balnespick, and Malcolm Macpherson,
of Breakachie, witnesses.

1710 — February 22.—Commission registered
by George, Duke of Gordon, to Lachlan
Mackintosh, present possessor of the lands of
Rutbven (second son of William Mackintosh,
third of Borlum), to hold courts within the
Lordship of Badenoch and the Barony of Kin-
cardine, for the administration of justice,
ordaining him to account for all emoluments of
office, allowing him 300 merks of salary. Dated
at the Citadel of Leith, 12th September, 1709,
and witnessed by John Alexander, doctor of
medicine, and James Wilson, described as his
Grace’s servitor.

1710—March 2.—Registration of tack by
the Duke of Gordon to the above Lachlan
Mackintosh, of the town and lands of Ruthven
in Badenoch, rent, £458 6s 8d Scots, together
with public burdens. Signed at the Citadel of
Leith, 13th September, 1709, in presence of
George Leslie, of Kincraigie, advocate, and
James Simson, the Duke’s servitor.

1710—March 9.—Registration of Letter of
forestry by the Duke of Gordon to Samuel
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Macpherson, in Drum Callag, to oversee the
woods and forest of Benalder, at a salary of £50
Scots. Dated at Gordon Castle, 6th March, 1710.
Eo. Die.—Registration of notarial instrument,
dated Ruthven, 30th July, 1696, bearing that
Patrick and James Gordon, in Kingussiebeg,
produced bond granted by John Macpherson, of
Ardbrylach, stating that upon an interruption
by the tenants of Kingussie upon the moss of
Stransbanach (%) he would not cut peats, nor use
the moss until the Duke of Gordon had ascer-
tained on examination what rights he had in
the said moss; also that he would get his
Grace to do so before the next year’s leading of
peats, by his obligation to that effect dated 4th
June, 1694, The tenants now protested that,
seeing Ardbrylach had failed to implement his
obligations, neither he nor his tenants should
have right in the said moss. Done within the
house of Alexander Shaw, in Ruthven.
1710—March 14.—The Duke of Gordon and
the original Macphersons of Invereshie. The
last of the old family was styled “Elias” Mac-
pherson, the name being really Gillies. The
points raised were important. The superior
wighed, in a charter by progress, to import
various conditions and stipulations not compre-
hended in the original charter. Invereshie very
properly and legally objected to these novelties,
and it has long been settled Scottish law that
the terms of an original charter cannot be
enlarged or added to without consent of the
vassal, although they may be modified or eased.
Paper registered this date, entitled ‘¢ Informa-
tion for Invereshie,” which narrates that Elias
Macpherson, of Invereshie, as heir served and
retouned to his father in the lands of Invereshie,
and others holden of the Duke of Gordon,
craved to be entered by his superior in these
lands, conform to the original rights thereof.
That a precept has been drawn by the agents
for the Duke, for infefting him therein, but the
same appears “ disconform to the original writs
in the following clauses,” nine in number, which,
though interesting to lawyers and specialists,
are hardly suitable for ordinary readers. In the
end, it is intimated that there is a legal remedy
for the unjust refusal of superiors to enter their
vassals, superiors not being entitled to alter or
innovate the conditions of feus on renewals.
Eo. Dis.—Registration is made of receipt
granted to William Mackintosh, of Borlum, for
£17 18s as his share of the 700 merks cess laid
\llggz Badenoch, dated Inverness, 12th February,
1710—March 23.—Registration of bond for
1000 merks by Duncan Macpherson, of Cluny,
with Paul Macpherson, of Crathy Croy, and
Murdo Macpherson in Reatts, as cautioners, to
Donald Macpherson of Phoness, dated at Kin-

gussie, 10th January, 1674, and witnessed by
George Macpherson,in Cluny; John Macpherson,
of Ballachroan; and Eneas Macpherson, writer.

1711—June 21—Registration of factory by
George, Duke of Gordon, to John Macpherson,
of Coronach, over Lochaber. Dated Citadel of
Leith, 29th May, 1711.

1714—November 12.—Registration of bond
by John Shaw, of Dalnavert, with William
Mackintosh, tenant there, as cautioner, to John
Grant, of Tornavellan, for £39 14s. Dated
Dalnavert, 29th August, 1713, and witnessed
by Patrick Shaw, student in Invereshie, and
Allister Shaw, in Kingussie.

Eo. Die.—Registration of bond by Paul Mac-
pherson, of Olune, with Donald Grant, of Belli-
vattan, to John Grant, in Tornavellan, of
Glenlivet, for 12 bolls oatmeal. Dated 12th
June, 1713. John Macpherson, lawful son to
the said Paul, one of the witnesses.

Eo. Die.—Registration of bond by Eneas
Macpherson, some time in Croft Donachie, now
in Lynvuilg, with Andrew Macpherson in Ralia
as cautioner, to Jobn Grant, for 87 merks.
Dated Ruthven, 15th June, 1714. Witnesses
—Murdo Macpherson, merchant in Ruthven;
and James Grant, one of the registry officers of
Badenoch.

1715—July 21.—Registration of bond by
James Macpherson, of Ballachroan, narrates
that Isabel Macpherson, relict of Alexander
Macpherson, of Pitmain, with the special advice
of John Macpherson, of Invereshie, and Robert
Macpherson, of Dalraddy, her brothers german,
had by assignation, dated 27th January, 1710,
discharged James Macpherson, of Invernahaven,
and Murdo Macpherson, of Clune, two of the
cautioners in her contract of marriage, of the
sum of £121 Scots yearly, on their giving to
her, as distressed cautioners, for composition of
the same, £40 yearly; and that she, to enable
them to recover, assigned her rights against
her said deceased husband and his representa-
tives; and now the said James Macpherson, of
Invernahaven, and Paul Macpherson, younger,
of Clune, as taking burden for his father, have
transferred to Ballachroan on his paying them
£40. Therefore the said James Macpherson,
of Ballachroan, as principal with John Mac-
pherson, bis younger son, and Marjory, his eldest
lawful daughter, obliged themselves to pay to
the said cautioners 20 merks yearly, and if pay-
ment be not made, Ballachroan assigns to them
three bolls of victual, com and straw, which
they may intromit with drevi manu. Dated at
Ruthven, 9th January, 1711. Witnesses—
Alexander Macpherson, of Essich ; Dugal Mac-
pherson, at Ruthven; and Anthony Wilson,
sergeant there.

(To be continued.)
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DR. ARCHIBALD CAMPBELL,
NEWOASTLE-ON-TYNL

HERE are doubtless
@ many among our
readers who, in
their younger days, have
heard of Mr. Duncan
Campbell, at one time
parish schoolmaster of
Fortingall, Perthshire, and
latterly of Lesmahagow,
Lanarkshire. He was one of the best type of
Highlanders. His whole heart was devoted to
his scholastic duties; and many were the
brilliant students who passed direct from his
hands to the university, and graduated with
distinction as members of the learned professions.
We know that these lines will be read by several
of Mr. Campbell’s early pupils who bave since
achieved eminence in their professions. He died
in 1894, in his eighty-fifth year. Of his family
—there were ten in all—the eldest surviving son
is the Rev. John Campbell, of Kirkcaldy; while
Dr. Robert Allan Campbell is a well-known and
popular medical practitioner in Newcastle-on-
Tyne.

Dr. Archibald Campbell, the youngest son,
whose portrait we have pleasure in giving, is
also a successful physician at Heaton, a suburb
of Newcastle-on-Tyne. He was born at Lesma-
hagow, Novenber 6th, 1866, and at the age of
seventeen he was sent to Glasgow University to
undergo the necessary training for the medical
profession. Working hard for four years he
passed his examinations, having distinguished
himself in several classes.

With the confidence of youth and true High-
land spirit, he settled, when just twenty-one
years of age, in Heaton, where he now enjoys a
large and successful practice. In 1890, he
married Miss Louisa Marion, youngest daughter
of the late Mr. William Gibbons, Newcastle-on-

Tyne.

Mr. Campbell’s family belongs to the Bread-
albane branch of the clan. It will doubtless
interest many to learn that his great-great-
grandaunt was Helen Campbell, wife of the
famous Rob Roy MacGregor. His ancestors
have all been connected with Loch Tay side, the
farm of Borland, near Fortingall, having been
in their hands for several generations.

We need hardly add that Dr. Campbell is
keenly interested in all Highland matters, and
is an office-bearer of the Burns Club, and mem-
ber of other local Scotch organizations.
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TALKS WITH HIGHLANDERS.
RANNOCH NOTES.

By KENNETH MATHIESON.

N approach to the Rannoch district, say
from Strathearn, if undertaken by rail,
will prove a very circuitous journey,

both by the east and west routes, but a direct
road can be taken by Amulres, Kenmore, and
Fortingall to Kinloch Rannoch. The first point
of interest by the last mentioned route lies at
Foulford in the Sma’ Glen, at a Roman camp,
which apparently lay in their line of approach
to Fortingall, the most northern point they
seem to have reached in central Scotland.
Ossian’s grave next arrests attention about a
mile further on. It is marked, in particular,
by a mound of turf about three feet high, the
same in breadth, and eight feet long. The
grave is the more conspicuous by the proximity
of a great mass of rock about three yards long,
two yards thick, and seven feet high, and the
remains of a wall of turf and stones enclosing a
space around both. It is situated on a small
haugh between the road and river Almond.
North of Glen Quoich is a steep road called
Aiseag Mile Marcaichean, ‘“the passage of the
1000 horsemen,” a term which may have been
applied first in the days of Galgacus or Bruce.
It lies equally on the Roman road to Fortin-
gall and to Glen Sassen, west of Schiehallion,
and is so named from an English force which
sought to dislodge Bruce from Rannoch.

We shall now take a survey of the place
names in Rannoch, as they stand on the Ordnance
Plan, 1843, moving “deiseal” or sun-wise, and
giving such remarks as may be derived from
observation and enquiries in the locality.
“Macgregor’s Leap” is on the Tummel near
Dunalastair. A rock which stood in mid-stream
having been blasted away to allow freer passage
for the flood water on the upper haughs, the
actual leap can no more be seen. M r
was probably pursued by the Campbells. *“Tul-
lochcroisk” is thought to commemorate the cross-
ing of the Tummel by Bruce and his followers
as they went from Strath Tummel to Rannoch
to engage in a battle with the Sassenach—a
battle locally famous, although, so far as we
know, not recorded in history. *Lochan-an-
Daim,” or Loch Dymock, is a lonely black tarn
at the north base of Schiehallion, reflecting in a
beautiful manuer a serrated ridge of hills on the
east of it. ‘““An Cathachan” would seem to indi-
cate a place of fighting Crossmount is the
name of an estate and shooting lodge, and being
near Tullochcroisk, probably refers to the same
incident. ‘Lassantullich” is the hill overlooking
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the part of the plain by the river-side, where
the “spark” of the fight was lit. “Tempar,”
further west, might arise from ‘Jompech,” a
point where the enemy turned and fled. “Clach
Sgoilte,” or the *“split stone,” is the name for a
large rock on the brae south of the public road.
“Dalchosnie” is the field of rejoicing, where the
battle may be supposed to have ended.
“Schiehallion” is a mountain which from its isola-
tion and pyramidal form must always command
attention. Of the various meanings attached to
this name, we prefer *“the rocky seat,” from
“Suidhe challain,” which is a true definition of
the summit. An eminent speculative geologist,
once standing near Tummel Bridge Inn, and
looking up to the bare rocky crest of Schiehallion,

said that all the mountains in Scotland over
3000 feet high had been denuded of soil above
that level by an ice-sheet 3500 feet thick—a
sufficiently startling statement in itself. Im-
pressed with the boldness of this theory, we
lately made the ascent, carefully noting the
surface, as Hugh Miller might have done, as the
mountain is composed of sedimentary Jaminated
rock, from top to bottom there is no question
of soil at all. The faintest lichen on the rocks
near the top become gradually mosses, and a flat
place lower down shows a resemblance of soil;
but it is only a thin layer of decomposed mosses.
Down 1000 feet and more, we are practically
walking on stones, disguised to the eye but not
to the shoe leather, by a very meagre vegeta-

KILLICHRONAN GRAVEYARD AND ISLAND RANNOCH.

tion. Looked at from a distance, this mountain
would appear to have had a volcanic origin ; but
a close inspection disproves this. The rock is
plainly sedimentary, and its original flat sur-
face has been raised by one great heave from
below, leaving a vast pyramidal heap of rocks
of all sizes, and with flat, slate-like surfaces,
lying at all angles. The rocky cone at the top
has been termed quartzite, but quartz is very
faintly in evidence, showing only on a few
polished surfaces glancing in the evening sun.
In the year 1763 Schiehallion became a centre
of scientific observation, by Dr. Mackelyne’s
éxperiments as to the deflection of the plumb-
line by the gravitation of such a great mass of

material. Dr. Grant’s “ History of Astronomical
Geology ” gives a full account of these experi-
ments, which led to the conclusion that the
mean density of the earth’s crust is 5} times
that of an equal bulk of water.  Linne-
chuachan” would mean the pool of drinking
cups. “Purak’s Leap” is on the Innerhadden
burn. Purak was a diminutive tailor, very
mischievous with his arrows, who dwelt at
Carie. Several Camerons having come from the
west “to do for him,” found him splitting a log,
not knowing who he was. On being asked
where Purak could be found, he went ostensibly
in search of him, but soon attacked them with
arrows. He had to run a good five miles,
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however, until he baulked them at the leap.
What clan Purak was of is not known, but a
Miss Forbes is still living at Carie who claims
descent from him through the female line.
Purak might come from * purradh,” a jostling,
combative fellow.

Glen Sassen, out of which runs the Inner-
hadden burn, affords a passage from Glen
Lyon, and commemorates the advent of the
English to take Bruce. * Innerhadden” is the
name of an estate, yet more particularly of a
flat where the burn runs into the Tummel,
colloquially known as ‘Innercath,” which is
Inbhir-cath, the confluence where battle did or
was wont to take place. The “den” or ‘““dun”
of the name may refer to a small fort placed
on it called “Sebdmair na Stainge,” or else to
Dun Ailean, a high projecting hill overlooking
the flat ground.

“Sedmar na stainge,” the “chamber of the
ditch,” is a very curious piece of antiquity,
unique in its character, so far as we know, in
Scotland. It is a circular mound of perhaps 16
feet in diameter, covered with stones, and sur-
rounded by a ditch The mark of a wall
encloses all in a square, with the appearance of
a small court, gateway, and tower to the north.
The whole lies in almost & direct line between
a circle of small ¢ Druidical” stones near the
river,and a standing-stone to the south-west, We

might almost suppose it to have been at first &’

burial mound, like those at Clava on the Nairn;
but subsequently turned into a small fort in the
centre of arable land. About fifty yards to the
west i8 a very ancient sheep or cattle bucht.
“The Wallace Cairn” is anothet name for
“Sedmar na stainge,” that hero. having been
said to have rested a night in it. In the absence
of any ostensible source of the name “ Donacha,”
the ancient chief of this district, we.are inclined
to localise him here, and to-derive his name
from ¢ Dunachaidh,” the fort of the field.
“Clach na boxle,” apparently from ‘“boilich,”
the stone of romancing or telling fibs, for under
it is a treasure, and any one removing it at
night will be dead in the morning. The stone
is about five feet high, being set up on end. It
may have been rolled from the hill near, or be
an ice-travelled boulder. “ Dun Ailean” may
refer to Allan Stewart, from Appin, one of that
clan having acquired the estate some seven
generations back; or it may be *Dun-Eilean,”
the fort of the promontory “Creag-an-
Fhithich” (the raven’s rock) is a bold ob]ect in
the long range of hills running west from Creag
More, at the foot of Schiehallion. Taking a
general survey of this range in the gloaming,
from a point say in front of Muir Lodge, we
get a remarkable view of ““the recumbent giant,”
his face, breast, knees, and feet upturned to the

sky—Creagmore at his head, like a pillow of
state, and Schiehallion beyond, a monumental
pyramid. In the opposite direction again, and
from Bunrannoch Moor, we may see in the
northern range of hills “Craig Var,” like the
head of a gigantic bat with outstretched wings.
About two miles eastwards the same object will
appear like a gigantic eagle on the swoop.

