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PREFACE.

IN reissuing the songs of the late Dr. MacLachlan, the Association is
actuated by a desire to give their countrymen, in a handy form a measure

of the pure mother tongue, which is at once healthy, elevating, and
inviting; and they hope that while this may be of more peculiar interest



in their own native districts, it will prove acceptable to the Gaelic-
speaking people at large.

To a people essentially poetic, but whose force of spirit is now because
of oppression sadly abated, it is hoped that these songs though their
bulk be not large, nor their literary merit very high, contain so much of
the true, healthy Gaelic life and language as will make them very
welcome. The morbid hopelessness which stamps the face of every poor
remnant of a departed greatness really calls for what of healthy
breathing can be communicated to them by their fellows who, enjoying
greater freedom, and to whom life being real, have grown up in sympathy
with the expressed inspiration of their best life, beautifully and
healthily breathed by their bards.

Many seek life and get unhealthy excitement, in low works of fiction, and
the effect is certainly not good. The healthy Highlander has no pleasure
in such literature; he does not require, and does not appreciate
excitement of this kind, but
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he has a pleasure and a delight in the beautiful, the pure, and the good,
as these are so well set forth in his Gaelic lyric poetry. There are
exceptions we know “arising on the side of beauty and taste from
vulgarity; on the side of morals and feeling from coarseness; on the side
of mind and spirit from unintelligence,” for which maladies we cannot
possibly prescribe any remedy of a better kind than this savoury morsel
of song from Dr. MacLachlan.

John MacLachlan was born at the farm-house of Rahoy, in the year 1804, in
the centre of a district whose ancient history, rich traditional lore,
and gorgeous scenery all combined to make it peculiarly a home of
inspiration.

“Morvern and Morn and Spring and Solitude!
“In front, is not the scene magnificent.

And bathing its winding shores on the north

“A Highland Loch—Loch Sunart
“All shadowed there as in a spiritual world
“Where time’s mutations shall come never more:

The beauty seems

“All of one element; nor wonder finds
“An end of wondering, nor Love of love
“Gazing together down the abyss divine.

Further to the west it is washed by the mighty flood of the Sound of
Mull—

“Dark Mull thy mighty Sound
“Where thwarting tides in mingled roar
“Part thy swarth hills from Morvern’s shore,

Of which Sir Walter Scott further says “In fine weather a grander or more
impressive scene both from its natural beauties, and associations with
ancient history and tradition can hardly be imagined.” To the testimony



of Professor Wilson, and Sir Walter Scott, it is not necessary that we
should add, that of the many other writers who de-
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clare this region “the most delightful in the British Islands.” It was
here then that-—

“Roaming o’er the wilderness, the bard

“Whose genius gave unto his native glens

“A beauty and a glory not their own,

“Peopling the mists with phantoms—the wild bard
“Whom Morven in her sacred memories,

“Dreaming of Ossian, aye will link with pride
“To that great son of song—

“Of sunshine, calms, and storms of thunder-gloom,
“Did celebrate the virtues, and the forms

“In which they were entwined

“In Gaelic lyrics untranslateable.

His father was of the family of Dunadd, which estate, famous in history
as the capital of the ancient kingdom of the Dalriads, his ancestors long
possessed. After studying Medicine in the University of Glasgow, he
practised his art in his native district, and so successful was he,
especially in some branches of his profession, that his fame was in all
the land. In Mull, Morven, Ardnamurchan, and Sunart, his services were
greatly prized. He was much beloved by the poor, and commanded their
confidence, affection, and respect throughout his lifetime in a peculiar
degree. His professional labours though extensive were not of the most
remunerative kind, so that often towards the close of his life he was in
straitened circumstances. He owned a small property at Dumbarton, but it
is known, and here mentioned to the honour of his memory, that whatever
his difficulties, however much his need, he never appropriated one penny
of the income from this source but uniformly gave it towards the
comfortable support of his two sisters, one of whom is yet alive.

According to a peculiar trait of their character, the people entwined his
life with many wonderful, and marvellous
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incidents. His student days are especially enriched by unspeakable
resurrectionist adventures. We with abated breath, have often heard it
told by the Oracle of the “Céilidh” with a creeping pathos that made the
very oiliest juvenile hair stand on end, how in one of these adventures
the integrity of a sack, in which he carried off a “subject” giving way,
led to consequences which to the lay mind were altogether unearthly.

“He had rehearsed with such familiar power,
“With such an active countenance, an eye
“So busy, that the things of which he spake
“Seemed present;

In affairs of the heart his accidents are no less wonderful and
accredited. It is told how on an errand of this nature in which it was
necessary for him to cross a considerable arm of the sea, he availed
himself of the accommodation of a Highland bull that happened to be
grazing in the neighbourhood in order to get across more conveniently.
Getting the bull afloat, and “holding on” he, it is said, managed to
effect a fairly expeditious transit in this unfamiliar way. He was seen



in the course of his progress by some natives, who, not being in the way
of seeing Highland bulls made available in this manner, were not slow in
ascribing his transport to another uncouth agent, who was generally
accredited with a readiness to give a mysterious assistance to certain
persons; and on this occasion the matter was beyond all doubt or
hesitation, “for” said they “we saw his horns.”

Nothing short of a special providence can have delivered him from the
many straits, into which he often led himself in affairs of this kind,
but it is remarkable that he always made a creditable escape; never once
even did he fail. Perhaps this explains the extent to which these stories
contain any truth.
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So much of his life as we have in his songs, is essentially pure and
healthy. It is true he had our common weaknesses in full measure, and
sensitiveness of spirit in much greater measure than goes to constitute
that more cautious, but less noble, uncharitable spirit of the “sons of
arithmetic and of prudence,” that would frown on a life with which it was
impossible for their coarser clay to be in sympathy.

His certainly were natural talents of a very high order, which well
directed should have carried him far into the front—his a poetic gift, of
which we have but the few appended glimmerings, doubtless of the finest
quality, and which cultivated might have borne great fruit. The life of a
Physician, however, and his training are of such a kind, showing human
life and human affairs in a light too often of a nature not at all
calculated to inspire the spirit of poetry, as may in some part account
for the limited exercise of his powers in this direction.

It is almost incongruous to meet with such exquisite tenderness in one
having nothing of the typical man of feeling about him, but rather in an
eminent degree the stature and bearing of the warrior with an expression
of face royal in the highest sense. In person he was tall and powerfully
built, erect and free—almost musical—in his motion; and a large affable
dignity of presence, and a thoughtful yet cheerful countenance gave a
splendid character to an uncommonly well proportioned frame. Even in his
latter years when pity, hitherto locked within, asserted itself on his
features, and possibly also a discernible shade of remorse, when
paralysis marred motion and expression, and when his circumstances and
conditions of life had much changed, and doubtless much affected him,
even then the nobility of character remained, inseparable to the last. He
could not be small. Nature might well say of him, “This was a man.” We
regret very much that no better portrait of
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him can be got than the poor amateur effort from which our lithograph is
taken. It cannot serve much purpose to such as never saw him. To those
who were acquainted with him in life, it may serve a blank outline into
which they perhaps more easily can recall the living expression.