Dun-Ailean has on its eastern side a very
quaint little graveyard for the Stewarts of
Innerhadden, named ‘Kil Ionaid,” the grave
of Janet. The slanting stump of a large tree
can be seen on the ground above the enclosure,
and a tale of grim humour attaches toit. A
man wishing to build a boat for the loch,
applied to the laird for a tree. Both set off
among the standing timber to select a tree, but
when a good one was noticed, the laird always
said— Oh no, I could not give you that one.
You see, it would make an ugly gap,” until at
the day’s end no tree was forthcoming. The
suitor, in despair, bewailed his case to the old
gardener, who at once re-assured him, and find-
ing the laird, addressed him thus—* At Kil
Tonaid is a slanting tree, just over the place you
are likely to be laid. Now, if it fell, it would
be very heavy on your chest.” That tree was
cut down.

* Creag-an-Fhithich ” (the raven’s rock)has a
bold precipitous front. To the south-east

--of it are the Falls of Innerhadden. * Caistealan
* Dubl

” is now extinct, the site being occupied
by Bun Rannoch Lodge. In front are some
cairns, where a village is said formerly to have
stood. There is on the bank of what is
termed the old river a depression in the moor
about 15 feet deep and 75 feet wide. This
dry track, now termed ¢ Fiadh Corrie,” can
be traced from the south-east corner of the
loch about a mile to the present river, the bed
of which is about 15 feet lower. A bank, either

_ of glacial “till” or of upheaval, appears to have

diverted the outlet of the loch to its north-east
corner. Bun signifies the outlet.

Muirlaggan Farm here has a very tragic tale
annexed. A farmer had thirteen sons, who
went for a day’s hunting. They halted for
lunch, when a quarrel arose between them,
endmg in the death of them all. Their cairns
can be seen at Trinafour, on the Erochty, and
“if &’ tales be true, that’s nae lee.”

(To be concluded).

Gaeuic SErRMON IN LonpoN.—The Rev. Adam
Gunn, M.A., Durness, is to preach the Gaelic
sermon in the Crown Church, London, on Sabbath,
11th November, and is also to lecture to the Gaelic
Society during the same week. We have no doubt
that many of our countrymen will go to hear Mr,
Gunn, who is a gifted Gaelic scholar.
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QAELIO POETRY IN THE MAOCKAY
OOUNTRY.

HEN certain members of the Clan
Mackay Society were touring through
the land of their fathers last September,

prizes were offered for original Gaelic poetry, and
it is gratifying to have to report that, at almost
every centre, competitors came forward with
pieces of their own composition, sbowing not
a little merit. Two of these I wrote down
to dictation, and now give to the public through
the medium of the Celtic Monthly, as a speci-
men of the Reay Country poetry of to-day. The
author of these poems is Mr. John Mackenzie,
Dionside, Tongue, who, I am pleased to say,
gained the first prize for senior Gaelic reading
at Tongue. The first piece, * Bheir sinn Strath-
Namhuir Oirnn” (We will back to Strathnaver),
gives expression to the unquenchable aspiration
of the Mackays to see “bonnie Strathnaver”
peopled again. The cry back was never so loud,
and the hope of realisation never so strong, as it
is at the present moment, when the last of the
Sellars has just cleared out of the Strath, and
the extensive sheep farm of Syre lies unlet in
the hands of the Duke of Sutherland. We hope
the Duke will rise to the occasion, and, by
re-peopling the Strath, raise a lasting monument
to his own undoubted large-heartedness and go
down to posterity as ‘‘the best Duke we have
had yet.” The second piece, “Marbhrann do
Sheumas Cuimineach” (Elegy to James Cum-
ming), sings the praises of the worthy Free
Church minister of Melness, who died in 1894,
lamented throughout the Reay OCountry.—I
am, &o,

F. C. Manse, Westerdale. A. MAacEKaY.

BHEIR SINN AM BLIADHNA STRATH-
NAMHUIR OIRNN.

Cul mo laimh ri bat is lian,

Slan le feamain agus cliabh,

Gabhaidh sinn an crann ’s a’ chliath, -

Bheir sinn am bliadhn’ Strath-Namhuir oirnn.
Eiribh ’ghillean ’s bithidh sinn trial,
Eiribh ’ghillean ’s bithidh sinn trial,
Eiribh ’ghillean s bithidh sinn trial,
Bheir sinn am bliadhna Strath-Namhuir
oirnn,

Thig ar braighdeanas gu crioch,
Gotf sheas i cor ’s ceithir fichead bliadn’,
Ma thig na tuathnaich mhoir a slos,
Bheir sinn leth-cheud bliadhn’de chladach dhaibh.
Eiribh ’ghillean, &o.

Ach nach soibhinn ait an gluas'd,
Tha eadar Farr ’s an Strathan-Shuas?
Guidheam saoghal fada buin
Air cluainibh glas Strath-Namhuir daibh !
Eiribh ’ghillean, &o.

’N Aite nan eaorach bithidh tuath,
Crodh-laoigh air araidh 'n ait’ ’n daimh ruaidh ;
Tha fearann abuich, bithidh sinn gluas'd,
Cha chaill sinn tuar chion foighidinn.
Eiribh ’ghillean, &c.
Am feadh ’s bhios iarmad Clana Mhic-Aoidh
Toirt sgriob gach bliadhna thun ar tire,
Bithidh duil againn ri cbir le tiom,
Air strathan ’s glinn ar n-athraichean.
Eiribh ’ghillean, &e.

Théid sinn fo dhion na Brataich-Bain, *
Do ghabhail sealbh air tire ar gridh,
A’ phiob a’ nuallanich gu h-drd,
oirt failte gu Strath-Namhuir duinn.
Eiribh ‘ghillean, &ec.

Bithidh gach araidh, agus cluain,
Gach mag, is feannag, ’s achadh uain,
Comhdaichte fhathasd leis an t-sluagh,
D’ am bu dual am fearann ad.
Eiribh ’ghillean, &c.

MARBHRANN DO SHEUMAS CUIMINEACH.

'S ann air Di-haocine an orduigh fhuair sinn an
leon bha cruaidh,

Chithear brén a’ tachdadh an teachdair is an
t-sluaigh,

Cha b’ iogantach ged chithear gach fior-fhear
sileadh dheur,

Bha bearn bhios cruaidh ri charadh air fhagail anns
a’ Chléir.

Co riamh a chual do bhriathran nach mianaicheadh
bhi dluth

Air do chdmhradh diadhaidh bhiodh ciallach anns
gach cuis?

Ach nach mor &’ chianalas tha ’m bliadhna air an Tus,

Bho nach eil t-aodann fhialaidh togail fianuis n
ceann a’ bhuird ?

Bha cuid a bha ’cur beinn ort airson t-fhirinn bhi
cho cruaidh,

’S gur mor a fhuair thu ’sharachadh le caineadh do
luchd fuath,

Ach bu bharant duit am Biobull, ’s gach firinn th’
ann le buaidh ;

Ruith thu 'n réis gu foghainteach, is fhuair thu nis
do dhuais.

Cha mhol mi thu, cha 'n urrainn domh do chliu a
a chuir an géill,

Cha db’ fhuair mi giftean ni e, ged fhnair mi’n run
’s an spéis,

Nam faighinn buadhan nidurra bh’ aig bardaibh
bh’ ann air tus,

Db’ fhenchainnse ri oidhirp thoirt air cur an géill
do chliu.

* The Bratach Ban is the banner of Mackay.

FLORA MAODONALD.
MEMORIAL to this devoted and heroic
ﬁ Highland lady has at last been erected
in the capital of her native county and
of the Highlands. The monument itself is the
gift of a gallant clansman, the late Captain J.
M. Henderson Macdonald, 78th Highlanders, of
Kaskieben, Aberdeenshire, who bequeathed
£1000 for the purpose. The story of the brave
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and faithful girl is known to all readers of

Scottish history, and need not be recounted at

length. Amongst the heroines of the past she

occupies a distinguished and romantic place.

She has been the theme of historians, poets, and

painters, of Highland bards and Celtic story, for

a century and a half, and her fame, courage,

and devotion are known throughout the world

wherever Celt has set his foot.

After Culloden, and many days of wandering
on the West Coast, leading the life of a hunted
animal, Prince Charles made his escape to the
Long Island, hoping to find a French vessel to
take him away. But contrary winds, storms,
and hardships drove him from place to place,
till at last he gained South Uist, where Clan-
ranald met and concealed him in a hut in the
Corradale mountain for fear of detection. He
was in rags, and suffering from disease, hunger,
and exposure. Forces had landed to search for
him, while he was being hunted at the same
time by the Macdonalds of Skye, and Macleod
of Macleod. A reward of £30,000 was placed
on his head. It seemed almost impossible for
bhim to escape, when Flora Macdonald came to
his rescue. Descended from a branch of the
Olanranald family, she was on a visit at the
chief’s house at Ormaclade, in South Uist, when
asked to assist the Prince. ~She mnust already
have established a reputation for daripg and
skill in her island home, or she would not have
been selected for the hazardous enterprise. At
the time she was 24 years of age, and by her
courage, woman’s wit, and entire disregard of
consequences, she enabled the Prince, disguised
as an Irish peasant woman, to make good his
escape.

At that time her stepfather was attached to
Sir Alexander Macdonald’s clan, and in com-
mand of the Macdonald men searching for the
Prince in the island. He was one of the Prince’s
enemies, and this made Flora’s position all the
more difficult and dangerous. Notwithstanding
this, she readily entered into the scheme for the
Prince’s rescue.  She procured from her step-
father a passport for herself, & man-servant, and
a female servant, who was called Betty Burke.
The Prince acted the part of Betty Burke in
woman’s attire. Lady Clanranald dressed the

- Prince, we are told, with great mirth and
raillery, notwithstanding their distress and per-
plexity. It was a coarse, homely dress, suited
to the station of the wearer, a calico gown, with
a light coloured quilted petticoat, a mantle of
dun camelet, made after the Irish fashion, with
a hood joined to it.* Thus disguised, and after
many scares and dangers, the party reached
Kilbride, in Skye, in an open boat. They had
to run the gauntlet of the English frigates and

* Lockhart Papers, IL. 544.

ships of war which were watching the islands at
every point. It was a service of great hazard,
and more than once the boat and its precious
freight were in imminent danger. Arrived in
Skye they were in Sir Alexander Macdonald’s
country, and in greater danger than ever. Baut
Flora was again equal to the occasion, and
resolved on a bold step. She determined to
disclose the secret to Lady Macdonald, Sir
Alexander’s wife, and make a confidant of her.
It was a desperate resolve, but Flora knew her
woman, snd trusted to her compassion, and
possibly secret regard for the Prince. Lady
Margaret Macdonald was naturally much
alarmed, for her husband was away, and her
house was filled with military officers working
for the Government. In this plight she sent for
her factor, Mr Macdonald, of Kingsburgh, a
man of courage and intelligence. Flora took the
Prince to Macdonald’s house, where he made a
narrow escape, for more than once the ungainly
and awkward Irish female attracted attention
and suspicion. From Kingsburgh he was con-
veyed to Portree, where Flora and he parted,
never to meet again. The journey from Uist to
Portree occupied three days and nights.

From Portree the Prince proceeded first to
Raasa, and then to the mainland on Loch Nevis.
After further wanderings he arrived at Bade-
noch, where he joined Cluny and Lochiel,
eventually making his escape with Lochiel and
about one hundred followers on 20th September,
1746. He landed in Brittany on the 29th of
the same month.

Flora was afterwards arrested and detained
for a time in the Tower, as well as Macdonald
of Kingsburgh and others who had helped the
Prince to escape. They were pardoned and
released. Flora had become a heroine, and
after her liberation went to the house of Lady
Primrose, a determined Jacobite, where she
received persons of rank and distinction, and a
purse of £1500. She afterwards married Mac-
donald of Kingsburgh. They went to America,
but returned on account of the Civil War, and
settled and died in their native Isle of Skye.
Dr. Johnson visited them there in 1773, In his
account of the journey he says:—“We were
entertained with the usual hospitality by Mr
Macdonald and his lady, Flora Macdonald, a
name that will be mentioned in history, and if
courage and fidelity be virtues, mentioned with
honour. She is a woman of middle stature, soft
features, gentle manners, and elegant presence.”
She died in Skye on 4th March, 1790, at the
age of 68.

[NorE.—An interesting account of Flora Macdonald's
residence in America, by Mr. J. P. Maclean, illustrated
with views of her farm and house, &c., will appear
shortly. —EpIToR.]
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Stewarts, and at the beginning of the present
year a general interest in the revival of the old
clan seemed to have been aroused. It was then
that the subject of our sketch decided to under-
take the arduous duty of organising the society,
an undertaking which other clansmen did not
seem inclined to take in hand. Mr. Stewart, on
17th March, advertised in various papers, invit-
ing those who were interested in forming a Clan
Stewart Society to communicate with him. The
response was very encouraging, for in less than
a month an active committee of twenty clansmen
was formed to make arrangements, and on May
30th the Society was formally constituted at a

large gathering held in the Masonic Hall,
Glasgow, presided over by Stewart of Ardvor-
lich. Office-bearers were elected, that most
enthusiastic of Highlanders, Rev. Dr. Stewart,
of Nether-Lochaber, keing chosen as first presi-
dent. The membership already exceeds 250,
while the finances are equal to those of many of
the other clan societies of several years’ staud-
ing. The first annual gathering of the Society
takes place in St. Andrews’ Hall on 8th Decem-
ber, the genial president, ¢ Nether-Lochaber,” in
the chair, and doubtless there will be a large
attendance of Stewarts from all parts of the
kingdom-—probably the first gathering of the

THE BANNER OF THE STEWARTS.

clan since that ill-fated day for the Stewart line
when the clans were dispersed at Culloden.
And this re-union of the clansmen is not with-
out something to associate it with that last
fearless charge of the Appin men at Culloden
when they threw themselves on the bayonets of
Burrel’s regiment. Of the fifty or sixty Stewarts
who took part in the charge forty-seven were
killed or wounded. At the social gathering on
8th December, Mr. John Stuart of North Dron,
a representative of the ancient house of Ballach-

ulish, is to exhibit the historic banner of the
clan which was used at Culloden and which
was carried off the field by Donald Livingstone,
and thus saved the fate of the fourteen clan
banners taken by the Duke of Cumberland and
which were burned at Edinburgh Cross by the
hands of the common hangman. Curiously
enough Mr. Stuart is also the possessor of the
colours of Burrel’s Regiment, which oppesed the
Appin men at Culloden, and these he intends
exhibiting along with the Stewart flag—aré
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markable instance, certainly, of “extremes meet-
ing in a pleasant way.”

In the issues of the Celtic Monthly for Febru-
ary, March, and April, 1896, Mr. Dnncan
Livingstone, Ohio, U.8.A., contributed a series
of intensely interesting articles on the “Stewarts
of Appin at Culloden,” in which he gave a full
account of the history of the ancient banner, as
well as extracts from all available sources of the
part played by the Stewarts on that fatal day.
The following quotation from the concluding
chapter regarding the saving of the bratach will
doubtless interest our many readers of the royal
clan:—

¢ It would be inferred from the language used by
both Logan and M‘'Ian, in their accounts of the
incident, that a8 soon as Dugald Stewart, the stan-
dard-bearer, was shot down, Livingstone took up the
flag and tore it from the staff ; but such was not the
case. Dugald Stewart was killed in the charge;
after the Highlanders failed to break the second line,
and the retreat began, some member of the clan took
up the flag. The fire of the enemy was then directed
against the colour bearer, and one after another was
shot down, almost as fast as the colours would be
taken up, until in all, seventeen wers killed under it.
Donald Livingstone then turned back, under fire, to
where it lay, and snatching it up, carried it safely
from the ficld. Though under full fire of the enemy
during this time he escaped without a scratch. The
bauner itsclf indicates that it was cut, not torn, from
the staff. The writer never heard the persons above
referred to say anything about the banner being cut
or torn from the staff. The impression conveyed to
him by Mrs. Boyd, Mrs. Burke, and the others most
familiar with the story, is that the flag was camber-
some, heavy and difficult to carry, and on that account
incommoded the retreat of the bearer, and caused
him to lag behind, thus exposing him to the fire of
the enemy. It is probable that when Donald saw
this, in order to facilitate his retreat, he cut it from
the staff. When a council of war was held by the
Prince and Chiefs, after the Battle of Culloden, and
Charles came to tha conclusion that he would no
longer prosecute the war, but disband the army, the
men of Appin then disbanded, and after the Highland
fashion, started home separately, each man to shift
for himself. Donald took the banner, and on his
journey home to Appin came sudden,ly upon an
English soldier, an officer, who was fishing in one of
the numerous streams with which the country
abounded. Supposing that he had fallen into an
ambuscade, he started to run, when the officer called
on him to halt, and at the same time, struck at him
with the fishing-pole and line. The hook passed
entirely through Donald’s nose; he drew his dirk,
cut the line, and when he and the officer parted,
tradition says there was one less soldier in the army
of King George. Donald was unable to get the hook
out of his nose until he reached Appin, where it was
cut out.