Though his songs may not claim equal importance or value with the great
hoary epic of Ossian, with the vigour of Mac Mhaighstir Alastair, with
the passion of William Ross, or the healthy rill of Donnacha Ban, yet
they possess several of the best qualities of poetry in such degree as
makes them well worthy of preservation.



Dr. Clerk, Kilmaillie says “as to his poetical powers and his exquisite
ear for rhythm, there need be no reticence: he was a poet and a very
sweet singer.” Of this quality noted by Dr. Clerk, we may instance<gai>

S iad a chuireadh an iomainn ’'s a leanadh i teann
Cho luath ri buic earba feadh gharbhlach nam beann,

<eng>Than this last line we know nothing more exquisite, and this beauty
of melodious rhythm is not attained at the sacrifice of idea, for in this
same line we have a complete picture which to any one in sympathy with it
is quite delightful.

His word paintings are always well toned, never heavy, often
charming.<gai>

Tha guth na cuthaig air do stuchd,
An smudan air do ghéig,

Os ceann do 1é6n tha ’'n uiseag ghrinn
Ri ceileir binn ’s an speur.

Tha suaimhneas air gach luib fo bhlath
Baigh air gach creig ’'us cluain

"Toirt a’m chuimhne mar a bha

S na laithean tharladh uainn.

<eng>No one can read these scenes but would wish he had his lot in some
such. One feels the crust of his spirit, the
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rigidity of life softened and warmed by the imagination even of so great
a suaimhneas and such overflowing baigh.

His use of words is also remarkably choice. Some of his passages can
compare favourably even with the recognised beauties of Donnacha
Ban.<gai>

Cluinnidh mi 'n fhairge ri borbhan
"Co-fhreagairt ri torman nan dos;

Cluinnidh mi braoilich nan aimhnean
"Co-fhreagairt ri raoicich nan eas.

<eng>This is a pretty piece of a word-weaving that is quite common with
him; there is no artificial stiffness about it; it is just as if the sea
and the torrents had themselves spoken, and each in its own great and
peculiar dialect.

Akin to this quality is the peculiar suitableness of the airs to the
words of the songs. If one could conceive the songs planted in a genial
soil, these pretty airs would be their natural flowers in bloom. They can
not, in many cases, be separated but at the complete sacrifice of meaning
and effect. One has no conception of the beauty of some simple
expressions till they are sung.

We find this beautiful simplicity, and sympathy with the tenderness of

beauty, combined with large humane affections which get adequate hearty
expression; and departing further we find him at times throwing himself
into the great harmony of the troubled elements, and putting their great
commotion into human speech—into Gaelic, than which, for such expression



it has been long admitted, none other speech is better or perhaps equally
adapted.<gai>

Feuch a nis beithir na beucaich

A’ srachdadh nan speuran le fuaim;

'S ann shaoil leam, ’'n uair chuala mi 'n riasladh,
Gu-n tuiteadh an iarmailt a nuas.
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<eng>With this we leave them to the reader, and heartily recommend them
to his study; they will amply requite the trouble.

To the present edition there are added a few pretty pieces which did not
appear in the first edition published by Mr. Sinclair, though they all
are given in his lately-published splendid collection, the Oranaiche. “Ho
ro gu’'m mi ga d’ chaoidh,” is here given. We have every reason to believe
it is in its proper place from personal testimony as well as from the
evidences in the song itself. Other pieces are given about which never
was any doubt.

We regret that we cannot give the airs with the songs. Should it be found
desirable we shall endeavour to give the music in a convenient form as
soon as possible.

We also give a “Marbhrann” to Dr. MacLachlan, by Mr. Duncan MacPherson,
which requires no apology—a creditable production, well expressing the
affection and respect in which the subject of it was held by the people
among whom he lived and died.<gai>
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DAIN AGUS ORAIN.

DUANAG.
AIR FONN:—“An Gille dubh cha tréig mi.”

O! seinnidh mi mo dhuanag;
Seinneam, seinneam suas 1i:
Seinnidh mi do’n ghruagaich

"G am bheil an gluasad farasda.

’S moch a rinn mi éiridh

S a’ mhaduinn chubhraidh, Chéitein;
Gathan ciuin na gréine

A’ lasadh speur ’s a’ chamhanaich.

A’ ghrian cho tlath, ’'s cho dirdhearc,
"Soillse ard nam mor-bheann;

Smuid thar dhealt nan ldintean,

S an druchd 'n a 160d air mheanganan.

Sud e air an stuchd ud

An coilleach dubh a’ durdail;
So i ’'chuthag shunndach,

"Us surd aic air a caismeachd.

Feuch an uiseag bhdidheach



Ag éiridh as a’ mhodintich,
S ag itealaich le solas
Os ceann a cosaig fholaichte.

[TD 12]

Tha seillein beag na Bealtuinn

"Dol seachad oirnn ’"us srann aig’,

A thrusadh a mhil shamhraidh;

S cha chuir an geamhradh ainnis air.

O'n thuit dhomh bhi ’s a’ choisridh,
Seinneam leis a’ cheodlraidh—
Seinneam duan do’n o0igh-ghil,
Gu sunndach, deodonach, caithreamach.

'S e smuainteachadh mu’n mhaighdinn
A’s abhaist dhomh gach oidhche—
A’ cuimhneachadh do chaoimhneis
'S e chum an raoir ’"am chaithris mi.

Tha d’anail leam na’s cubhraidh,
"N uair labhras tu gu ciuin rium,
N’ am barrach o0g a’ bruchdadh
A mach le tuis na meala dheth.

Ach cia mar ni mi luaidh

Air na h-uile dreach ’'us buaidh ort,—
Do nadur geanmnaidh, stuama,

Gu soitheamh, suairce, ceanalta.

Cinnteach tha e 'n dan domh
An gaol a thug mi mhain dhuit,
Nach dealaich e gu brath rium
Gus am fag an anail mi.

0! sonas agus agh ort

Ri fad do ré, ’'s do laithean;
S am freasdal, anns gach aite,
Le ’'ghrasan, a bhi maille riut.
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ORAN.

AIR FONN:—
“Gu mo slan gu-n robh ’'m fiudran
"Chaidh a null uainn thar saile.”

Ni mi oran le durachd,

O hi na hi u o,

Do ribhinn a’ chuil duibh,

S grinne sugradh ’us manran.

Slan iomradh gu d’ ionnsuidh,

S tu ’"chuireadh gu sunnd mi,

"N uvair a chithinn do shuil ghorm
A’ tionndadh gu blath rium.

Stil ghdrm a’s tlath sealladh,



Lionta, ciuin fo d’ chaol mhalaidh;
Gruaidh mar ros dearg 'n a earradh,
Beul tana, fiamh-ghair air.