The flag was by him taken home to Appin, and it
is supposed that Ardsheal, before be escaped to
France, left it for safe keeping with Alexander
Stewart of Ballachulish, in whose family it has ever
since remained.”

ALLAN’'S QUEST.

'HEN the wind blows cold, and the last
W brown leaf has fallen on the sodden
‘ ground, dreary indeed is the Sreang of
Lorn. The white mists drift across that lonely
tract of moorland like shrouded spirits that
cannot rest, and embrace every hill and crag
in their wet caress, as they glide on their noise-
less way.

It was at this dreary time of year that Rob
MacCallum’s wife died, and his mother came
over from Achnacarron to keep his house and
look after his motherless bairn. It was some
time after the funeral that she came, for Rob’s
wife bad her own folk with her at the end, and
what more was wanted? Besides old Mairi had
never any liking for the woman whom Rob had
brought to his fireside. She had always grudged
her her share of Rob’s heart, for such is the way
of some women.

The wind was driving a cold rain before it the
day Mairi came. The leafless trees in Dalavich
woods were black and glistening, and up on the
moor little streams ran amongst the roots of
the brown heather. The water dripped off the
thatohed roof of Rob’s house, and lay in pools
before the door. Within the house everything
showed the want of a woman’s hand. It was
cold and comfortless. The fire had burned down,
and the hearth was thick with peat ashes.

Outside in the rain a lonely bairn crouched
at the side of the peat stack. His wet, tangled
hair fell over his eyes, and the folds of his rough
kilt lay damp and heavy on his little brown
knees. From the friendly shelter of the stack
he had watched Mairi and Rob go into the house,
and the sight of the stern-looking old woman
had filled him with fear. So this was the woman
who was to fill his mother’s place. His mother!
A great lump rose in the little throat, but it was
bravely swallowed, and the burning tears were
brushed away with a rough, little sleeve. Then
wet and cold were for the time forgotten as he
thought of the nights when he used to sit at his
mother's feet before the blazing logs, and listened
to the wonderful stories of the wee folk who
danced on the Fairy Knowe in the moonlight,
and stories of angels with great white wings,
who stood round the throne of God up in the
blue sky. That was where good folk went when
they died. His mother would be there. If
she had only taken him with her. * Mother,
mother,” he whispered ; and the tears so bravely
kept back, now ran unheeded down his cheeks,
and great choking sobs shook the little figure,
a8 he leant against the cold peats. His childish
heart was so empty; oh, so empty, as he sat
there in the fast falling darkness, yearning to
creep into the warm, loving arms that were now
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80 cold and stif. By and by he saw the cruisie
lit in the house.

¢ Allan,” called Rob from the open door;
“ Allan, where are ye? Yer granny wants tae
see ye, and its wet ye must be out there. Come
m)’

The boy rose and rubbed away the tears with
two dirty little fists. “I wonder if father will
be frightened for her too,” he thought, as he went
slowly towards the house.

The days passed quickly, and Mairi was quite
settled in the little house on the moor. The
kitchen was tidied now, and the old, blue
patterned bowls were brought out from odd
corners and placed in a row on the shelf. The
hearth was kept clean, and everything was com-
fortable and home-like.

¢ Mother,” said Rob one day, “ what ails that
bairn? He seems tae have lost his spirit, and
it wasno’t little he bad of it either. Maybe he’s
frettin’ owre his mother.”

¢ It’s no that,” answered Mairi, ‘ he'll no even
speak aboot his mother. He’s forgotten her long
ere this. Bairng’ griefs are easy cured. But
T'll tell you this, Rob ; that bairn has been far
owre much made of, and the sooner that dourness
is taken out of him the better, baith for him and
ither folk.”

Poor, wee lonely Allan! Mairi meant to be
kind to him in her own way, but could not
understand his gentle, sensitive nature ; and
when she frightened him into silence with her
rough speech and ways, it was put down for
“dourness.” Rob thought she was maybe right;
so little did he, too, understand the ways of
bairns,

The days grew shorter, and the wandering
mists gave way to frosts, which made the sur-
rounding hills stand out sharply against the sky.

Allan was sitting on the Fairy Knowe whitt-
ling at a stick with an old sgian dubh of his
father’s. Then he got tired of this uninteresting
occupation, and threw the stick away. He looked
round at everything sparkling with hoar frost,
and thought how pretty it was. This was the
place tho wee folk came and danced. How he
would like to see them, and listen to their fairy
piping ; and then he could ask them —. A
sudden thought struck him, and sent the warm
blood tingling through his veins. His breath
came quicker, and new life seemed to have come
to the child. He rose from the stone on which
he had been sitting ; but as he did so, he caught
sight of some one toiling slowly up the road
from Dalavich. Allan watched the figure for
a minute or two, then he set off down the hill
as quickly as he could.

Allan had recognised the figure of Ian dubb,
a wandering body, who went from place to place
doing odd jobs, and getting in return a share of

the brochan that was going and a night’s lodging.
Folk said he was daft, but perhaps he knew
more than they gave him credit for. He was
a curious, old figure, His faded tartan trews
were fringed round his bare ankles, and his
roughly-made brogues were patched in many
places; but it was his coat which caught the
eye of the stranger. It had once been green,
but time and weather had mellowed it into a
soft, bronze colour. However, neither time nor
weather could dim the glittering buttons, which
were Ian’s pride. They were of different
patterns, but that did not matter. They were
a collection of years; and the old man. was
never happier than when he was gently rubb-
ing them and making them shine in the sunlight.

Jan caught sight of Allan coming down the
hill, and sat down on a moss-covered stone to
wait for him, for the bairn had always been a
favourite of his.

*“Take care bairn,” called Ian, as the boy
tore down the hillside. “Ye'll break ye’re neck,
and that'll no be sae easy mended.”

Allan did not pause for a second till he reached
the road where the old man was, and had clam-
bered up on the rock beside him.

“ Are ye comin’ up tae the house,” the boy
asked breathlessly.

“ No, Allan; no the day. I'm going owre tae
Calum Campbell's at the back o’ the hill.”

This did not require an answer; and Allan
leant his rough head against Ian’s arm, and
looked up to the sky.

A minute or two passed, then Ian asked—
“ What were ye doin’ up the hill there ?”

“I was thinkin’”

“ Thinkin’” said Ian, glancing at the child’s
serious face. “And what were ye thinkin’
aboot 1”

Allan sat up, and said eagerly—Ian, did
ye ever see au angel 1”

The old man turned and stared at the child
as he answered—‘¢No, Allan ; what makes ye
ask 1”

“ Because ye ken aboot the wee folk, and I
thought ye would ken aboot angels too.”

There was a pause, and Allan asked again—
“ Do ye think they'll come tae the Fairy Knowe .
whiles 1"

“I wadna wonder,” said Ian, polishing one
of bis buttons with the sleeve of his coat ; “but
wha’s been telling ye aboot them, bairn?”

“ Mother,” answered the boy softly. Ye
ken, Ian, when folk die, they turn into angels
and fty aboot wi’ big, white wings; and, Ian,”
he went on eagerly, ““if I was to go up the Fairy
Knowe some night, maybe I would see them,
and maybe mother would be there; and surely
she would take me back wi’ her, away up tae
the blue sky. What dae ye think, Tan$”
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The child gazed at the man’s wizened, old face
and waited anxiously for a reply.

“] dinna ken, Allan; buv 1 think ye would
be better in your bed, instead of trailin’ aboot
lookin’ for angels ; and what would yer granny
say if she caught ye oot at that time of night?
Na, na, bairn ; keep cosy in the house, and let
them alane.”

Allan was sorely disappointed. When he
bad seen Ian coming up the road, hope had
risen high in his breast, and he was sure he
would get all the information he wanted, because
the old man had always endless tales of the
doings of the fairies ; and Allan was sure angels
must be closely connected with them. They
would know them anyway.

At last Ian rose to go. “It's time I was
gettin’ on my way,” he said, “and dinna you
bother ye're head aboot angels, Allan. It’s
owre cauld for them tae come oot in this frosty
weather.”

Allan watched the old man till he was out of
sight, then slid down from the stone.

“ Maybe Ian’s wrong,” he thought, ‘“anyway
I’ll go and see;” and having made up his mind
on this point, he turned and went up to the
little house on the hill.

The moon was hidden by heavy, snow-laden
clouds, and Loch Avich lay cold and black in
the hollow. Snow was beginning to fall, and
had already covered the hard ground. It was
surely not a night for anyone to be out; yet,
when mid-night drew near, a little figure came
stealthily out of the cottage on the hill, and
closed the door gently behind him. After listen-
ing for a minute, he put on the brogues he had
carried out in his hand, and ran rapidly towards
the Fairy Knowe. The piercing wind blew
round him with its icy breath, driving the fine,
powdery snow into every fold of his clothes,
and into the thick, tangled curls of his hair;
but on he went, slipping occassionally as the
snow clung in lumps to the soles of his brogues,
but never pausing to rest till he reached the
top of the hill. “They’re no here yet,” he said
to himself as he looked round ; “but it's maybe
owre soon.” He brushed the snow from his

- favourite stone, and sat down to wait—a lonely,

little creature in that great, white world of
snow. The time passed, but he could see
nothing but darkness and the white snow falling
steadily ; and he was 80 cold. Perhaps Ian was
right after all. Tt would be too cold for angels
to be out, but he would wait for a little while
yet. He was afraid to move lest he should
frighten them away, so still he sat waiting—
waiting. He did not feel so cold now, but he
was so very sleepy. If he lay down and slept
for a little, he surely would not miss them;
because, if his mother was there, she would

know him, and would not go away without him.
Presently he slipt off the stone, and lay down
in the snow. How soft it was!” “I know
mother will come,” he thought dreamily ; then
with a smile on his lips his dark eyes closed,
and Allan fell asleep.

When morning dawned the white, glistening
snow lay thick everywhere. On the Fairy
Knowe it covered a little figure peacefully sleep-
ing ; forin the night God in His great goodness
had taken to Himself the lonely bairn, who had
gone in such childlike faith to wait for the

"angels on the Fairy Knowe.

ANNA Nic DEAIBHIDH.

GLENOOE, ARGYLL.
13t FEBRUARY, 1692

LOODY hearths and blackened roof-trees,
Clansmen scattered in the blast,
Dastard deed of blackest treason,
Dutchman, thou shalt pay at last !

-

GLENOOE, NATAL.
20t OcroBER, 1899.

;P the shot-swept height they hurried,
Bristling line that wavered not,
And the Gael of nt Erin
Hath avenged his brother Scot.
London. Eric Mackay.

Tae CLAN CAMERON GATHERING takes place in
the Waterloo Rooms, on 21st December, Lochiel in
the Chair. A very attractive programme has been
arranged and a large attendance is expected. Mr.
Cameron Swan is presenting each life-member of
the clan with an artistic membership certificate
designed by the eminent etcher, Mr. D. Y. Cameron.

Tuae Lewis AND HarRIs CONCERT was, as usual,
a great success. The hall was crowded, and the
chairman was supported by a large number of the
most prominent Gaels of the city. The excellence
of the musical talent was specially noticed.
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ANTIQUARIAN NOTES ON THE
MAOKAY OOUNTRY.

TaE Parisu or REeay.

TOLEMY,
@ the Greek
2N geographer,

who flourished

about a.Dp. 120,

gives, in his map

of Scotland, the

earliest authentic

y information as to

the geographical

divisions of the

North. Heshows

that what is now

known as Suther-

land and Caithness

was divided then

into four parts, or

rather that four

different tribes

occupied that

country. The

“ Caerini ¥  poss-

essed what is now

called Assynt; the

“ Lugi and Mertac” possessed what is now called
South Sutherland; while the “Curnavi” occupied
what is now called Caithness and the Mackay
country. The whole tract, from John o’ Groat’s
to Cape Wrath, embracing the County of Caith-
ness and the Sutherland parishes of Farr, Tougue,
Durness, and Eddrachillis, appears to have been
then one geographical unit inhabited by the
“ Curnavi.” Some centuries later the Pictish
chronicle states that Pictish Scotland was divided
into seven provinces, under the seven sons of
the Pictish King Cruidne, and that the ruler of
one of the provinces was ¢ Cait,” who gave his
name to his own territory. It is generally
acknowledged that this province consisted of
Sutherland (or, as it is called in Gaelic, Catobh)
and Caithness. This at least is certain, that for
some centuries before the Norse occupation,
which began in the ninth century, Sutherland
and Caithness was one geographical unit, under
the name of Caithnessia. Even after the Norse
occupation that fact was acknowledged by the
Romish Church forming the whole district into
one bishopric, and is still acknowledged ecclesi-
astically by the one Presbyterian Synod of
Sutherland and Caithness, The Norsemen,
during their rule in the North, which lasted
about 300 years, knew Caithness and the Mackay
country as Katanes, and South Sutherland as
Sudrland, or South Land, when they had to
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distinguisb different parts of the same country.
It is interesting to notice that, as the whole
district from Cape Wrath to John o’ Groat’s is
marked by Ptolemy ¢ Curnavi,” so the Norse
men 1000 years after describe the same district
a8 being in the possession of one people, the
Katanes. About the 13th century, or when the
Clan system began to be historically developed,
the name Caithness became restricted to its
present limits — South-Sutherland was called
“Sudrland,” and the Mackay country was known
as “ Strathnaver,” or “Strathnaverne.” It was
only about the year 1630 that the district of
Strathnaver, comprising the following parishes:
part of Reay, Farr, Tongue, Durness, and Eddra-
chillis, was declared by the Crown to be a part
of Sutherland, and under the jurisdiction of a
free Sheriff. The old district of Strathnaver is
still always known in the vernacular as ¢ Duth-
aich Mhic-Aoidh” (land of Mackay), although
English - speaking people now call it *Lord
Reay’s Country,” or simply “ The Reay Country.”

TrE Lorps oF REAY.

It may be of some interest to consider how it
came about that the Chief of the Mackays, the
owner of the ancient Strathnaver, took his title
from Reay, and thus gave rise to the name
“Reay Country, although a part only of the
Parish of Reay was then within the bounds of
Stratbnaver proper, and none to-day owing to
the recent division of parishes. The natural
and obvious title for Donald, First Lord Resy,
was Lord Strathnaver. Such a title would be
in keeping with the designation of his ancestors,
who for centuries were called “Mackay of Strath-
naver.” But this could not be, as the title was
already taken. Earl Alexander of Sutherland,
in the year 1583, through Court influence, got
himself proclaimed Lord Strathnaver, although
he had not then a foot of land within that
territory. The Gordon Earls of Sutherland,
backed up by the Gordons of Huntly, were for
years straining every nerve to oust Mackay, and,
unfortunately, they were only too successful at
last. When in 1628 the king raised Sir Donald
Mackay of Strathnaver to the dignity of Baro,
he gave him by charter “ The whole of the lands
of Sandsyde, Rea, with the milns of the same;
Davochow, Borlum, Milton, with the miln and
milnlands, multurers, and sequels of the same;
Isauld, Acharasker, Achamurlane, and Shurarie,
&ec.,” all in the Caitbuess part of the Parish of
Reay. Four years before, or in the year 1624,
Sir Donald bought “the lands of Spittal, Mybster,
&c.,” in the Parish of Halkirk, Caithness, from
his relative Lord Forbes, and had, besides, the
Castle of Dirlot and appertaining lands in the
same parish, which came into his family some
centuries previously. It was this Caithness

" :.——.-— — ———
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connection, and the grant from the king of so
much land in Reay, that led to Sir Donald being
styled Lord Reay. The reader may well ask
how it happens that the Lords of Reay, who
once had such extensive territories in Sutherland
and Cnithness, are now landless in the North?
The answer is the usual time-worn one—simply
extravagance. Lord Donald incurred great ex-
penses in raising 5000 men to help the Protes-
tant King of Sweden, Gustavus Adolphus; and
besides this, engaged in many ruinous lawsuits,
which compelled him to sell much of his land.
What Lord Donald began others continued,
until, bit by bit, the whole Mackay country
passed into the hands of strangers. However,
although the land was sold the people are still
there, and refuse to call it by any other name
than “Duthaich Mhic-Aoidh.” As the future
is in God’s hands, they may yet have a better
reason to call it by that name.