Beul tana, glan, minealt’—
Deud shnaighte, ro dhionach,
Bu cheanalta briodal,

'S o'n siobhalta failte.

D’ fhailte ’'s d’ fhuran a b’ fhiu leam,
"Tighinn o’n anail a’s cubhraidh

Na barrach a’ bruchdadh

Air ur dhos a’ Mhaighe.

Gu bheil suairceas le ceanal
Ann an gluasad na h-ainnir,
"Tha o ’"bonnaibh gu ’ceannaidh
Gun ainneamh, gun fhailinn.
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Leam bu taitneach ’'bhi ’sugradh,
S g ad theannadh gu dluth rium,
S mo lamh bhi gu cuirteil
A nunn fo d’ chul faineach.

Leat mo dhurachd ’s mo bheannachd,
Bi’dh mo run ort ri m’ mhaireann,
Chaoidh cha tréig mi mo ghealladh
Gus an dealaich am bas sinn.

ORAN.
AIR FONN:—“O nighean donn nan gabhar.”

Ged a tha mi "n nochd ’'s a’ choisridh
Maille ri fleasgaichean bodsdail,

S nionagan cho riomhach, sporsail,
Le sioda ’'s le srol a’ danns’.

Nionagan cho riomhach, straiceil,

S beag a chuir mi dh’ tigh 'n an abhachd,
S mor gu-m b’ annsa leam ’"bhi ’"manran
Riut, a ghraidh, air sgath an tuim.

S mor gu-m b’ annsa leam ’‘bhi ’sugradh
Leis an nionaig chaoin-ghil, chuil-duibh,
Anns an doire ’'n goir an smudan,—

Bun an stuic air urlar glinn.

Chi mi pailteas deoch ’'g a taomadh,—

Fion, ’'us branndaidh, ’'s brigh a’ chaochain;
B’ annsa leamsa uisg’ an aonaich

O d’ laimh chaoimh, aig taobh an uillt.
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S ann a bhodhras iad le 'n ceol mi,—
Piob, ’'us fidhleireachd, ’us bdilich;



'S mor bu bhinne leam do chomhradh,
'S d’ orana ’"bu mhodhar fuinn.

S ann leam fhéin bu bhinne ’choisridh
Anns a’ mhaduinn Chéitin, chedthar,—
Uiseagan os ceann nan lodointean,
Smedoraichean air medir ’'s a’ choill.

Crodh a’ nuallanaich ’'s a’ geumnaich,
Laoigh a’ riodais, 'us a leumnaich,—
Buachaillean a’ ruaig a’ chéile,

A’ cumail an treud ud cruinn.

Sud e 'n cedl a’s binne ’chualas,

Luinneag fo6il aig bannal ghruagach,

Aig iomain a’ chruidh laoigh do ’'n bhuaile,—
Cuach, ’'us buarach air an druim.

Mo leannan fheéin 'n an teis-meadhoin,
"Seinn an orain chedol-mhoir, mhilis,—
Anail chubhraidh, deud a’s gile,

Anns a’ bheul a’s grinne ponc.

Lasadh mo chridhe le gradh dhuit

"N uair a nochdadh tu air faireadh;

S tu cho geal ri cobhar saile
"Tigh’n gu traigh air bharr na tuinn’.

Ged a thug mi ré a’ gheamhraidh

Air na sraidean anns a’ Ghalltachd,
Bi’dh mi 'triall ’'an tus an t-shamhraidh
’Shealtuinn m’ annsachd anns na glinn.
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Théid mi ’shealltuinn air an ainnir

"N uair a thriallas uainn an t-earrach,
Leam bu taitneach suidhe mar riut,

Mo lamh tharad, ‘s mi ruit teann.

Leam bu taitneach suidhe lamh riut
Ann am bhreacan air an airidh,

Ag éisdeachd ri d’ chomhradh malda,
Bhiodh mo lamh fo ’d leadan donn.

CUMHA.
ATIR FONN:—“0O! ’'s toil leam mo nionag.”

Thainig sgeula mo chruadail

Gu-n do chuir iad s an uaigh thu,
S goirt mo chridhe bho ’'n chuala,
Ged nach d’ fhuasgail mo dheodir.

Tha do leaba lom, fuaraidh;

S trom do chodal, ’'s ro bhuan e;
Chaoidh cha-n éisd thu ri m’ luaidh-sa,
’S cha ghluais thu ri m’ cheol.



Bha do ghluasad gun eucoir,

Gun uireasbhuidh céille;

Leam bu taitneach ’'bhi ’'g éisdeachd
Ri séisde do bheoil.

Tha do bheul a nis duinte;

Cha-n ’"eil léirsinn ’'na d’ shuilibh,—
'S fuar an cridhe ’bha muirneach,
Anns an uir, ’'s e gun deo.
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Mar bhuanaich am bas thu

Seach na dillsean ’'tha lathair,
Cinnidh feanntag ’s a’ gharadh
"N uair thig failinn ’s an ros.

Sud an ros a bha cubhraidh

Air géig nan dos urail,

B’ o6g ’'s a’ mhaduinn e ’bruchdadh;
Sheachd ’"us shtigh e tra-ndin.

Chuir thu mise gu smaointinn,

Nach innis mi ’dhaoine;

S mairg ’chuir uigh anns an t-saoghal,—
'S iomadh caochladh ’teachd oirnn.

Ged tha cairdean gu deurach,

'S faoin an cumha leam féin e;
"Théid gu cuirm 'us cuirt éibhneis
"Giulan éididh a’ bhroin.

Ged tha m’ éideadh gun mhuthadh,
S mi gun deur air mo shuilibh,
Gus an cuir iad ’'s an uUir mi
Bi’dh mi ’'d ionndrainn ri m’ bheo;

Chionn bu toil leam an nionag,
Bu ro-thoil leam an nionag:

Mo sgeul dubhach g a innseadh
Thu bhi ’d shineadh fo ’'n fhoid.
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DO LEANABH.

Dean cadalan samhach a chuilein mo ruin,
Dean cadalan samhach a chagair ’'s a ruin;
Co nach tugadh a ghradh dhuit,

S gur aillidh do ghnuis?

Dean cadal a phaisdein

Gu samhach, séimh, ciuin,—

Gu-n robh sonas ‘us agh leat

Gu brath anns gach cuis.

Do shuil lionta ghorm, mheallach

S tlath ’"sheallas gach uair,

"Nis air dunadh ’"an cadal

Fo d’ mhalaidh gun ghruaim;

D’ aghaidh fhlaitheasach, shiobhalt



A’s minealta snuadh,
Gun ardan, gun mhi-run,
Air sineadh ’'an suain.

Ge b’e ’'sheallas gu faoilidh
Air d’ aogas gun smur,

Cha-n fhaic e ach caomhachd

Gu naomhail a’ d’ ghnuis;

Gur a cubhraidh’ leam d’ anail
N’ am barrach ’'s a’ bhruchd:

S e "nedinein do shamhladh
"Maduinn shamhraidh fo dhruchd.