BATTLE OF SANDSIDE OHASE.

Sandside, in the neighbourhood of Reay
village, was the scene of a very fierce conflict,
called “Ruaig Shandsaid” (Chase of S8andside),
between the Mackays aud the Caithnessmen,
in the year 1437. The occasion of the fight
was probably this:—In the year 1426 Angus
Du Mackay, with a great following, engaged
the Caithnessmen at Harpsdale Hill, and caused
terrible slaughter. The Caithness nobles, sup-
ported by the Earl of Sutherland, complained to
the King, who commanded Angus to appear at
Inverness, and there made him deliver up his
son, Neil, as an hostage to peace. Poor Neil
was left a prisoner on the Bass Rock for ten
long years. When, in 1437, he made his escape,
it may be imagined his feelings towards the
Caithnessmen were not very charitable. His
clansmen appear to have been of the same mind,
and rallying round his banner to a man, cried
as they gathered, ¢ Dioladh, Dioladh” (vengeance,
vengeance). They poured into Caithness by way
of Reay, and there divided into two columns—
one column marching by the sea as far as
Forss, the other skirting the base of the hills as
far as Harpsdale, and both plundering as they
go. The party who went by the foot of the
hills encountered no resistance, but those who
marched along the seaboard met the Caithness-
men at Forss, and had to fall back fighting before
superior numbers. By the time they retired to
Sandside they were joined by their hill comrades,
and then the real battle began. They managed
to corner the Caithnessmen between them and
the sea, and to inflict a most merciless mauling,
driving the survivors in confusion as far as
Doun-Reay Oastle. Around the ancient burial-
place of Onoc Stanger, between Sandside and

the seashore, where the fight was fiercest, the
bleached bones of the slain are still to be seen
after a storm has blown the sand loose.

ALASTAIR BALLocH’S REVENGE.

It is to be hoped, in all conscience, that Neil
Bhass Mackay, as he was wont to be called,
planned no further revenge for his ten years'
imprisonment on the Bass Rock, and that he
was content henceforward to bury that hatchet.
It was not so, however, with one of his followers,
if tradition be trustworthy. Often have I been
told this wild tale concerning *Ruaig Shand-
said” which I am now to relate. Alastair Balloch
(Alexander the Speckled) of Skail, Strathnaver,
a man of enormous strength and stature, towards
the close of the fight, chanced to encounter a
small, lithe Caithnessman of the name of Gunn,
who was bravely fighting and falling back.
After a few smart passes, Gunn, with deft swords-
manship, managed to hamstring big Sandy, and
left him lying helplessly wounded. S8andy’s rage
and disgust at such an ignominious guietus knew
no bounds. After carrying everything before
him during four hours’ close band to hand fight-
ing, and bringing down man after man, now to
be gravelled by an insignificant little fellow, was
a sorer wound to Sandy’s pride than the sword-
cut on his leg. As his companions bore him
home to Skail he vowed, by all the saints in
the calendar, that he must needs have his change
out of the little Oaithnessman before he could die
happy. By time the wound healed, and Alastair
Balloch set out limping towards the borders of
Caithness, where he prowled for many a long
day on the look out for the little Caithnessman.
But he was doomed to disappointment—he never
met Gunn. Rage now gave place to grief, or
rather rage and grief so preyed upon his mind
that he sickened, took to his bed, and nursed
his trusty battle-axe between him and the wall
His soul loathed food ; he even ceased to take
any notice of visitors ; his only apparent interest
was in handling and feeling his old battle-axe.
His friends, seeing the end was near, sent for
the priest to prepare the dying man to meet his
Maker. The priest came, and told Alastair that
if he would be pardoned by God, he must himself
forgive any against whom he may have a grudge!

“Surely you don’t expect me to forgive every-
body,” sail Alastair. ‘

“Oh yes; everybody,” replied the ‘priest.

“Well I can’t, and won’t, forgive that little
Qaithnessman. Would to God I had met him!”

“Well, well,” replied the priest, *you ‘will
probably meet him yet, if he be a wild savage
like yourself.” i .

““ Where!” cried Alastair,springingtohis elbow,
and grasping his battle-axe, while the old fire
blazed forth once more in his eyes,
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“In Hell,” said the priest.

“8o be it. I swear it was never hell till I
catch him there,” roared the infuriated man, and
with a fiendish shout, fell back lifeless upon the
bed.
If this be a true picture of these days—and
I give it as I got it—what is commonly called
““the good old times"” were savagely wild and
godless. Let us be thankful for a growing
improvement in men and manners with the
rolling years,

MONUMENTAL STONES OF REAY.

There are quite & number of interesting monu-
mental stones in the old churchyard of Reay,
and one very old tombstone with curious Pagan
devices is preserved in Sandside House. 1t
stood, once on a time, in the ancient and long-
disused burialplace of Onoc Stanger, whence it
was thoughtlessly carted away and laid across
a mill-lade, where it got cracked. When Miss
Pilkington of Sandside came to know of this
she rescued it, put it into a kind of frame, and
gave it an hospitable resting-place in the House
of Sandside. Another very interesting stone,
locally known as “ the Bighouse Stone,” bearing
the Christian device of the cross, is to be seen
in the Reay churchyard. I am able to give a
very fine drawing of this stone from the clever
pencil of Miss Morag Cameron, Free Church
Manse, Shebster. It stood once within the aisle
of the Mackays of Bighouse, but long after the
old church became discarded, the beadle, Alex-
ander Campbell, removed it thence and placed
it over his own lair, where it lies to this day.
This happened about the beginning of the present
centary. The carving must have been executed
centuries ago, although at its top it bears in rude
lettering, I am told, the inscription, * Robert
Mackay, 1777.” It seems to me that ‘‘ Robert
Mackay ” adopted and cut his name on a tomb-
stone belonging to some otber person, and that
eventually Alexander Campbell bagged it for
himself. Nor is this all. Some years ago the

late Mr. Crawford, factor, Tongue, attempted .

to remove it to Dunrobin Museum, but was
prevented by the Reay people. I camec across
another tombstone in Reay with the Mackay
coat of arms beautifully and distinctly engraved
on it, but bearing this legend running round its
edge, “Here lies the dust of John Simson,
weaver, Reay, &c.” Simson the weaver “lifted”
this Mackay stone about the close of last century,
and though he erased the original inscription,
left the Mackay shield intact—he was loth,
apparently, to sacrifice this embellishment. I
found the same trick played on a stone in
Tongue churchyard bearing the arms of Forbes.
There are various ways of breaking the eighth
commandment, but the pilfering of tombstones

is, to say the least, very original. Within the
Bighouse aisle, on a stone built into the wall,
are two shields side by side—the one beaiing
the arms of Mackay, the other those of Sinclair,
while underneath is the following inscription—

“This yle belongs to Angus Mackay of Big-

house.” Although the date is undecipherable,
the'stone is undoubtedly that of Angus Mackay,
the second of that name, of Bighhouse, whose
wife was a Sinclair of the Brims family. The
Sheriff Court rccords tell us that in the year
1668 he and his father William, who was then
alive, agreed to deliver to Jobn Burn, merchant,
Thurso, all the salmon caught in the Halladale
river during the two following years. The
curious may be interested to know that the

ANCIENT CROSS IN REAY CHURCHYARD.

price agreed to was at the rate of £1 bs. 4d. per
barrel of salmon, while during this present year
Wick herring are selling at over £2 per barrel.
The stone must thus be of a later date than
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1668, Above the shields are two hearts separ-
ated by a St. Andrews crose. [ am told the
same device of two hearts and a St. Andrews
cross is to be seen on a stone in the wall of
Doun Reay Castle, at one time the property of
Donald, the First Lord Reay. Within this same
aisle stands a beautiful monument erected by the
officers and men of Lord Reay’s Highlanders to
the memory of their Lieutenant- Colonel, George
Mackay of Bighouse, who died in 1798 while

sefving with his regiment in Ireland Outside

the aisle, but not very far away, is to be seen a
stone with two shields bearing respectively the
arms of Mackay and Sinclair, and lettered as
follows :—* Here lies the body of ane honest
gentleman, William Mackay, Forsnain, who
departed this life . . . 1720.” The Sinclair
ahield, being to the right, indicates his wife, and
represents her as a Sinclair. Above the shield
is a visor, flanked by scroll work on either side.
A good many sculptured  tombstones to the
memory of the Mackay family of Forsnain are
to be seen in the old churchyard of Kirkton,
Strathalladale. But of these anon.

F. C. Manse, Westerdale. ANGUs Mackay.
(To be continued.)

Mz. Davipo Grex, EpINBURGH, has just issued
the 14th part of his ‘ Collection of Highland
Bagpipe Music,” which contains a capital selection
of Marches, Quicksteps, Reels, etc., some sixty in
all. The first tune is entitled  Rob Donn Mackay,”
a fact of which our ¢ Calder” friends should take
fn‘ticuln note! The volume is published at the
ow price of one shilling.

Scorce Oarcakes.—No firm of biscuit manu-
facturers enjoys such a world-wide celebrity, or
as large a sl of the public favour, as Mesars.
M¢Vitie & Price. Indeed, it is hardly needful for
us to recommend their goods to our readers, for we
daresay they have lon oeouﬁied a place on many
of their tables. We should like, however, to refer
chiefly to the most favourite of their products,
their oatcakes. The nourishing properties of the
good old fashioned Scotch oatcakes have now been
universally recognised. Messrs. M‘Vitie & Price
did much to encourage the use of this healthy food,
by placing on the market their celebrated oatoakes,
which are prepared in such an appetini:if fashion
that they are now favourably known in all parts of
the kingdom. If there are any of our readers who
have not given them a trial, we would just say that
the sooner they do so the better. Of course, as
biscuit manufacturers this firm has no superior.
‘We have sampled many of their products, such as
their shortbread specialities, oatmeal-wafers and as-
sorted varieties,and we heartilyrecommend them. For
a Ohristmas present we could not recommend
anything .more appropriate than a box of Messrs.
M¢Vitie & Price’s Scotch specialities. They are
neatly packed in very attractive boxes, suitable for
postage.

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR.

“MUILEANN DUBH.”
CROBSMICHAEL, 8th November, 1899,

. 8m,—I think your oorreatﬁondent, Mr. Mackay,

is wrong with reference to the origin of the good

old tune ‘‘ Muileann Dubh ;” as far as I remember

of hearing the tune, upwards of fifty years ago, I

was always under the impression that ‘‘ Muileann

Dubh ” was composed by some one to his snuff mill,

as snuff was much used in the Highlands at one

time, but by whom or where composed I am unable

to say ; but one thing I never heard of its havin,

connection with “MacCailein Mor,” or any mi

near Speyside, and the words, as far as I remember,

are as follows :—

Tha Muileann dubh air thuraman, air thuraman,
air thuraman,

Tha Muileann dubh air thuraman, a togar dol a
dhamhsa.

Shaoil mi gu’n robh snaoisean, 's 8’ Mhuileann dubh,
’s 8’ Mhuileann dubh,

Shaocil mi gu’n robh snaocisean ’s a’ Mhuileann ’s
gu'n deann ann

Tha Muileann air thuraman air thuraman, air
thuraman, a togar dol a dhamhsa.

D. MacKINNON.

Surname—*¢ M*‘Clure,” ‘¢ Maclure,” ‘‘M‘Lure;”
also rendered ** MacCluer ” and *“ Clewer.”

Dear 818,—Can any of your Celtic readers en-
lighten me as to the origin of these names, and the
cause of their various spellings, or tell me if they are
all different renderings of the one parent stock, and
where that first parent stock first emanated from—
its position and history.

ere aru three creste—an eagle’s head erased,
a domed tower, and an arm in armour holding a
falcon’s lave. I will be glad for any information.
There is also a large Irish branch of this family,
which spells its name as M*Clure.—Yours truly,
SPECTEMUR AGENDO.

Mr. FORBES ROBERTSON.

““Amongstusome . . . . . .
His seat upon the intellectual throne.”
THERS make haste on others. Thou art free—
Breathing the atmosphere of God’s own school,
Loving the highest, thou art no man’s tool,
Nor of his heat, nor of his rivalry.
Whether the drifting of thy mantle be
Dusted with jewel of the purple rhyme,
Or, mooded with this sadder-hearted time,
It broods a woe of poor mortality,
Alike remote from roar and underling,
From noise and bluster of the Where? and How ?
Alike the simple sorrow of a king,
The lone humility of tha great brow,
That noble silence where the lesser sing,
Alike the difference, alike ’tis thou.
JEaN MACPHERSON,
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ANNUAL SUBSORIPTIONS.

Norice To SuscriBrrs.—The Annual Subscriptions
are now overdue. Subscribers who desire to renew
Jor another year are requested to send their contri-
butions (4]- post free), to the Editor, John Mackay,
1 Blythswood Drive, Glasgow, at their earliest
convenience. If readers would kindly give this matter
their immediate attention, it would obviate the trouble
of sending notices each month to those in arrears, and
considerably lessen onr labours.

OUR NEXT ISSUE.

Our NEXT 135Uk will take the form of a ‘ Grand
New Year Number.” Portraits, with biographical
sketches, will be given of Mayor Alexander Cameron,
and Mrs. Cameron, of Stockton-on-Tees ; and the Rev.
Hugh Macmillan, D.D., ex-Moderator of the Free
Church Assembly. The contents will be of the most
iuteresti;g and varied character, and will be profusely
illustrated.

VorLume VIIL can now be had, tastefully bound
6s. 6d., post free, from John Mackay, 1 Blythswood
Drive, Glasgow.

FaMiLY PaPERS OF LOCHIEL AND GLENGARRY.—
The Badenoch and Lochaber papers by Dr. Fraser
MacKintosh are discontinued for the present. In
their '})lace certain interesting details connected with
boundary disputes, seventy years ago, between Loch-
iel and Gleogarry will be given, commencing with
our January number.

These details refer to the destruction of the family
mrs of both chiefs ; the ownership of the isle in

Quoich ; the evidence of witnesses and others
taken before the Battle of Culloden; the names of
the tenants and of the sheilings 150 years ago of
g;oclzlArkaig, Glendessary, GlenPean, iiun Quoich,

c., &c.

GaxLIo SociETY OF LoNpoN.—The members of
this vigorous society turned out in large numbers
on 13th November, to hear a lecture from the Rev.
Adam Gunn, M.A., Durn on “Unpublished
Poetry of the Reay Country.”  'We had the honour
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of being present, and it was a sincere pleasure to
meet there many of the leaders of the Highland
movement, old friends whouse caligraphy is oftemer
seen than their fuces. The Rev. Alexander Mac-

Rae, author of the History of the Mac Raes, occupied

the chair, and was au&ported by Archdeacon
Sinclair, of St. Paul’'s, Dr. Farquhar Matheson,
William Grant, Ewen Cattanach, d C. Fraser,
Eric Mackay, John Mackerchar, Donald Mac-
gillivray (the energetic secretary), George Mackay,
Live ], A. W. Martin, William C. Mackenzie,
Tan enzie, R. Macleod, D. M. Mackay, W. C.
Galbraith, and others. It was with much regret we
learned that the gifted chief of the society, Mr.
John Mackay, of Hereford, was absent; he was
confined to bed, seriously ill, but we learm that he
is now much better. Mr. Gunn's lecture was
listened to with the greatest delight. It treated of
some unpublished songs of Rob Donn Mackay and
his descendants, and other bards and bardesses of
Durness. The remarks from the members were
very eulogistic, Dr. Gillies remarking that he looked
upon Mr. Gunn as having contributed the most
valuable material to Gaelic literature of recent
years. As the paper is to appear in our next and
succeeding issues, we need not comment upon it
here. On Sabbath, 12th November, the Rev. Mr.
Gunn preached a Gaelic serinon to a large congre-
gation in the SBcottish Church, Crown Court.