Chuir am Freasdal gu baigheil

Gach agh air do shnuagh:

O! gu-n tugadh e ’'d nadur

Co-fhas leis "am buaidh:

Gu-m fas thu gu banail

Ciuin, ceanalta, suairc’,
"Tabhairt aoibhneis do d’ mhathair
An déigh d’arach a suas.
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0! guidheam, a leinibh,

Dhuit ’"an deireadh mo dhain,

Am Freasdal bhi ’d stiuradh

Le ’'churam gach 1la,

Gus an tamh thu gu sabhailt’

"An cala nan gras,

"S do chairdean ga d’ chomhlach’
Le deodthas, 'us failt’.

DO’N CHUTHAIG.

Failt’ ort féin, a chuthag ghorm,

Le d’ oran ceolmhor, milis;

S e seirm do bhedil ’'s a’ Chéitein og
A thogadh bron o m’ chridhe.

'S ro bhinn leam d’ fhuaim ’"s a’ mhaduinn chéit’,

S tu air barr géig ’s an innis,
No 'm feasgar ciuin aig bun nan stuchd
"N uair bhiodh an druchd a’ sileadh.

O! innis ¢’ ait’ an robh do thriall

N uair bha na siantan fionnar;

N’ an robh thu tosd gun chail, gun toirt,
"An cos a’ chnuic fo dhubhar?

S mor m’ fharmad riut, a chuathag chaomh,
Cha dean thu bron 'n ad shiubhal;

"Chionn tha do dhoire daonnan gorm,

'S do chridhe daonnan subhach.

Ged theicheas tu roimh’n fhuachd air am
Gu-m faic do ghleann thu rithis;

Ach '"n uair bheir mise ris mo chul

Cha bhi mo dhuil ri tilleadh.
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S truagh nach b’ urrainn domh leat triall
Air astar sgéith’ ’'n ar dithis,

Le caismeachd bhinn "toirt fios gach am

"N uair bhiodh an Samhradh ’tighinn.

ORAN.
AIR FONN:—<eng>“Fly, let us all to the bridal

Direadh ’'s a tearnadh nam bealaichean,
Héro ’'s aigeannach mi,—

Ged rachadh an saoghal gu gearan

Cha leig mise smal air mo chridh’.

Ag imeachd gun solus, gun soillse,

Fo dhubhar nan coilltean leam féin,
Cha-n fhaic mi le dorcha na h-oidhche
Ach dealan a’ sitheadh troimh ’'n speur.

Cluinnidh mi 'n fhairge ri borbhan,
"Co-fhreagairt ri torman nan dos;
Cluinnidh mi braoilich nan aimhnean,
"Co-fhreagairt ri raoicich nan eas.

"N uair dh’ fhosglas doras nan speuran
S a bhoillsgeas an dealan o 'n iar
Chi mi na neoil dhubha ’taomadh,

"Us saoghal fo thaosgadh nan sian.

Feuch a nis beithir na beucaich
A’ srachadh nan speuran le fuaim;

.<gai>

'S ann shaoil leam ’'n uair chuala mi 'n riasladh

Gu-n tuiteadh an iarmailt a nuas.
[TD 21]

Ged is uamhasach dhomhsa ’'bhi ’g imeachd,
"N am aonar gun ghealach, gun ghrian,

Tha m’ aigne gun churam, gun eagal,

S mo chridhe gun teagamh, gun fhiamh.

D’ é 'chuireadh fiamh orm ’'s a’ chunnart?
Nach ’eil mi ’an cuideachd mo Dhé;

Le cridhe nach meataich fo amhghar,

S gun ghamhlas do neach ’"tha fo 'n ghréin.

Ach chi mi solus gun luasgan

Aig iochdar a’ chruachain ud thall,
Dredis na céir’ ann an uinneig,—

'S e "dearsadh mar rionnaig a th’ ann.

O’'n fhuair mi reul-iuil air an rathad,
S mi cinnteach gu-n d’ amais mi gleann,
Théid mi le sunnd thar a’ chaislein,

Ged tha mi car airsnealach, fann.



Ruigidh mi dorus mo charaid,

Gun churam, gun fharral, gun sprochd;
Bi’dh esan le ioghnadh a’ farraid,
“D’ é 'chuir an rathad thu ’'n nochd?

“Ciod é 'chuir thu nall thar a’ chreachainn
Gun uiread ’'us breacan ga d’ dhion?

Gach duil anns na speuraibh ’"an aimhreit,

'S mor m’ eagal gu-n d’ chaill thu do chiall.”

Freagraidh mise le spraichd e,

“Ciod é sin an fharraid ’'tha ort?

Thoir a nall fear a leasachadh cléibhe,—
Cha-n fhaigh thu mo sgeul uam gun deoch.”

"Sunndach a théid mi do 'n leabaidh,
S a gheibh mi mo chadal le suain;
Moch-thra ’'n am éiridh ’s a’ mhaduinn
Cha-n fhaic iad mo mhala fo ghruaim.

[TD 22]
ORAN.
AIR FONN:—“Coille Chragaidh.”

"Nis o "n chaidh an sgoth 'n a h-uidheam
Suidheam air a h-urlar;

Cuiribh ogfhear sedlta, sgairteil,

Do Chloinn-Airt g’ a stiuradh;

'Nall am botal, lion an copan,

Olamaid le durachd

Deoch-slainte gach creutair bochd

"Tha 'n diugh fo sprochd ’s an duathaich.

Siudaibh "illean, cairibh rithe,
Bithibh cridheil, sunndach,
Thugaibh lamh gu h-ealamh, dan’
Air cur an aird a siuil rithe:
Na biodh curam oirbh, no eagal,
Seasamaid ar cursa;

Ruigidh sinn gu cala sabhailt’,
Ged is dan’ an ionnsuidh.

Chaidh sinn seachad air a “Ghratair”
Ged a b’ ard a bhuirich—

Ged a bha’n “Bun-dubh” cho gabhaidh
Rainig sinn a nunn air;

"Dol seachad “Soi,” "Righ bu mhor

An cronan ’'bh’ aig na suithein;

'S e mo ghradh an stiuradh grinn,
Nach leigeadh mill g’ ar n-ionnsuidh.

Nunn do Mhuile, nunn do Mhuile,

Nunn do Mhuile théid i,—

Nunn do Mhuile air bharr tuinne

Ged robh ’'mhuir a’ beucaich.

'S mi ’tha sunndach air a h-urlar,

Air bharr suigh ag éiridh,—

Mo ghradh an iubhrach laidir, dhtbailt’,



S na fir luthmhor, ghleusda.

[TD 23]

ORAN.

A ghlinn ud shios, a ghlinn ud shios,
Gur trom an diugh mo shuil,

A’ dearcadh air do lagain aigh

Mar b’ abhaist doibh ’'o thus.

Tha do choilltean fathasd dosrach,

"S gach sithein aillidh, uwain’;

'S fuaim an lub-uillt nuas o d’

"N a shuain-cheol sith "am chluais.

ard,

fhrith’

Tha 'n spréidh ag ionaltradh air do mhagh,—
Na caoraich air an raon:

Tha ’'churra ’'g iasgach air do thraigh,

'S an fhaoilean air a’ chaol.

Tha guth na cuthaig air do stuchd,

An smudan air do

ghéig,—

Os ceann do 1lon tha ’'n uiseag ghrinn

Ri ceileir binn ’

S an speur.

Tha suaimhneas anns gach luibh fo bhlath,—
Baigh air gach creig ’us cluain,
"Toirt ’"am chuimhne mar a bha

S na laithean ’tharladh uainn.

Fuaim do chaochain, fead na gaoith’,
"Us luasgan ard nan geug,

"G ath-nuadhachadh le codomhradh tlath
Nan laithean aigh a thréig.

Ach chi mi d’fhardaich air dol sios,

"N an laraich’,
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fhalamh, fhuar;
Cha-n fhaic fear-

siubhail, far nan stuchd
Na smuidean ’'g éiridh suas.

Do gharadh fiadhaich ’'fas gun dreach,
Gun neach g’ a chur air seol,
Le fliodh ’"us foghnain ann a’ fas,

'S an fheanntag '

n aite 'n rois.

O! c’ait’ am bheil gach caraid gaoil
"Bu chaomh leam air do learg

A chuireadh failtean orm a’ teachd,
"Us beannachd leam a’ falbh?

Tha ’'chuid a’s mo dhiubh anns an uir,
'S an t-iarmad fada bh’ uainn,

Dh’ fhag mis’ am
"N am choigreach

"N am choigreach
'S an aiceid ann

aonaran an so,
nochdta, truagh.

nochdta, truagh, gun
am chliabh,—

taic’,



"N aiceid chlaoidhteach sin nach caisg—
"G am shlaid a chum mo chrich’.

"G am shlaid a chum mo chrich le bron;
Ach thugam gldoir do 'n Ti,

Cha tug e dhomhsa ach mo choir—

Ri ’"ordugh bitheam striochdt’.

Tha lochran dealrach, dait’, nan speur
Air tearnadh sios do ’'n chuan,

'Us tonnan uain’ na h-airde ’'n iar

Ag iadhadh air mu 'n cuairt.

Sgaoil an oidhch’ a cledc’ mu ’'n cuairt,—
Cha chluinn mi fuaim ’s a’ ghleann;

Ach an ceardabhan, le siubhal fiar,

Ri ceol a’s tiamhaidh srann.

A ghlinn ud shios, a ghlinn ud shios,

A ghlinn a’s ciataich’ dreach,

A’ tionndadh uait "dhol thar do shliabh
Mo bheannachd siorruidh leat!

[TD 25]
ORAN.
AIR FONN:—“Gur tu mo bhean chomuinn.”

Gur moch rinn mi dusgadh, ’s an ur mhaduinn chéit’,
S a dhirich mi 'm bruthach gun duin’ ach mi féin,—
Tha ’'ghrian air a turas a’ siubhal troimh ’'n speur,
Dealt na h-oidhche a’ tuirlinn thar ur dhos nan geug.

A’ direadh an aonaich ri aodan a’ chuirn,

S binn tonnan a’ chaochain a’s aoidheala burn,

Le ’"rois air gach taobh dheth ag aomadh fo ’'n druchd,
'S e ri dearrsadh na gréine ag éiridh ’'n a smuid.

S binn na h-edin feadh nam preasan gu leadarra ’seinn;
Tha 'n uiseag lan sodolais ri cedl os mo chionn;

Na ba laoigh anns a’ gheumnaich air an réithlein ud thall,
’S mac-talla nan creagan ’'g am freagairt air ball.

S aluinn trusgan a’ ghlinne suas gu binnein nan stuchd;

'S cubhraidh boltrach nan luibhean 'n am chuinnein mar thuis;
Ged ’s boidheach gach doire anns a’ choillidh ’s a’ bhruchd,
Ged tha 'm barrach cho urail cha duisg e mo shunnd.

"An so air faobhar a’ mhullaich gur muladach mi,—
Ceann-aobhair mo thuiridh leam gur duilich r’ a inns’;
Nach dirich mi tuilleadh ri munadh ’'s an tir—

Nach dean mi cuis-ghaire ’'n gleann aillidh mo chridh’.

Cha-n ’"eil gleannan cho aoidheil ri ’fhaotainn mu-n cuairt,
Le d’ bheanntainean arda ‘cuir sgath ort o’n Tuath;

Ann an dudlachd a’ gheamhraidh gun ghreann ort, gun fhuachd;
Mo sgaradh ’'s mo chradh-lot a bhi d’fhagail cho luath.

[TD 26]



Ged is iomadh fear finealt’ anns na h-Innsean ud thall,

"Chaidh a dh’ iarraidh an storais, o’n tha 'n t-or oirnn cho gann:
Am fear ainneamh de 'n aireamh a thig sabhailt’ a nall

"N a bhodach gun spéirid, odhar, éisleineach, fann.

Air tilleadh do ’'n duthaich s e ’"dhuisgeas am bron

"Bhi ’faicinn m’a choinneamh luchd-comuinn na h-0ig’

Cho sunndach, geal, loinneil, ged tha ’"ghoinne ’'nam pdc,—
Gun uireasbheadh slainte, ged tha iad gun stor.

S mairg a mholadh na h-Innsean ’s gach rioghachd o dheas;
S am bi ’"cholan ’"s an inntinn ‘g an striochdadh le teas:
Far nach urrainn dhuit gluasad gun fhuathas 'us geilt,’
Agus uamh-bheist g a chubadh fo dhuiseal nam preas.

S mi "ghluaiseadh gun smalan ann an gleannan an aigh;

S moch a shiubhlainn do phreasan gun teagamh, gun sgath;

Anns an 0g mhaduinn chubhraidh, ’'n uair bhiodh druchd air gach barr,
Naile dhirinn ri d’ stuchd bheinn gun churam roimh namh.

Ach ’'s tiom dhomh bhi g éiridh, ’s bhi téurnadh o’n aird;

Cha dean luinneagan feum dhomh, cha dean éigheach dhomh stath;
Feuch am bata fo ’'cdmhdach aig cdomhnard na traigh,

Tha gu m’ ghiulan null thairis & gleannan an aigh.