WoMEN AND THE LEARNED 8ocieries. — The
movement which has been so abli initiated by
Mrs. Farquharson of Haughton, “ That duly-quali-
fied women should have the advantages of full
fellowship in scientific and other learned societies
—e g., the Royal, Linnean and Royal Microscopical,”
promises to meet with early success. It has the
support not only of the most gifted women of the
kingdom, but the hearty approval of the leading
scientists and literary men as well. It is difficult
to understand why a lady whose scientific attain-
ments are equal to those of a “ master of creation”
should be rendered ineligible for nomination to the
F.R.S. or the F.L.8,, partiouhrl{ when her qualifi-
catious are probably not only fully equal but surpass
those to whom fellowship is conceded. The Duchess
of Sutherland and other distinguished Scotch ladies
are taking an active interest in the matter. It is
intended to print in the Court Circular a list of the
names of those in symﬁ;thy with the object, and
Mrs. Farquharson of Haughton, Meigle, will be

lad to hear from any of our readers interested in

er movement.

TaE LONDON INVERNRSS A8S0CIATION held their
annual Meeting on 20th November, when The
Chisholm was re-elected chief of the Association,
and Mackintosh of Mackintosh, president. It was
reported that £360 had been subscribed towards the
bursary fund, and a further £195 had been promised.
The Invernessians well maintain their position as
the premier county organization in the metropolis.

On 19th August last, at Scots Church, Melbourne,
Victoria, by Rev. Alexander Marshall, D.D., D. R.
MACGREUOR, J.P., of Duntulm, Hawthorn, to Evriza-
BETH ALEXANDRIA, widow of the late William Wal-
ton, C.E., Victorian Railways, eldest daughter of the
late Donald Macdonald, formerly of Monkstadt, Isle
of Skye, and of Jessie Catherine, daughter of the
late J, T. Macdonald of Balranald, Uist.
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THE BLOOD*RED ROSHE.

A LAMENT OF ELANDS LAAGTE—21st Ocroser, 1899.

Britain’s Empire ran,
n grew that tale of tyrant wrongs Majuba’s Hill
began.

@HERE was a cry for freedom loud through
e

Fram north to south, from east to west, ** To arms!”
the war-cry broke,

For the hearts of Britain’s people are the gallant
hearts of oak.

And he, most steadfast ®* soldier that the Gordons
ever 8aw,

No braver warrior went to war than my young
Ninety-twa.
S '+ The Gordon miotto,

But when his last short hour ha,d come, and we at
last must part,

He took wy Yorkist rose from me and hid it next
his heart.

And in his eyes there lurked a. love that left the
- laghes wet,

As low he whispered in my ear, ‘‘Slan leat, a
ghrasdh, slan leut!” +

“ And if,” he said, - from Africa thy lover comes
again,

O! he shall bring thy snow wh)t,e rose without a
coward stain.

t Good -bye, my love, good-bye.

HIGHLAND SOLDIER'S DEPARTURE.

But if the Boer’s rifle pierce his heart who loves
thee so,

Then may his blood deep dye its white his deathless
love to show !”

*O! wae's me for Prince Charlie!” well the pipes
might play that day.

For all the light went from my life when my Prince
sailed away.

. . . . N

They brought me back a tattered roee, but all its
snow had fl

A bullet'’s dart had struck its heart, its leaves were
dyed blood-red !

They told me of a donga dark where slaughtered

soldiers slept,
They spoke to me of sepulchres where only wilduess
wept,
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O! leave me with my blood-red rose to bury in my
breast,

My all that e'er will come to me from Elands
Laagte’s crest !

I hear that Muuser’s flash and roar as home its death-
ball flies,

I see my darling falling, and I meet his dyine

eyes.

No cruss  for valour ” now cau charn my love who

loved me so,

That rifle’s roar his requie—his goal that grim

Glencoe !

SAD NEWS FROM THE WAR,

N

Th;y whisper that a heroes’ charge must live whilst

time shall fly,
Aud the world wax old in telling how Gordons dare

gnd die.

He fell for brothers’ freedom, so I should not"mourn
they say ;

But my broken heart will bleed for him ¢ Till the

breaking of the day.”
Mavor Avrianw.

TALKS WITH HIGHLANDERS.
RANNOCH NOTES.

By KENNETH MATHIESON.

(Continued from page 38.)

“Clach na h-udalaich,” the travelled boulder,
now lies in lumps of grey granite on both sides
of the road on the south side of the loch and
near its eastern end. This block, 10 feet high
and weighing 125 tons, hung on the brae at the
roadside till the thaw of 1894, when it rolled

into the middle of the road and was blasted for
removal. It appears to have been moved by ice
from Ben Nevis.

“Corrie Dhonnachaidh,” or more correctly
Dubh Dhonnachaidh, the carrie of Black Duncan,
is a romantic chasm on the Alltdruidh Burn
suitable for distillations. Corrie is supposed
to referr to “cathair righ,” the king’s chair, &
place west of the river; while one authority
derives it from ¢ ceithir fichead,” the twenty-
four sheilings once in use on the west slope of
Meall Druidhe. We think that ‘carraig,” s
applied to the rocky sides of the river, is enough



THE OELTIO - MONTHLY 53

to have founded the present name. Druim na
Saighde is a wooded ridge where arrows were
cut. Dall is evidently from “dail,” an extensive
field on the loch side there. Camahouran or
camghouran, although peopled by Camerons, is
a word of which no local explanation is forth-
coming. We think the appearance of the hill
to the north is sufficient to account for the
present corruption ¢ Carngorm,” a hill covered
with rock and interspersed with green places.
Croncraig is a ridge between two hills. “Sron
nan calainag” may be for ¢ callag,” the gullimot.
“Eilean nam Faoileag,” the haunt of the sea-gulls
The Black Wood occupies some four square miles
on the south side of the loch, and although much
of the timber was felled a generation back for
commercial purposes, it still displays some grand
representatives of old Scots fir.

In the early numbers of the now defunct
Celtic Magazine may be found several interest-
ing articles by the Rev. John Sinclair, Rannoch,
in which reference is made to the ruins of six
ancient huts within the wood, where it is alleged
Andrea Ferrara conducted the manufacture of
swords for the king. In the same magazine and
by the same hand is a series of articles relating
to the Oamerons of Carnghourne on the “Slios
garbh,” the rough and south side of the loch, and
the MacGregors on the * Slios min,” the smooth
and north side. The tale is one of barbarism
declining into savagery, forin the sequel MacGire-
gor of Killichonan seizes the three young children
of widow Cameron successively by the heels and
dashes their brains out on the *‘clach nan ceann,”
still standing near the Camghorn graveyard.
It is some consolation to the civilized conscience
to be informed that Macgregor was killed by an
arrow before he regained the * Slios min.” The
once numerous MacGregors of Ardlarach there,
have dwindled to one red-headed, fiery-¢yed, yet
Christian man—the only one on the Menzies or
“Min” estate. There is a saying from of old
that when the last MacGregor is off the land,
the Menzies shall lose possession, wherefore the
laird is very kind to the penultimate member of
the firm. At a certain gate in this region the
same arguments were daily and for many years
opposed ; Sir Neil Menzies asserting that he had
‘¢ Sgriobhadh an Righ,” the king’s charter, to the
land, while MacGregor held out that he had
“ Sgriobbadh a’chlaidheimh,” the right of the
sword, but at long last the modern right pre-
-vailed. A number of ancient flat slabs of stone
abous this time stood erect in various places, and
were held to be of Druidical origin, when an
improving factor, a Campbell, without super-
stition, removed these stones from their ancient
place of sanctity, and used them as gateposts.
Old women denounced the impiety, and foretold
a bad end for him, when, sure enough, soon after

he drove over a bridge and broke his neck.

Rannoch is from “raineach” fern, which is a
prevalent ornament of the district so named,
“Creagan Mhic Dhughaill.” In the year 1310
MacDougall of Lorn invaded Rannoch with the
intention of taking possession, and encamped at
“Corrie-airidh erichtear,” where are the remains
of summer sheilings on the west side of the river
Ericht, about 3 miles from its mouth; where-
upon * Donacha Reamhar,” Duncan “the stout”
and chief of that ilk, disguised as a barper,
entered Lorn’s camp. Being asked what like
men he had seen in the other camp, he said—
‘“A poor lot, you will soon go through them.”
His armour peeping out, however, he was
attacked as a spy, and ran for it down a steep
bank, and leapt across the Ericht at a rocky
place 16 feet wide, still called “ Duncan’s leap,”
while he was shot at from a rock called ¢ Clach
nan saigheidean,” stone of the arrows. Duncan
returned with his men by the ford at the mouth
of the river, and went through them rapidly,
taking all alive prisoners. He made a table of
the dead, and putting bread and cheese upon it,
bade the Lorn men eat. They were all horror-
struck, but one man, who ate freely. ‘ Are you
MacDougall $” said Duncan. *“Iam.” “Then
you are my prisoner, the rest may go.” He put °
him in a small fortress on the island, where,
before Hallow’een, he got some apples sent from
Lismore, and by the help of the men who brought
them, got into the boat, and landed free at
“ Creagan MhicDhughaill.”

“ Dail M‘Rae ” is a flat on the loch side with-
out a tradition, and now occupied by Finnart .
Lodge. The whole question of sport is interest-
ing in this district. The tract from Rannoch to
Loch Awe, once valued at £5 for the shooting,
has now a sporting rental of £15,000. In the
loch a salmo-ferox was taken this season 7 lbs,
and another 13 lbs. Thirty years ago a stuffed
specimen, 16 lbs, was exhibited in the hotel,
Kinloch Rannoch. At the same date one boat
scaled in July and August 916 lbs. loch trout,
a8 Hugh Cameron, Kinloch, can yet testify.

“Tom Chilip” may be taken for Philip’s grave.
“Tom nam Freiceadan” may refer to the Freicea-
dan du or Black Watch, once quartered in that
region. ¢ Eilean Builn Garve” might be from
‘“ buaile,” fold for black cattle. * Tighnalion”
for “ linn,” as the Gaur forms a broad pool at
its entrance into the loch. The Barracks were
used after the ’45, “Camusericht,” the bog
where the Ericht enters Loch Rannoch. The
Ericht, a fine tumultuous river, flows some 6 .
miles out of the loch of that name, about which
there is a saying—that a fertile plain covered
with houses and inhabitants sunk all of a sud-
den, when the present loch took its place. A
shepherd’s wife, once resident thereabouts,'reports
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it as being “so lonesome that she was glad to
look at an old house across the river for com-
pany.” ‘“Cula Mhuilinn” for  cuil,” the corner
where the sawnill stands.

“Torr na ceardaich,” the hill of the smiths,
now a deserted settlement. The parish of old
had 3000, now it has but 1800, and this reduc-
tion is attributed to “‘changed conditions.” “The
more the merrier, the fewer the better fare,”
let us hope. ¢ Ardlarach,” the height of the
building. An old farmhouse marks the spot.
¢t Kilichonon,” the grave of Conon, the fivst Celtic
Earl of Dull or Appin-a-dull, Athole. *Tulla
Bheith,” the hill of birch trees. * Learan,”
perhaps from “learach,”the larchtree. ‘Anlich,”
is it “achchlach,” the field of stones? Those
stones are an ever-present problem, and we feel
constrained to sit at the feet of Prof. Geikie,
who in “The Great Ice Age ” presents us with a
picture of Greenland as at present covered with

A SCENE IN

after rain, in as'much as it presents a continuous
cagcade 1000 feet long, at an angle of 45°.
“ Creag &’ bhara,” the steep rock, has at its base
‘““Clach &’ chlagarnaich,” the stone of rumbling,
from the noise it makes when falling. “Tom
a’ chlach-ach’,” the hill in the stony field. “Drum-
achaistle,” ridge of the castle. ‘ Uuchtibart”
for “Ach’tigh’bhaird,” thefield of thel:ard’shouse.
“Creag a chomraidh,” the craig of conversation.
Lochgarry House in the older form is ¢ gorrie ”
or “goirid” short, applying to a small loch or
widening of the Tummel in front of the knoll
on which the house stands. A very noble view
of Schiehallion is seen from the north shore,
and a perfect inverted reflection of it in the
mirror loch. Macdonells of old possessed this
place, far inland and isolated from their clan, and
we conjecture that affinity with Bruce brought
them hither. In the '45 this ¢ Lochgarry ” was
a fierce Jacobite, who escaped to Paris. He
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snow and ice, and avers that Scotland had a
similar covering when the sun was in ‘“aphelion,”
and we had a place in relation to it similar to
what Greenland now hus. He quotes Professor
Ramsay in regard to the foundation of our lochs
or “rock basing;” these having been scooped
out by ponderous glaciers laden with solid
matter. We can reasonably conceive such a
glacier overspreading the Moor of Rannoch, fed
by Bens Nevis, Alder, Doran, &c., charging down
the Tummel. The “Northern Chemical Works”
are stopped ; yet for compensation we may note
that a survey was recently made of a canal to
take the waters of Ericht to Kinloch-Leven for
an aluminium work. ¢Clach ghlas” is a grey
stone by the road side. ‘ Clach a mharsainte,”
the stone of the merchant, gets its name from
the fact that a pedlar was choked there by the
falling of his pack from the top of the stone, ¢Coir
lathrain,” the sounding corrie, is a grand sight

RANNOCH.

swore he would never return to his native land,
and cursed his sons if they did. One made his
peace with Government and returned to the
house, but the nocturnal noises were so awesome
that he abandoned it in horror, ¢ Lochgarry’s
curse ” was too great for his tranquility. The
house was burnt, and the walls, to some degree
black, may be identified in the rear part of the
present extension. “Tom Struan” is a private
graveyard within the gates of Dunalastair policies.
A massive iron railing encloses a large area, and
within it a stone wall a smaller space. The
later chiefs of the Clan Donnachaidh lie there.
“8t. Malluag’s” graveyard is a little to the east,
and of much older date. Old Dun Alaistair
was a square tower of three stories. The publi-
cation of a complete guide and history of Rannoch
is required, and it is hoped that these sparse
notes, the fruit of six weeks’' research, may
stimulate an abler hand to complete the waork,

N - _— e
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A MINISTER OF THE OLDEN TIMES,
Maighstir Alasdair of Ardnamurchan.

By ‘“FioNN.”