Bheir mi suil thar a’ bhealaich air na beanntan mu-n cuairt;
So an sealadh mu dheireadh air gach gleannan ’us bruach;

A’ fagail leibh beannachd, ’'n am dealachadh uaibh,

A’ téurnadh an aonaich ’'s iad mo smaointean tha truagh.
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Ach s diomhain mo smuaintean, nach faoin dhomh bhi ’caoidh,
Cha-n ’"eil neach anns an t-saoghal ‘g a fhaotainn le dhiu;
Ge blath an fhuil chraobhach ’'tha ’'taosgadh o m’ chridh

S ro ghearr gus nach plosg i fo phlocan ’'s a’ chill

"Thi chruthaich an saoghal ’'s a chuir na daoine so ann,

’S a thug dhuinne Fear-saoraidh a dh’ aontachadh leinn—

Tha thu 'g éisdeachd ri m’ oran, cho bronach "g a sheinn;

Bi’dh mi ’striochdadh do d’ ordugh; bheir thu dhomhsa mo roinn.

ORAN.
AIR FONN:—<eng>“Hail to the Chief.”<gai>

S neo-shunndach leam m’ aigne o’n dhuisg mi ’s a’ mhaduinn,
S mo shuil thar an aisig gu glas-bheinn a’ cheo;

Mo dhurachd ’'bhi thall ud, ’‘bhi dluth ris an ainnir,

Le sugradh tairis 'g a tarruing a’m choir;

Gur muladach m’ inntinn, fo airsneal ’'s fo mhighean,

Ag ionndrainn na h-ionaig, ’'us briodal a bedil;

Bho na chaidh mo ghaol lurach null thairis do Mhuile

Cha dean mi car tuilleadh ach tuireadh "us brodn.

Ge sunndach ’'s ge h-éibhinn, ’s an ur mhaduinn chéitein,
Bhi ’“direadh nan sléibhtean ‘s a g’ éisdeachd nan edoin,—
Ge h-urail an sealladh dealt dluth ’‘us druchd meala



"Bhi ’lubadh gach meangain, ’s a sreamadh gach fedirn,

S ann tha aobhar mo churaim thar caol nan tonn du-ghorm,
'M bi luingeas a’ bruchdadh fo thuchadh nan sedl;

Mo dhuil ri dol thairis a null thar an aisig,

S gu-n duisginn an ainnir le aithris mo bheoil.
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Mo dhuil ri dol thairis, ’'s mo shuil air a’ chala,

Tha smuid thar a’ bhaile mar bhadan de’n cheo;

Bu luaineach mo chadal le bruadair mu ’'n ainnir,

A’s suairce ’'s a’s ceanalt’ ’'s a’s banaile nos;

Gach dreach ’"th’air an nionaig O! ’s deacair dhomh ’'n innseadh,
"Tha i farasda, finealta, inntinneach, 0g;

Mo run do chaol mhala, do mhiog-shuilean meallach,

Deud gheal ’'n ad bheul tairis, gruaidh thana mar ros.

Tha soirbheas air éirigh o bhruaillein nan speuran,

"Cur luingeas ’'n an éiginn, ’s a’ reubadh nan sedl;

Cha-n fhaodar leam aiseag, o ’'n chaochail an latha—

Tha 'n caol 'n a chaoir gheala ’'s muir ghreannach fo chrdic;
Na-m biodh agamsa sgiathan, ’s mi ’shracadh an iarmailt,

Ged a bhacadh gaoth ’'n iar mi, ’"us iarguil nan neoil,

Gu-m bithinn ’cheart ain-deoin, ri gualainn mo leannain;

B’ e m’” ulaidh, ’"us m’ aighear, bhi teannadh g a codir.

DI-MOLADH AN UISGE-BHEATHA.
AIR FONN:—“Crodh laoigh nam Bodach.”

Cha-n 01 mi deur tuille, deur tuille, deur tuille,—
Cha-n 01 mi deur tuille, deur tuille de’n dram;

Cha-n 01 mi deur tuille, cha dean mi ris fuireach,

S mi cinnteach gu-n cuireadh e ’'n tubaisd ’am cheann.

Gur mis ’tha gu bronach, ’"am luidhe ’s tigh-osda,
Mi ’teannadh ri oran le boidean gu teann;

Ag éirigh air m’uilin, ’s ag éigheach gu duineil,
“Cha-n 61 mi deur tuille, deur tuille de 'n dram.”

S trom éisleineach m’ aigne 'n am éirigh ’s a’ mhaduinn,
Mo bhriogais mu ’'m chasan g a tarruing a nall,

Mo bhriogais ’'n a strdicean, cha dean i mo chomhdach—

S e éigheach nan stop ’'chuir am poca cho gann.
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Le m’” chois air an urlar, ’'s gann tha mi air dusgadh,
Gur miosa na bruid mi le sturdan ’'s a’ cheann;
Le smal air mo léirsinn ’'s an t-snigh’ air mo léine,
Mo chridhe lan éislein le speuradh do ’'n dram.

Mo léirsinn air tuiteam, cha 1léir dhomh mo thrusgan;
Cha-n ’"eil mi ach tuisleach, a’ trusadh gach ball;

Ann an sedmar na bochdainn, ag iarruidh gach oisinn—
Ciamar théid mi air choiseachd ’s na h-osain air chall?

Tha muinntir an tighe ri buird, agus fanoid,
O 'n dh’ éirich mi falamh, cha-n fhaigh mi an taing;



Bu bhriathrach an raoir iad ’'n am lasadh nan coinnlean,
"An toiseach na h-oidhche bu chaoimhneil an cainnt.

Bi’dh iadsan cho fiadhaich mur paigh thu na fiachan,
Gach latha ’'s a’ bhliadhna ’"g an iarraidh gu teann,
"Cur cagar a’ d’ achlais le briathran a’ mhaslaidh,
“Tha agam ort tasdan ’'us aisig i nall.”

Bi’dh esan cho sporsail ’s a’ chlachan Di-ddmhnaich,
O’'n cheannaich e cota le pditeir an dram;

Clann ceathairne choéir’ ann, gun bhoineid, gun bhrogan,
S nighean dubh an tigh-o¢sda le srol air a ceann.

Sguiridh mi 'n bhéisd ud, cha bhi mi g a éigheach
Gun fhios a’m fo 'n ghréin, ciod am feum a tha ann,
Their na fir laidir, ’'n uair chi iad air sraid mi,
“Tha podit an tigh-thairne g a fhagail-san fann.”

Cha-n 01 mi deur tuille, cha dean mi ris fuireach;

Cha téid mi le furan ’"an cuideachd mo chall;

"N uair chluinneas mi’n deoch ud g a h-éigheach le frogan,
Bi 'dh iallan mo sporain g’ an roladh gu teann.

[TD 30]
ORAN.
AIR FONN:—“Bheir mi hé air m’ urra ho.”

"So 'n am shineadh air an t-sliabh,

S mi ri iarguin na bheil bh’uam,

'S tric mo shuil a’ sealltuinn siar,
Far an luidh a’ ghrian ’s a’ chuan.

Chi mi thall a h-aiteal caomh,
"Dearrsadh caoin ri taobh na traigh,
S truagh nach robh mi air an raon
Far an deach’ i claon ’'s an aillt.

S truagh nach robh mi féin an tras’
Air an traigh a’s airde stuadh,

G éisdeachd ris a’ chomhradh thlath
Th’ aig an o6igh a’s aillidh snuagh.

Aig an oigh a’s aillidh dreach,

S gile cneas, ’'s is caoine gruaidh;
Mala shiobhalt’, min-rosg réidh

Air nach eéireadh bréin’, no gruaim.

O! nach innis thu ’'ghaoth ’'n iar,

"N uair a thriallas tu thar sail’,
Ciod an doigh a th’ air mo ghaol,—
"Bheil i ’'smaointinn orms’ an tras’?

"N uvair a shin mi dhuit mo lamh

Air an traigh a’ fagail tir,

S ann air éiginn rinn mi ’radh,
“Soraidh leat, a ghraidh mo chridh’.”

"N uair a thug mi riut mo chul



Chunnaic mi thu ’'bruchdadh dheur;
Ged a shuidh mi aig an stiuir
S ann a bha mo shuil ’"am dhéigh.
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Chaidh a’ ghrian fo stuaidh ’s an iar,
Dh’ fhag i fiamh air nial a’ chuain;
'S éiginn dhomh o’n aird ’"bhi "triall—
Sguir an eunlaith féin d’ an duan.

Mile beannachd leat an nochd—

Cadal dhuit gun sprochd, gun ghruaim;
Slan gun acaid feadh do chléibh,

Anns a’ mhaduinn ’'g éirigh suas.

DUANAG.

ATIR FONN:—

Ni mi duan do ’'n ghruagaich bhanail
Ribhinn chaoin an aogais fhlathail,
Seinnidh mi mo dhuan do ’'n ainnir
"Dh’ fhas gu banail, banndaidh.

Seinnidh mi mo dhuan do ’'n o6igh’
A chum a chomhail ’s an tigh-o0sd’,
Ged a tha 1 'n trasa posd’,

Gu 'n cuir mi 'n ordugh rann di.

Phos thu 'n diugh ri fear do roinn,
"Leanas riut a la s a dh’ oidhch’;
Ach chum thu ’'choéomhail ud an raoir,—
Bu chiuin a rinn thu cainnt rium.

Bu chiuin a chuir thu sud ’"am chluais,

'S a h-uile h-aon ’'s an aird ’'n an suain,—
“Feuch, a ghraidh, nach gabh thu gruaim
Ged chaidh mi uait gun taing dhomh.”

Anns a’ mhaduinn chunnaic mi

Thu ann ad sheasamh air leth sgios,

'S fear an teagaisg a’ cuir sios duit,—
Cha bu bhinn a chainnt leam.
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Ged a bhiodh tu ’'dol fo ’'n fhoid,

"An ciste chumhain, chaoil nam bord,
Cha bhiodh do ghnuis gun tuar na s mo
"N uair chaidh na bdéidean teann ort.

'S e sud a chum mi féin fo phramh

"N am shuidhe diuidi am measg chaich,
"Do thug thu 'n t-suil ud orm cho blath,
Ged bha thu a’ d’ bhean-bainnse.

S tric a bhoidich thu ri m’ thaobh
Nach tigeadh muthadh air do ghaol;
Ach b’ éiginn sud a chur fa sgaoil



Bho 'n chinn an saoghal gann dhuinn.

Mur biodh na h-uile cuis mar-tha,
'S mi anns an am so gann ’‘am laimh,
Cha leiginn thu le fear gu brath,
Ged dheanadh cairdean aimhreit.

Gur soitheamh, siobhalta do ghnuis
Fo d’ mhala chaol nach claon le muig;
Bu chiuin, ro-aoigheil leam do shuil,
Cho caoin ri druchd an t-samhraidh.

Eisdeachd foill ri d’ orain loinneil
'S binne coir no ceol a’ choilich,
Moch air maduinn ched a ghoireas,
Anns an doire channdail.

ORAN.
AIR FONN:—<eng>“The Rock and the wee puckle tow.”<gai>

Tha triallairean Albainn ri aimhreit an tras’,
Ach s beag is mo leamsa ciod a their iad;

A’ sitbhal gach duthcha, ’'g an dusgadh gu fearg,—
Ach s beag is mo leamsa ciod a their iad:
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Fadadh-cruaidh air an gruaidh shuas anns na crannagan,
Stuil chlaon air gach taobh ’'glaodhaich gu faramach,

“Mur aontaich sibh leinne bi’dh sibh sgriosta gun dail;”
Ach ’'s beag is mo leamsa ciod a their iad.

Aig an Athair tha brath air an aidmheil a’s fearr,
Ged is beag is mo leamsa ciod a their iad;

Co 'n t-aon a tha ceart, no co e ’'tha cearr,—

Ged ’'s beag is mo leamsa, ciod a their iad.

S ann their luchd aidmheil ri ’chéile, “Cha-n ’'eil stéidh ann ad
theagasg,—

Tha sgriobtur ’s a’ Bhiobull, ag innseadh gun teagamh,

Gur mise ’tha ceart, agus thusa ’tha cearr;”

Ach ’'s beag is md leamsa ciod a their iad.

S e m’ athchuing ’s a’ mhaduinn ri Athair nan gras,—
Ged ’'s beag is md leamsa ciod a their iad,

E ’chumail mo chridhe gun smal air gu brath,

Ged ’'s beag is md leamsa ciod a their iad.

Le seirc ’'us truas, iochd do ’'n t-sluagh, ’'s a bhi gun uaill spioradail,
Duilean breoit’ a tha fo ledn fhedraich 'n an trioblaid;

Ged theireadh gach fear dhiubh gu-n robh mi gun ghras,

Gur beag is mo leamsa ciod a their iad.

ORAN.

AIR FONN:—



“Och! och! mar tha mi s mi so 'n am aonar,

A dol troimh 'n choill far an robh mi edlach,

S nach ’'fhaigh mi ait’ ann am fhearann duchais,
Ged phaighinn crun air son leud na brodoige.”

Neo-bhinn an fhuaim leam a dhuisg & m’ shuain mi,
'S e tighin a nuas orm o chruaich na "mdér-bheinn,—
An ciobair Gallda, ’s cha chord a chainnt rium,

E ’"glaodhaich thall ri cu mall an dolais.
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Moch maduinn chéitein ’an am dhomh éirigh,

Cha cheol air gheugan, no geum air mointich,
Ach sgreadail bhéisdean ’s a’ chanain Bheurla,
Le coin g an éigheach 'cur féidh air fogar.

"N uair a chi mi na beanntan arda,

S an fhearann aigh s an robh Fionn a chomhnuidh,
Cha-n fhaic mi ann ach na caoraich bhana,

’S Goill gun aireamh ’'s a’ h-uile cdmhail.

Na glinn chiatach ’s am faighteadh fiadhach,—

'M biodh coin air iallan aig gillean oga,

Cha-n fhaic thu ’'n diugh ann ach clobair stiallach,
S gur duibhe ’'mheuran na sgiath na rocais.