T is to be regretted that the fame of so
ﬁ remarkable a man as Maighstir Alasdair
should have been eclipsed by that of his

poetic son, Alexander. Indeed, many might be
inclined to prefer a life sketch of the father, if
that were possible, to a detailed history of the
son, notwithstanding his high fame as a poet.
Maighstir Alasdair, as we must, in true Highland
fashion, designate the Rev. Alex. Macdonald, of
Ardnamurchan, was the son of Alex. Macdonald,
of Garry-ghoill (afterwards called Geirinish) South
Uist. Alexander, of Gerinish, was the third son
of Allan Mor I'V., of Morar, and brother of Allan
Og V., of Morar. Gerinish formed part of the
Morar property in South Uist, which was about
one third of the whole parish. The Gerinish
family sat rent free till what remained of the
Morar property in South Uist was sold to Mac-
donald, of Boisdale, in 1748. The Gerinish

family were ardent Catholics and consequently

Alexander was intended for the priesthood but
verted,and became an Episcopalian. The Gerinish
family were thrice connected with the Clanranald
family by marriage, once with Olanranald proper,
and twice with Benbecula, who ultimately suc-
ceeded to the dignity of Clanranald. Maighstir
Alasdair’s mother, and the Bard’s grandmother,
was Marion, the daughter of Macdonald of Clan-
ranald. As far as can be ascertained, Maighstir
Alasdair wus born about the year 1656, and
having attended Glasgow University he graduated
there as Master of Arts on 16th July, 1674.
Some years afterwards he was appointed Epis-
copal minister of the parish of Ardnamurchan.
He married a MacLachlan lady from Morven,
and went to live as tacksman in Dalelea in
Moidart about the end of the seventeenth century.
His position in the parish must bave been a
trying one. On the one hand he was hemmed
in for miles by the Catholics ; while on the other,
the Protestant flock to which he was appointed
was spread over the whole extent of Ardnamur-
chan, with the Parish Church at Kilchoan, nearly
thirty miles from his residence at Dalelea. With
commendable zeal and energy, Maighstir Alasdair
faced these dreary miles, Sunday after Sunday,
on foot. As one writer remarks*—‘“ It is one
of the commonest traditions discussed at the fire-
sides in Moidart as illustrative of Maighstir
Alasdair's power of endurance, that leaving
Dalelea at an early hour on Sunday morning he
would reach Kilchaon before midday, preach
and perform the rest of the service for his con-
gregation, and then travel back on foot to

* « Moidart ; or, Among the Clan Ranald,” p. 391,

Dalelea, which he generally reached before mid-
night, covering the whole distance of between
fifty and sixty miles in one day.”

After the Revolution Settlement when Epis-
copacy was disestablished and Presbyterianism
became the established form of church govern-
ment in the land, the Episcopal clergy were
required to take two oaths—one of allegiance
to the new, or Orange, dynasty, and renouncing
the Stuarts, and another adjuring any religion
except the Presbyterian.t Maighstir Alasdair,
who has been described as *“a man of candour,
ingenuity, and conscience,” refused to conform
to the change, and he was in consequence de-
posed in 1697 for non-jurancy. '

It would appear, however, that this deposition,
except in so far as the stipend was concerned,
was merely nominal; for, owing to his great
popularity, Maighstir Alasdair kept his hold of
the congregation, and, as Father Macdonald
remarks, ‘““there is no clear evidence that during
his lifetime the Presbytery of Lorn succeeded

+ The following is the oath referred to :—I, A.B., do
truly and sincerely acknowledge, profess, and declare
in my conscience before God and the world, that our
Sovereign, Lady Queen Apn is lawful and rightful
Queen of this realn and of all other Her Majesty's
dominions and countries thereunto belonging, Andy I
do solemnly and sincerely declure that I do believe in
my conscience the person pretended to be the Prince
of WVales during the life of the late King James, and
since his decease pretending to be, and taking upon
himself the style and title of King of England by the
name of James the Third, or of Scotland by the name
of James the Eighth, or the style and title of King of
Great Britain, hath not any right or title whatsoever
to the crown of this realm, or any other the dominions
thereunto belonging. And I do renouunce, refuse, and
adjure any allegiance or obedience to him. And I do
swear that I will bear faith and true allegiance to Her
Majesty Queen Anne, and her will I defend to the
utmost of my power against all traitorous conspiracies
and attempts whatsoever which shall be made against
her person, crown, and dignity, and I will do my
ntmost endeavour to discover and make known to Her
Majesty and her successors all treasons and traitorous
conspiracies which I shall know to be against her or
any of them. And I do faithfully promise to the
utmost of my power to snpport, maintain, ond defend
the succession of the crown against him, the said James,
and all other persons whatsoever, as the same is and
stands settled by an Act entitled—An Act declaring
the rights and lhiberties of the subject and scttling the
succession of the Crown to Her present Majesty and the
heirs of her body being Protestants ; and as the same by
another Act entitled—An Act for the further limitation
of the Crown and better securing the rights and liberties
of the subject, is and stands settled and entailed after
the decease of Her Majesty, and for default of issue of
Her Majesty to the Princess Sophia, electress and
Duchess of Hanover, and the heirs of her body bein
Protestants. And all these things I do plainly an
sincerely acknowledge and swear according to the plain
and common sense, and understanding of the same
words without any equivocation, mental evasion, or
secret reservation whatsoever. And I do make this
recognition and promise heartily, willinglr, and truly,
upon the true faith of a Christian. So help me God.
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in establishing another in the Parish of Ardna-
murchan.”

It is traditionally related in the parish that
the presbytery had considerable difficulty in
declaring the charge vacant, and were it not
that the presbytery contained at that time in
the person of Colin Campbell, minister at Ard-
chattan, a fearless representative of the ** Church
militant,” who volunteered the task, it is question-
able if it would have been attempted to declare
the church vacant during the lifetime of Maighstir
Alasdair. Mr. Campbell was met at the door
of Kilchoan church and angrily denied admit-
tance by Maighstir Alasdair’s friends. Dressed
in the kilt, and armed with a sword in one hand

and a cocked pistol in the other, Campbell set
his back against the wall and defied the angry
crowd in front of him. - He delivered bis
message, and got out of the parish mone the
worse of the adventure

Maighstir Alasdair is said to have been
a man of immense bodily strength—*¢ nor is it
strange,” as a writer remarks, ‘‘ that this quality
is not forgotten, even in a man who exercised
bis sacred vocation ; for it was a gift not super-
fluous in his circumstances, not one which the
habits of his Christian flock allowed to rust in
him unused.” Funerals in those days were not
always decorous scenes. His parishoners used
to bring with them a quantity of whisky, which,

GLENSHIEL.

being freely dispensed to the mourners, caused
a good deal of excitement that did not always

peaceably away. Ancient feuds were re-
called, and the memory of some injury, real or
imsaginary, done to the clan in days long gone
was renewed and resented with considerable
warmth on the part of the assembled clansmen.
When the war of words changed into actual
conflict and the voice of reason could no longer
be heard in the tumult, then the clergyman
dashed in person into the fray and settled the
dispute, on which his pastoral advice was wasted,
by the strength of his right hand—the stoutest
combatant, it is affirmed, seeing more than he

cared to face when he found he had to reach
his antagonist through the intervening prowess
of his minister. It is said that this strong
pacificator, however, laid himself open to the
charge of not dealing with perfect unpartiality
in his interference when the men of Moidart,
who were his friends and relatives, happened to
quarrel with the neighbouring men of Suainart,
who were comparatively strangers to him and
to his flock. His band was heavier on the men
of Suainart than on the men of Moidart.*

The relation between Maighstir Alasdair and

-*Mackenzie’s ** Beauties of Gaelic Poetry,” p. 100.
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his Catholic neighbours was decidedly strained.
It was not so much a question of faith and
doctrine as a question of fences and morals. It
seems that his neighbours had a habit of allowing
their cattle to stray over the minister’s pastures.
The minister remonstrated more than once, when
assurances were given ou the part of the tenants
that the evil was due to the negligence of their
herd. On a repetition of the offence Maighstir
Alasdair seized the herd and gave him a sound
flogging, and then ticd him to the trunk of a
tree near the edge of the wood, when he was
found by his employers almost dead with fright.

The truth is that the minister was not a
person to be trifled with. ¢ Of great determin-
ation and possessing great bodily strength,” says
Father Macdonald, “he, when fairly roused,
had no scruples about using the arm of the ffesh
when more legitimate arguments failed to keep
his neighbours in order.”

It is reported that on one occasion Maighstir
Alasdair met, near Lochshiel side, a native
belonging to a class of people whom he cordially
detested—rviz., persons who enter into a bargain
and fail to keep it. This specimen had purchased
a valuable cow from Maighstir Alasdair, but on
one pretext or other eluded payment until the
minister’s patience was exhausted. On meeting
him so opportunely, Maighstir Alasdair seized
him by the neck, and dragging him to the foot
of a precipice not far off, squeezed him into a
hole or crevice among the fallen rock. He was
busy covering the prisoner’s head with a heavy
slab when he was surprised by Macdonald of

Signature of MAIGHSTIR ALASDAIR
on taking his degree, 16th July,
1674. From Glasgow University
Registar.

Glenaladale, who, upon inquiring as to the
pature of the man’s offence, was told by his
reverence that it was merely a case of imprison-
ment for debt. “The punishment,” said Glen-
aladale, “is no doubt effective, but the payment
of the debt is likely to be farther off than ever.”
“Very true,” replied the minister, “but we are
reasonabld. The prisoner can always get out
at the demand of any substantial friend who
will kindly become security for what is due.”
‘Lhe laird smiled, and taking the hint, undertook
to compel payment or indemnify his reverence
for the loss. The prisoner was forthwith liber-
ated.

Owing to an outbreak of smallpox in the
district which carried off two of his daughters,
Maighstir 'Alasdair removed his family from
Dalelea to the little island of Camustrolman on
Lochshiel.

It is impossible to say with certainty what
year Maighstir Alasdair died. He died some-
where between 1720 and 1725—one thing is
certain, he was not alive in 1727, for we find
his son Alasdair, the Bard then designated as
““gecond son to the deceased Mr. Alexander Mac-
donald, Minister of Island Finnan.” He was
buried on the south side of the ruined chapel
on St. Finnans Island on Lochshiel. A very
unpretending monument marking the exact spot
where rests this famous minister of the olden
times. He left at least two sons, Angus, known
as “ donghas Beag, and Alexander, the famous
Bard—ever styled on his father as * dlasdair,
mac Mhaighstir Alasdair,” of whom more anon.

Oﬂﬁgav%h ‘ﬂ/"‘r C&OME’

THE TURN OF THE TIDE.
A HEBRIDEAN STORY.

By I. K. RitcHIE,
Author of “In Love and Honour,” “Thou
Shalt Not Covet,” &c.
—

ParT 1II.
(Continued from page 33.)

X gERY unlike Donald’s blithe mood was
C"f\ 33 that in which he began his walk of five-

X and-twenty miles to the town. llis
thread-bare clothing was little suited to shield
him from the raw morning blast that blew so

" chilly over the black moors he had to traverse;

but yet his brow was hot and fevered, and his
hand, grasping the notched stick he carried,
trembled as his old fathers might have done.

It is too early for anyons to be astir yet, still
Donald frequently starts at the sound of an
imaginary footstep, and turns apprehensively
to see if that really is not a figure hiding behind
the stunted bushes, or secreting itself in the deep
heather ; and when some little bird is startled
from its nest and sends forth a twitter of re-
monstrance at the early comer, the strong man’s
cheek pales, and he has to whistle to keep his
spirits up. At last the streaks heralding a new
day give place to a clear, bright sky, the shadows
of the grey morning are gone, and with them
somewhat of Donald’s temerity.

The fraud he meditates seems less reprehen-
sible in his present mood of dogged endurance.
The walk has made him hungry too soon, fear-
fully hungry it must be, when the quantity of
thick oaten cakes he had deemed sufficient for
the whole journey rapidly disappears in a first
refreshment, He forgets, poor fellow, that the



58

last few weeks have afforded but very scant fare,
but what he does remember is, that even his
present humble portion, in a very short time,
may run out, and to escape starvation some very
decided step must be made.

He walks quicker now, and at noon the
beautiful turrets of Stornoway Castle are in
sight, the pink, shell strewn sands of Melbost
glisten in the winter sunshine, and, completely
exhausted, Donald stretches himself in the half-
melted gnow, 80 weary that he is dazedly oblivious
that cold may be caught even in the brighest
atmosphere.

In dreams the haunting fears that have
possessed him during the last dozen weary hours
accumulate to torment him.

He thinks himself at his journey's end: he
has reached the office for enrolment in the Royal
Naval Reserve, guided to it by the group round
the door waiting turn to make application. It
seems to him that all look at him askance ; he
retreats sleepishly to the rear, not, however,
without hearing a whispered “J know him.
He's not a fisherman.” “He'll not get in,”
speaks another.

“ He'll be after telling a lie if he does,” chimes
in a third, while several turn and stare at him
with hungry, savage eyes that make his heart
sick to see.

Then that scene fades, and he is in a room
full of people. He himself stands apart from
all save two, who jealously guard bim, one on
either side. On a raised dais his own minister
sits as judge, and his sorrowful look is more than
Donald can bear as he passes sentence—*Found
guilty !”

No unheard of verdict; but did ever before
the sobs of judge and doomed mingle together %

Poor Donald’s were so ravaging that they
awoke him. It wasa moment or two before he
could realise it was & dream. He had to rub
his eyes and look around to assure himself he
was really not in that dreadful room with its
crowd of people, nor yect in the street with the
hungry-eyed throng waiting to get in. And
reassured of this, he will think of it as no idle
tale, but as a direct message from that high
heaven under whose canopy he lies.

“No, I will not be having anything to do
with it at all!” he cries, snatching the false
paper from his pocket. “ From my own land
I may have to be going ; but suffer from a prison,
suffer with a stain on my name.”

Every word as he looks at the certificate
stings him afresh. ¢Yes!” he cries bitterly,
“This is to certify that the bearer, Donald
Macivor, is a liar;” he substitutes for
“fisherman,” and then suddenly emotion over-
comes him, and he buries his burning face in
the cold frost of the moor. *“ And I bave come

=
=
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to this! I, whom everyone was holding in
respect. O, Christy, Christy, can you ever be
thinking well of me againi” he cries as the
certificate is torn and cast away.

The short winter afternoon is already half
sped as Donald enters the principal street of
Stornoway. It is with a shudder of pained
recollection of his great temptation that he
passes the groups of naval reserve men, whose
numbers might well lead a stranger to suppose
they constitute nearly the entire population.

And true at least it is that during the drill
season (October to March) they bring a great
amount of life and bustle into the little town of
which, without them, it would be entirely devaid,
not to speak of a romantic interest and admirs-
tion of all that concerns them filling the hearts
of the bonnie lasses from the Butt of Lewis in
the north, to the most southerly parish in the
Long Island.

“Why are you so persistent when you have
reen told you cannot be taken 1" was once asked
v youth who had again and again made appli-
cation for entrance into the force and alwa
refused, a8 not yet of the required standard of
height. A deep blush, but no answer, until an
encouraging word from the questioner elicited
the perfectly truthful answer,  Because my
young woman won’t look at me, sir, unless I'm
in.”

Happily for Donald, Christina was not ex-

active on this point. In her eyes, he neared, if
he did not worship perfection ; so with no regret
on that head, he could witness the prosperity of
the blue-jackets pro tem, only sorry that their
prosperity was not reflected in the circumstances
of many he remembered as once well-to-do, but
now bearing marks of the hard times, evidence
of which met the eye at every turn. The emi-
gration office was besieged. Needless for a
newcomer to attempt entrance until the crowd
lessens; and Donald turned on to the quay,
after trying a newspaper at the stationers.
Anxiously he scanned the long columns of
advertisements in the hope of securing some-
thing that might be advantageous to himself.
Alas! to no effect; in the list of situations
vacant there was not one for which he could
apply.
Still, the natural hopefulness of the young
man’s disposition, that prevents him ever seeing
things wholly dark, bears him up, and a smile,
somewhat grim though it is, parts his lips on
recollection of a remark passed by a countryman
under circumstances similar to his own.

“ Ah, well ! neffer mind, when one door shuts
another closes! His meaning, of course, being
exactly the reverse; but, unlike Donald, the
poor man's knowledge of English was almost nil,

Donald will always think it passing strange

e b ———
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that while the smile of amusement is on his lips,
he should be startled by a familiar voice close
beside him, exclaiming—

“ Donald, my dear lad, is it really you?”

“Yes, Mr. Yorke,” he answered bashfully,
touching his cap.

“ And how is the world treating you?1” goes
on his interrogator, who is none other than the
fine, jovial old Yorkshire gentleman, who for
three summers has bad a shooting box on the
island, and been the youth’s kind and indulgent
employer. “I hope you have not forgotten all
your English, my lad,” he breaks off, for Donald
strikes him as wonderfully silent; and at the
same moment another impression takes hold of
him, with the result that, with a brief word of
explanation, hurries with his protegé back to
his hotel, where his dinner is already ordered.
And on the way it is he who does all the talking.
Poor Donald is like one in a dream, tongue-tied,
and perfectly powerless to express any of the
gratitude with which his heart is full. But in
a dazed sort of way he is conscious that the tide
of his fortune bas turned with the appearance
of Mr. York ; and when food, the like of which
he has not tasted for many a long day, has re-
stored bis shattered senses, his benefactor may
well look pleased at the success of his bounty;
and not till then will he make any reference to
what now, he has little doubt, accounts for his
companion’s altered mein and gloomy silence.

When Donald would have humbly thanked
him for his kindness, he interrupts the grateful
words with ‘*Not yet, my lad ; I have not done
yet. Now, just sit down again, and tell me all
about yourself in these hard times.” But fully
conscioug how painful such a task must be, he
goes on— OUne hears a great deal about the
distress. I could not rest wntil I came to see
for myself ; and to meet you is very fortunate.

I want to know how you are managing.”

Then, bit by bit, the young islander’s story is
gleaned, and elicits volumes of sympathy and
encouragement from the listener.

‘““You must make up your mind and come
along with me for a year or two, or at anyrate
until the winter is tided over,” he says in con-
clusion.

¢¢But, Mr. Yorke, indeed you are too kind,
sir,” said Donald, overwhelmed by this generous
offer. * For what use could I be to you, sir?”

he queried.

“ Well, it so happens I am just in want of a
good, active man on my estate. I have a lot of
young fellows engaged in reclaiming a few acres
of land I am bringing under cultivation, and
they are sadly in need of an overseer. I know
I can trust you. So think no more of emigration.
A capital thing for some; but not for you, my
lad, with your many ties through the old folks;
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and, mayhap, some young one with a voice in
the matter, too.” At which Donald blushes,
and is inexpressibly happy, though bashfulness
compells him to reserve confession on that head
for a future occasion.

THE END.

CLACH NA LANAIN.

By Mgs. K. W. GRANT, SHAWLANDS, GLASGOW.

TrE following received first prize in the Original
Prose Competition at the Mdd held at Edin-
burgh:—

IR an rathad gu Griobunn, anns an Eilean
ﬁMhuilewh, mar a théid duine slos am

bruthach le ’aghaidh ri Loch nan Ceall,
tha aig taobh an rathaid ris an laimh-dheis, clach
mhor, ioma tunna ’an cudthrom. Tha i 'na
seasamh ’an larach tighe, cho teann dhinnte eadar
na trl ballachan ’s ged a bhiodh iad air an togail
a dh’ aon obair gu taic a chumail rithe.

Na 'n robh am meall cloiche so air 1dn, no air
taobh cnuic, theirteadh creig ris ; ach air a shuidh-
eachadh mar a tha e, aig bun a’ bhalla chreige
as an do thuit e, agus a tha g éirigh ioma ceud
troidh os a cheann, a chuilbh Arda mar air an
gearradh le ldimh snaidheadair, cha’n’eil ann
ach clach ann am meudéchd no ann an coltas.
'Si so Clach na Lanain, no Clach na Caraid.
Cha’n ’eil mdran a lathair an diugh aig am bheil
cuimhne air an latha air an do thuit &’ chlach a
nuas as &’ bhalla uamhoir, ach ’s ann agamsa ’tha
’n t-aobhar gun a leigeadh air di-chuimhne. Tha
fada, fada o’n & thachair e, ach tha na h-uile ni,
mar a ghabh e aite, fa m’ chomhair mar gu’m
b’ann an dé a bha e. ’Sann a tha na nithe a
thachair ’an toiseach m’dige na’s soilleire fa m’
chomhair na iadsan a ghabh dite’n dé. Tha
leamsa nach ’eil e ach mar mhios no dha o’n a
thainig a’ cheud bhata-deathaich’ a div’ionnsuidh
ar cladaichean, a’cur roth nam pleadhan mar
gu 'm b ann muighe-eich a’ maistreadh na
fairge ’s a’ figail rathad-mor de chobhar as a
déigh. Bha mi mu naoi bliadhna dh’ acis aig an
am, agus bha mi air mo ratbad le dinneir muinn-
tir na buain an uair a thainigi’'n sealladh. Ach
cha’n fhaodar toiseachadh air a leithid sin de
naigheachd, air-neo cha bhi tine eachdraidh Clach
na Lanain a thoirt seachad ; agus a thuillidh air
sin, ’sann aig Cnoc-Mhaolagain a’s fheudar
toiseachadh. :

Cha’n’eil adite air an t-saoghal ri choimeas ri
Cnoc-Mhaolagain. Tha 'n aite na’s gloinne, .
na’s bldithe an sin ; tha 'n loch na’s simhaiche ;
tha ’m fraoch air na cnuic na’s truime dath, le
badain bhdidheach de fhraoch geal ri fhaotainn
thall ’s a bhos 'na mheasg ; tha flurain cibhraidh
a mhachair 1an meala ; agus m’a choinneamh tha
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Eilean-Chalaman, M ’a choinneamh tha Eilean-
Chalaman:—Calamain nan creag, edin ghorm nan

iathun luatha, 'n an ceudan a’ tnineachadh gun
eagal fo dbibhra nan creagan arda; an siile a’
ruith a mach ’s a stigh fodhpa, ’s mu 'n cuairt air
na sgeirean beaga, a’' briseadh le cedl gun sgur.
B’ann a sin a rugadh 's a thogadh mi. Cha d’
fhag mi e gus an do phds mi. Tha cuimhne agam
air gach clach is preas, agus air gach oisinn de 'n
traigh far an robh sligean ri fhaotainn ; sligean
ban-tighearna, coineanan-mara, faochagan mora
's beaga de gach dath,—geal, buidhe, ruadh, is
breac,—sligean-creachain, feusgain is muirsgian-
an,—ciod an sedrsa nach robh ri fhaotainn ’an
dite no diteiginn mu Chnoc-Mhaolagain?

Air son edin a’ chladaich, cha robh dith oirnn
a thaobh cuideachd le faocileannan is guilbnich,
an stedArnal chlis, na gulmagan, na trodagan-
traghad 'n an sreithean a’ ruith, mar a’ chlann
bheag, a mach ds-déigh nan tonn, s &’ teicheadh
a stigh air thoiseach orra.

Air son edin nan tounn, bha iad gun Aireamh ;
edin dubha, sgairbh, agus na facileannan daonnan,
war amadain-léith mhora, ag itealaich gun chlos
o8 ceann nan tonna barra gheal. Agus aig erioch
an latha bha gathan mu dheireadh na gréine a’
lasadh, le soillse caomh, gach machair is cnoc is
eilean, mu’n rachadh i 4s an t-sealladh aig oir a’
chuain mhdir. Tha e flor, co-dhiubh ’chreideas
sibh e no nach creid, nach ’eil Ait’ air an t-saogh-
al coltach ri Cnoc-Mhaolagain !

Bhiodh mu dhusan teaghlaich anna a’ choimh-
earsnachd, eadar a h-ulle tigh a bh’ann. B'iad
sin na coimhearsnaich chaoimhneil, dhileas: b’
fhiach iad an tainm. 'S ivma teaghlach a
gheibhtear an diugh aig nach ’eil na buill cho
aonta, no cho ionmhuinn mu ’chéile ’s a bha 'n
grigleachan a bha mu’n cuairt oirnn ’s an am sin.
Nach ioma deireadh-bhuain acibhinn, nach ioma
Samhuinn shunndach, nach ioma Nollaig agus
Bliadhn'-dr chridheil a chuir sinn seachad comhlal

Combh-cheangailte ris gach aite, agus ris gach
ni a thachair ann am dige, tha lomhaigh Raonaild
a’ ghobhainn. Bha a mathair 'n a mhaighdinn
aig mo mhathair-sa an uair a phos i, agus bha de
mheas aig m’ athair air a h-athair-sa nach rachadh
e’n ceann gnothuch cuimseach air bith gun a
choimhairle a chur ri Jain Gobhainn.

13’ i mo mhathair-sa a dly’ ionnsuich calanas do
Raonaild. Bi a mathair-sa a theagaisg dhomh-sa
na b’ aithne dhomh riamh mu bhainne, ’s mu im
is caise oibreachadh. Mar sin, bha sinn a ghnath
’s gun tdmh 'an tighean aon a chéile.

Bha Raonaild cho eutrom iollagach air da chois
ri eun air iteig : bha i cho bbdidbeach ri rbs fhiadh-
aich an fhaile chiblhraidh a bha’n oisinn a’
gharaidh ; bha i cho mireagach ri uan gun lochd.
Cha ’n ’eil uair a thig anail spiosrach na roide’s
an fhraoich a nuas bbar a’ chnuic orm, nach ’eil
Raonaild agus mise comhla a rithis, a’ buachaill-

eachd &’ chruidh air madnion gheal, Shamhraidh,
trang aig &’ cheartam a’figheadh chlogaidemn
luachair no ’sedladh bhataichean seilisdeir. 3
ann air a’ bhrochan a bha ’m blas anns na laithesn
8in, an uair a shuidheamaid g’'a ghabhail air tom
aig ceann na dail, * Cabhag,” mo cha laghach, &
amharc as déigh a h-uile lain spiin-adhaire s
rachadh’n ar bedil, agus a’cur a spdbg wmhor air
ar glin an drasd’’s a rithis air eagal gu’n d
chuimhnicheamaid a chuid-san. Cha ’n’eil uar
a chi mi cléiteagan geal a’chainichein am measy
riasg is loachair, agus fraoch na mointich le
’chopain mora céireach lan meals, mar bhrat air
an lar, nach’eil Raonaild is mise dol do’n iite
mhoine le biadh nan daoine a bh’aig an obair
leinn,—bonnaich choirce, uibhean, mulachag ir
chaise, ’s cha ’n ’eil fhios de tuilleadh.

Db’ fhas Raonaild a suas cho sibailte ri slait
sheilich, agus cho direach ri cuilc nan lochan
Cha do chuir i mulad orm ach an aon uair riamh
Bha sin 'nuair a shaoil leam gu’n robh i 'dol
a roghnachadh coigreach 'an dite aoin de m
bhraithrean. Tha mi’g radh A-aon diubh, s
chionn bha i-féin agus mo dhara brathair, Gilless
buig, 'n an sir chompanaich, agns cha robh
moran obair idir aice féin agus Iain ri chéie
ach bha e ’n aon rud leamsa cd dhiubh 'gheibheadh
cdir oirre, ged & bha leam gu’'n robh am fears
b’dige tuilleadh’s coltach rithe fhéin. 'S amn
mar so, mata, a chuir i’n iomaguin orm gu’n
caillinn i agus dh’fhaoidte gu’'m b’e sins
b’ fhedrr dhise seach mar a thachair. Bhiodh
Raonaild mu naoi-bliadhn’-deug, agus mise besgan
na b’ dige, an uair a thainig peasan de thaillesr
a nall a Latharna meadhonach, a chur a sus
obair air a laimh fhéin beagan astair uainn. Bbs
'n duineachan sparasach, pongail gu lebdir, ach
cha robh ann ach an gasan: b’fhiach ladag Iain
againne a choluinn gu h-iomlan.

Cha robh an taillear fada ’s an Aite an usv
a thoisich e ri tighinn cuid de’n rathad as a
eaglais le Raonaild is leamsa, agus gu goirid
ghabh e'n danadas tighinn air chéilidh do s
tighean againn, Bu ghasda le Raonaild caig
’chumail ris, agus chumadh i-féin 's Gilleasbuig
an taillear ’an gleus, ach bha daonnan rud-éigiss
aig Iain ri dheanamh a mach ’s an t-sabhal a3
a leithid sin de am, agus air mo shonsa dheth,
bu ledir facal a chur a stigh an drisd ’s a rithis
a chionn cha robh feum orm. -

Chaidh nithean air adbart mar so, a’ chuid
bu mhodha de’'n Gheamhradh. Ach air Jaths
'bha 'n sin, thuirt Tain ruinn aig an trath-maidoe,
“Faodaidh sibh a ridh ris an taillear "nuaif®
thig e'n nochd, mo thomhas-ea 'ghabhail air 80
deise ir. Chuala mi gu'n robh feum ac’ 8"
clobair 'an Grlobunn, agus tha mi air an %
ghabbail an diugh.”

(Ri leantuinn.)
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ALEXANDER CAMERON, MAYOR OF
STOCKTON-ON-TEES.

R. ALEXANDER
M CAMERON was
born in the Parish

of Glenelg, Inverness-shire, in
1847, and is therefore now in
his 52nd year. He is the son
of Mr. Duncan Cameron, who
for close upon 30 years was
manager of Talisker, Isle of Skye, and whose
forefathers belonged to Lochaber. The recently-
elected Mayor of Stockton received his educa-
tion at Carbost School, and in 1868 went to
England and entered the Scotch drapery trade.
He settled in Stockton in I870 and started
business on his own account. In this enterprise
he has been most successful, being a business
gentleman of considerable tact, and of & genial
disposition. He joined the Wesleyan Charch
at Stockton about 25 years ago, and has held
nearly every office open to a layman in that
body. As a temperance worker also, Mr.
Cameron has done a good deal in Stockton.
‘With others engaged in this work, he is found
to be an energetic colleague, and that he is
thoroughly in earnest, and has the strength of
his convictions, is amply proved by the fact
that he has been & total abstainer for over a
quarter of a century. Mr Cameron takes a deep
interest in politics, and in him the present mem-
ber for Stockton has found an able supporter,
one who was in the forefront of the fight at the
last general election, when Alderman J. Samuel
nominated Alderman T. Wrightson. He is a
staunch member of the Stockton Liberal As-
sociation, for which society he has acted as
treasurer for some years. Mr. Cameron was
first elected & member of the Town Council in
1886, as representing the West-End Ward, and
was re-elected in 1889, also in 1892, and again
in 1896. In March of this year he was elected to
the Aldermanic Bench in place of the late
Alderman W, M. Watson. Inall his dealings he

has shown the principle of honesty of purpose
and a deep interest in the welfare of those whom
he represents. Mr Cameron was recently enter-
tained to a banquet, and presented with an
illuminated address, and Mrs Cameron with a sil-
ver tea service, by the Scotchmen of Stockton and
district, in token of his being the first S8cot who
has occupied the civic chair of the ancient
borough. During the past year he has
discharged the many onerous duties of his
honourable office to the entire satisfaction of
the electors, and has done much to add to the
dignity and usefulness in which the mayorality
is regarded. Of council and committee meetings
alone he has attended no fewer than 269, and
when we add to these his other public appoint-
ments, the aggregate convinces one that the
office of mayor is not & purely ornamental dig-
nity. Mrs. Cameron is a true Highland lady,
being & daughter of the late Kenneth Mac-
donald, Invergarry, and has carried out her
duties as Mayoress in an eminently tactful and
graceful manner. Mr. Cameron has a family
surviving of three sons and three daughters, his
eldest son having just been appointed house sur-
geon of Stockton Hospital. Although absent
for so many years from his native land, Mr.
Cameron has always maintained a close connec-
tion with the Highlands, and is a life member
of the Clan Cameron Society and the Glasgow
Inverness-shire Association.

~ SOUTHWARD!

JUTHWARD, ah, southward,
With the swallows!
From this weary land of cold—
‘hoking weirdness of the fog—
*hilling frost—the smoke—
.. -+ «.€ sunny land
Where the air is clear, where the blue sky
But reflects a bluer ocean ;
Where the palm grows, and where the flowers
Are ever fragrant—sun-kissed ;
Where as grey darkness creeps o'er her
The earth smiles, thinking on the morrow’s colours,
Which spread across sky and sea—fairy-like,
When the day breaks.
KeNNETH MACLEOD BLACK.
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UNPUBLISHED SONGS OF THE
REAY OCOUNTRY."*

By Rev. Apam GunxN, M.A., Durxess.

HE district known as the Reay Country
occupies the north- western part of
Sutherland, and comprises the Parishes

of Farr, Tongue, Durness, and Eddrachilles.
Its Gaelic name is Duthaich Mhic- Aoidh
(Mackay’s country). About the beginning of
the seventeenth century this tract of country
was included for the first time in the Sheriffdom
of Sutherland, and it now forms a part of the
County of Sutherland. But when the name of
Sutherland (¥. Sudr-land—Southern Land) was
first applied, it included only the present south-
eastern part of the county, that part lying south
of Caithness, and still distinguished in the ver-
nacular from the rest of the county by the Gaelic
name of Cataobh. It would appear that during
the Norse occupation the Reay Country was
looked upon rather as a continuation of Caith-
ness along the North Coast as far as Cape
Wrath. In the “ Orkneyinga Saga ” reference
is often made to Katanes, Sudr-land, and the
Dales ; and it is probable that  the Dales” refer
to the principal straths of the Reay Country—
Halladale, Strathy, Armadale, and Strathnaver.
The Norse never applied the name of Sutherland
to the region of Cape Wrath.

This country produced two bards of consider-
able repute, Rob Donn, and John Mackay, of
Mudale, the hymn-writer. The works of the
former have acquired a world-wide reputation,
and have already run through four editions,
Specimens of the labours of the latter have also
been published from time to
time. But it must not be
inferred that these were the
only bards the district produced.
The Reay country was always
rich in song, for which its
people had most retentive
memories. In this connection
it may be interesting to mention
that the most perfect and com-
plete copy of the tale of *‘The
Muileartach” we possess was
taken down from the recitation
of two Reay countrymen, and
will be found in the late Dr.
Oameron’s * Celtic Review.”
But far the greater portion is
now irretrievably lost. In the
introduction to the first edition
of Rob Donn’s poems, reference

is made to two contemporary bards of the
period, and the elegies they composed on Rob’s
death are incorporated in that work. These are
John Mackay, Strathan, Melness, and George
Morrison, Ard-beg. It is well known that Rob
Donn himself was quite willing to give the pre-
cedence to the former, whom he ever addressed
as “father.” Alexander Cormack was another
poetic contemporary of Rob Donn, and a foeman
warthy of his steel. After his death, too, there
were many imitators in his native parish, and I
was fortunate enough some years to secure
from Miss Helen Findlater, a daughter of the
Rev. William Findlater, who came to this
country in 1808, thirty years after the bard’s
death, quite a number of songs by various
authors, which have never been printed. Some
of these are worthy of preservation, and it
occurred to me to make a selection from them
for your Society, together with such notes of the
song-writers as I have been able to gather from
the old people of the parish of Rob Donn.
Before coming to these, however, it may be
well to refer to some songs of the great bard
bimself which have never been published. Mr
Hew Morrison, in his recent edition, has
enlarged the old collection by a few ; still there
are some songs and many snatches which have
hitherto escaped publication. One of the most
important of these is ““Oran nam beanntaichean,”
containing some sixty lines. It is well known
in the bard’s parish as the composition of Rob
Donn, and is still a favourite with the older
people, who cannot understand why it has been
omitted in all editions of the bard’s works. The
reason, however, is not far to seek. There is
very little poetry in it—only a string of names

ROB DONN’S GRAVE, BALNACEILL CHURCHYARD.

* Read at meetings of the Gaelic Societies of Inverness and London, and the Clan Mackay Society-
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—of interest only to natives of the district, or
to the topographist, Among the many evils
consequent upon the removal of the people from
the interior to the sea coast may be included the
loss of a large number of place-names. In this
song the bard makes honourable mention of
every hill and glen and knoll and corrie where
he was wont in early days to follow the deer,
and one can easily understand how the old
people should preserve intact this rather lengthy
composition, not because of any werit in the
song, but by reason of the many happy associa-
tions which were recalled to their minds by the
mere mention of these places.

ORAN NAM BEANNTAICHEAN.

Chi mi ’n Dithreabh gorm mar b’ dbhaist,
Torr-mhic-Bhatair, is 8’ Chraig ann ;

Chi mi Malmaisgeag ’s 2’ Chiil ann,

'S chi mi Druim-na-cib for raid ann.

Chi mi Beinn-Shitheil gu h-iosal

’8 air 'n taobh shios di tha ’Chlais-tharsuinn ;
Chi mi Beinnabhresc mar b’ Abhaist

Ged sud frith is taire th’ againn,

Chi mi Beinn Laghailone gu h-Ard ann
Is Ceann-t-siile aig a bun ann ;

Chi mi Circeabol is ann
’S deth ’n rudha ’n iar dhinn, chi mi Muir ann.
Chi mi Puiitig gorm an fhedir ann

’S & Mhoine tha air 'n taobh shuas di;
Chi mi na h-Ursannan alainn,
Craig-na-garbhad, stan is shuas ann.

Chi mi Faoghlaichean Beinn Hop ann

An gorm choir’ mdr’ is an {-8ail ann ;

Chi mi sud, is a Chraig-riabhach

’S chi mi sliabh air feadh nam blar ann ;
Chi mi Chlais-mhor ’s an Leitir,

’S am Bard-rabhan? air 'n taobh shuas da ;
Chi mi sud is Onoc-an-t-sobhail

'S na Sgrithichean odhar mu’n cusirt da.

Chi mi mullach Onoc-a-chrich ann

Far an robh seann laghard t an t-sluaigh ann ;
Chi mi sud is Beinn Diridh,

'S Coire-a-chruitear, sinnte is fuaigte rith’.

Ohi mi mullach na Beinn-Diridh

8iil, nan ios agus nan aighean ;

Carn 'ga thional gu h-airde,

S mi g amharc mban air na strathaibh.

Chi mi tri Choireach’ an Easaibh,
Agus Glaiseadh mhdr nam mang ann ;
Chi mi Onoc-cragach Mac-Bhatair
Ulmhach coire,} Siil nam beann ann.

Chi mi mullach Meall-Shérn® ann,
Is coire boidheach an Dughaill ;

* Rabhan (rafan), remains of a spate or tide on the
shore.

+ Laghard, law-giving, moot-hill ¢
1 Ulmhachcoire, N. ulf-r, wolf.

Chi mi Foinne-bheinn ’s am Ba-theach
8 chi mi Sabhal is Coire Dibh-loch.

Chi mi Airceall nam fear craiceach
Craig nam Blar-loch, Siil nan aighean ; !
Chi mi sud ’s an Coire-grannda, '
Stac, is airde tha mo radharc.

Chi mi Strath-Chaireacha-dubh ann

Far ’minic 'n robh subhaich a’ sealg ann ;
Chi mi Far-mheall, is an Leacach,

Chi mi Glais-bheinn ’'s & ’Bheinn-dearg ann.
Aig Am dhuinn siubhail na frith

Chunntainn tri mile de dh’fhear dearg ann ;
Gun aireamh air procaich is aighean,
Bliadhnaich mu Shamhuinn ri’n earball.
Bho chaidh Seorast uainn as an Duthaich,
Gur cidrrtach mo chridhe ’s cha n-ioghnadh,
Ach taing do’n Ti mhdr mar thachair

Gu ’'n triall thu thighinn dhachaigh 'Feill-Martuinn.

Agus ma thig thu sin dhachaidh

Seall gu taitneach air na dh’ fhag thu ;
Thabhair dhomhsa Commission seachdainn
Gu dioladh mo thalcuis air Sabhal.

Another song, not hitherto published, is one
to a Bighouse dairy-maid, and moral considera-
tions probably account for ite omission in the
first edition, The bard, it- seems, carried on a
mild flirtation with this damsel, although he |
ought not, for he was engaged to another. He
was at the time visiting Major Mackay, of Big-
house, and some informer came the way who
declared the real state of matters to the fair one
before it was too late. The bard thereupon
sings her praises in verse, and does not try to
minimise his own deceit in the matter :—

DO BHANARAICH TIGH-BHIOGAIS.

Eadar stairidheachd is breugan
Bha mi fhein an duil bhi réidh ’s tu,
Ach thainig fear eile anns an disdeachd
Dl'inns a’ sgeul, ’s gu’n mhill e 'n rdsd.
Gur tu nighean donn mo chridhe
Gur tu nighean chridheal chodir. Gur tu, &c.

Ach tha mi ’n diil dar thig am Maidsear
Nach bi tuilleadh dail air Mairi ;

Ged » ghealltadh dhi Port-na-h-Aithne,
Dearbh cha timh i anns an Torr. Gur tu, &c.
Oha n’eil uair ni mi drnuigh dhiamhair

Ni mi athchuinge, 's cha ’n ann gu diamhain
Ma tha neach ann a bheir dhiot mi

Ni mi chrionadh mar an fhedir. Gur tu, &e.

Cha ’'n ’eil agamsa de bheartas
Ach mo lamhan is mo chasan;
B’fhearr leam Mairi, as an t-seasamh,
No te phrosbeic a’ pheic dir,
Gur tu nighean, etc.

(To be continued.)

* N. oru-r, eagle.
1 George V., Lord Reay, 1761, died 1768.
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MAC MHAIGHSTIR ALASDAIR’S FAMILY.

By Fionn.

(Continued jfrom page 57.)
I.—AoNeHAS BEAG—LITTLE ANaGUS.
HE minister of Ardnamurchan, Maighstir

@ Alasdair, had a large family of sons and

daughters. Four sons lived to a good old

age. Angus was the eldest; Alexander, the

Jacobite bard, was the second ; while two
younger sons settled in Uist as tacksmen.

The eldest son succeeded his father as tacks-

man at Dalelea, by the shores of Loch Sheil.

o

From Water-Colour Sketch.

Being a man of diminutive stature, he was called
Aonghas Beag, or Little Angus, but though
short in stature, he was, like his father, a may
of extraordinary power, and many stories are
told of his remarkable feats of strength. It in
related that on his first introduction to Mac-
donald, Boisdale, the latter, who had heard
much regarding him, could scarcely convince
himself that fame had not exaggerated the
strength of the Dalelea athlete. To his mind it
was not possible that so much force could be
concentrated within such a low frame. By was
of solving his doubts, he suggested to Angus

By Miss Helen N. G. Gardyne, Glenforsa.

CASTLE TIORAM, MOIDART,

that they should have a wrestling bout, and
upon the latter giving his consent, Boisdale
commenced to divest himself of his coat and
waistcoat. Angus, however, declined throwing
off even his plaid. At the very first struggle,
Boisdale, although a remarkably tall and mus-
cular man, was lifted off the ground with the
greatest ease, and laid sprawling on the ground,
to his own intense astonishment and to the

merriment of some gentlemen who were wit-
nesses of the scene.

Rather a good story regarding Aonghas Beag
is given by Mackenzie in * Sir-obair nam Bard
Gaelach.” Colla Ban Macdonald, of Barasdale,
came one day to a ford at the Lochie, which he
was meaning to cross, and found Angus sitting
on a stone taking off his shoes and stockings,
preparatory to going over also, The river was
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considerably swollen at the time, and Barasdale,
who was a strong and tall man, accosted Angus
as follows—* My little fellow, keep on your
shoes and stockings, as they will make you wade
the better, and make haste, come over with me,
and keep in my wake ; I will break the force of
the stream, which will enable you to get over
with the ter ease.” Angus knew him, and
thanked him for his goodness ; he did also as he
was bidden. When they were in the most
rapid part of the stream, Barasdale was like to
be overpowered by the current, and was for
returning, which Angus dared him on his peril
to do; and placing himself between Coll and the
stream, dragged him by sheer force to the other
side. Then said Angus to him—* You called
me little fellow on the opposite side of the water;
who, think you, might with greater propriety be
called little fellow on this side? Take advice—
never call any man little till you have proved
him; and always try to form your estimate of a
man’s character by something more substantial
than mere appearance. = Remember, also, great
as you are, thit had it not been for a greater
man than yourself, you might have been meat
for the eels in the Lochie.”

On one occasion, Father Macdonald informs
us, when returning from a visit made to the
outer islands, Angus Beg was driven through
stress of weather into some creek or obscure
harbour at the back of Mull, During this
detention he and his companions experienced
gome inconvenience, owing to the supply of fuel
on board running short. Angus thereupon sent
one of the party on shore, with the recommen-
dation that he should help himself to a creelful
of peats wherever he could find them. After a
certain interval the -messenger returned, with
information that there was a stack of peats not
far off, but that in making towards it he was
driven away by a rough churlish individual,
who, calling himself the owner, brandished a
stick over his head and threatened personal
violence,. Much disgusted, Angus sent out
another messenger, a person reputed to carry a
stout heart and a powerful arm ; but this one
fared no better, in fact worse, for in addition to
an empty creel he brought back a bloody pate.
After this mishap he deemed it advisable to
make a personal reconnoitre, so, leaving the
vessel, he sauntered leisurely towards tne spot
where the warlike Mullman was mounting
guard. When near enough to be challenged, he
explained to the native the nature of his wants,
adding that if the slight favour was not cour-
teously given he would help himself to it by
force, and give himself the further pleasure of
damaging the native’s person. In a moment the
-islander flew at him, deeply resenting such
insulting language from a man whom he had no

doubt of being thoroughly able to chastise; but
before his cudgel could be properly brought inte
play, Angus slipped in, and seizing him by the
waist, gave him one of those famous hugs which
are said to have resembled the hugs of a bear.
The Mullman was thrown heavily to the ground,
and for a short time was deprived of all con-
sciousness. When he recovered, Angus had
filled his creel, and was about to take his depar-
ture ; but the fallen foe, blinking and staring
somewhat like a bewildered ow), cried to him to
stop, and then commenced an interrogatory
which, as customary in popular stories of this
kind, tended to ascertain if the victor was the
d—1 himself or one of his angels. Upon being
solemnly assured that there was no identity, or
even the remotest conbection with any such
objectionable individuals, the Mullman is said to
have shouted out—*Then you must be Angus
Beg of Dalelea, for there is no other in the
West of Scotland who can give that ugly squeeze
in which you nearly smothered me.” He proved
a better man than appearances first warranted,
for during the rest of the time spent in his
neighbourhood, he had Angus and his com-
panions frequently at his house, and entertained
them with the heartiest hospitality.

Angus joined the Catholic Church long before
the 45, and married Margaret Cameron, daughter
of the tenant of Achadhoun, in Lochaber—a
lady of singular piety and great gentleness of
manner.

When Prince Charlie unfurled his banner in
Glenfinan, Angus was appointed one of the
captains over the Moidart men in Clan Ranald’s
regiment. He followed his chief through the
whole campaign, and after the disastrous battle
of Culloden he and his brother Alexander made
their escape in safety to their native district,
and escaped the pursuit of their enemies in the
wood and caves of Kinloch-nan-uamh, above
Borradale, in the district of Arisaig. When
the Act of Indemnity was passed, Angus settled
down quietly at Dalelea, where he finished his
days in peace.

One of bis daughters, Marcella, married young
Ranald Macdonald, of Kinlochmoidart. His
eldest son, Allan, succeeded him as tenant of
Dalelea, and married a Macdonald lady from
Arisaig. There were several children born of
this marriage, the better known being Alexander,
called the banker, donghas Chinn a’ Chreagaw;
and a daughter married to Donald Macdonald,
Lochans, Alexander, who was banker at Cal-
lander, built the present house of Dalelea about
the beginning of the present century. He bought
Lochans, Glenmoidart, from Clanranald, about
1814.

Of Alexander, the bard, we shall deal on

another occasion.
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OCONCERNING LOCHIEL AND
GLENGARRY.

By CuARLES Fraser-Mackinrtosd, LL.D.
Parr First.

N the rising of 1745, the Camervns and
Macdonalds were ever in front with Prince
Charles. It is matter of common report

that their houses and papers were then burned
by express order of the Duke of Cumberland.
In the case of Glengarry this is certain, but the
evidence given by Sir Ewen Cameron, of Fass-
fern, at Fort-William, upon the 14th day of
May, 1825, shows the astonishing fact that
before the house of Achnacarry had been burnt
by the Duke, the Lochiel papers then at Ach-
nacarry, with some exceptions, were burnt by
Donald Cameron, of Lochiel's own tenants.
If they did so to save their master’s interest,
the act was foolish and ill-judged, for—papers or
no papers—the attainder gave over everything
to the Crown, no charter being necessary.
Whether the Wadsetters and others may have
hoped to benefit by the destruction, wished to
get hold of papers concerning themselves, or to
dispose of possibly incriminating family papers,
is now of little consequence, ex