Chaidh gach abhaist a chur air fuadach,

Cha chluinn thu gruagach ri duan no oran

Nach bochd an sgeul e gu 'n d’ shearg ar n-uaislean,
S na balaich shuarach n’ an aitean-comhnuidh?

"N uair a chi mi na lagain aluinn,—

"A h-uile h-airidh ’"dol fas le coinnich,

Fo bhadain chaorach le 'n uain ’'g an arach,
Cha-n fhaod mi radhtainn nach b’ fhaidhe Tomas.*

ORAN.

AIR FONN:—“O! ho na daoine truagha.”

"Direadh a mach ri Beinnshianta,
Gur cianail tha mo smuaintean.

A’ faicinn na beinne 'n a fasaich,
S i gun aiteach air a h-uachdar.

* Faisneachd Thomais:—

“Cuiridh a’ chaora an soc as an talamh,
Bi’dh meall oir ’"am bun gach glinne,

S Albainn 'n a criosan geala.”

[TD 35]

"Sealltuinn a sios thar a’ bhealaich
S ann agamsa tha ’'n sealladh fuarraidh.

'S lionmhor bothan bochd gun aird air,



Air gach taobh 'n an laraich uaine;

Agus fardach ’'tha gun mhullach,
"Us na thulaich aig an fhuaran.

Far an robh 'n teine ’'s na paisdean
'S ann is airde dh’ fhas an luachair.

Far an cruinnicheadh na h-armuinn
Feuch a’ chaora bhan le ’'h-uan ann.

Ach, ’fhir shanntaich 'rinn an droch-bheairt,
Liuthad teaghlach bochd a ghluais thu!

S iomadh dilleachdan ’"tha ’'n ganntar,
Agus banntrach a tha truagh leat.

An dall, an seann duine, ’s an oinid,
"Toirt am mallachd air do bhuaireas.

Smuaintich féin 'n uair théid thu null bh’ uainn
Mar bheir Righ-nan-dul do dhuais duit.

B’ fhearr gu-n cuimhnicheadh tu trath air
Mu-n tugadh am bas do ’'n uaigh thu.

An ceannaich thu le beairteas trodocair?
Cha dean or gu brath a bhuannachd.

"Bheil thu ’'n duil gu-m faigh thu saorsainn
Leis na caoirich ’s do chuid bhuailtean.

B’ fhearr dhuit beannachdan an fheumnaich
D’ an tugadh tu ’'n déirc’ ’'an uaigneas.

B’ fhearr a bheannachdan le durachd,
Cridhe bruite g an cuir suas dhuit.

Ge b’e ait am faigh iad fearann
Mile beannachd leis na ghluais thu.

[TD 36]

Dhumhlaich an ced air Beinnshianta,
Thug a’ ghrian a sios an cuan oirr’.

Thainig duibhre air an iarmailt,

S cuiridh mise crioch ri m’ dhuanaig.

ORAN.

ATIR FONN:—“Thoir a nall dhuinn am Botal.”

Trom tiamhaidh mo chridhe aig imeachd troimh ’'n ghleann
Gun choémhail, gun choinneamh, ged ’'si’n Nollaig a th’ann,
Le m’ shuil air an fhasach, ’s na laraichean lom,

Far am faca mi 'n Gaidheal ri abhachd le sunnd.

Cha-n fhaic mi ann duine, ach cluinnidh mi 'n Gall



A’ sgriachail r’a chuilein air a’ mhullach ud thall;
'S chi mi na caoirich, ’s muilt mhaola nach gann,
"An aite nan curaidh ’s nan cruinneagan donn.

Cha chluinn mi ’s cha-n fhaic mi na b’ aithne dhomh uair,
Ach na cnocan ’'s na h-easan, ’'s na creagan ud shuas;

Bu chaomh leam an sealladh aon choileach air dun,—

Ged a b’ éigin domh bhreabadh, cha bu bheag orm an cu.

Ag ionndrainn nam feara, a’ cheathairne chodir,

A bheireadh dhomh cuireadh le furan gun gho;

Cha chluinn mi ’s cha-n fhaic mi na fleasgaichean og’,
"Dol cruinn air an achadh le 'n camain ‘n an dorn.

'S iad a chuireadh an iomain ’'s a leanadh i teann;
Cho luath ri buic earba feadh garbhlach nam beann,—
A bhuaileadh na buillean gu curanta, cruaidh,

A’ comh-strl ri ’'chéile gun bhréine, gun ghruaim.

"N uair a sgaoileadh an comunn an deighinn tra-nodin,
S a shuidheadh gach buidheann gu subhach mu ’'n bhord,
Bhiodh seanfhear an tighe, na mnathan, ’s a’ chlann,
Ag o0l air a chéile gun éislean, gun ghreann.

[TD 37]

Am sonruicht’ de 'n oidhche ’'n uair rachadh iad cruinn,
Bu shunndach ’s bu chridheil an fhidheal a’ seinn;

Na gruagaichean téisteil ’'s na fleasgaichean treun,

A’ dannsadh gu h-innealt ’'s ri mireag gun bheud.

Greis roimh dheireadh na h-oidhche ’'n uair a sguireadh a’ chuirm,
S a shuidheadh an comhlan gu stolda air na fuirm,

Gu-m b’ éibhinn ’'bhi 'g éisdeachd nan éideagan grinn,

"Togail nan luinneag cho milis ’s cho binn.

Tha mise 'n so 'm onrachd ag imeachd troimh ’'n ghleann,
Mo shuil air an fhasach le laraichean lom,

B’e 'n t-ioghnadh na-n cinneadh mo chridhe cho fuar,

S nach tigeadh a’ mhuinntir ’'am chuimhne ’s an uair.

TUIREADH.

S trom mo ghleus air an stuchd
Anns an fheasgar chubhraidh, Chéit’;
Dealt nan speur a’ teannadh dluth,
Inneil chiuil ’"am barr gach géig’.

Chrom a’ ghrian, tha 'n iarmailt ruadh,
Air cuan mor nan stuadhan ard;

Feuch an long ag éiridh suas,—

Mar thannasg fuar i seach a’ snag.

Tha ’'n oidhche ’teachd le trusgan ciar,—
Tha 'n airde 'n iar air dol 'n a smal;
Thréig an téis bha 'm beul gach ian,
Gidheadh cha-n ’eil mi "triall o 'n aird.

Tha gach duil ’s gach cuileag fhaoin



Air gach taobh a’ gabhail taimh;
Ach mise "am shineadh anns an fhraoch,
Fo iomairt smaointean baoth gun sta.

[TD 38]

O’'n a thainig mi do "n t-saoghal
'S beag a rinn mi ’smaointean glic;
Mar bhlath cluarain air an raon,
"Ghluaiseas leis gach gaoith a thig.

Gidheadh tha smaointean tiamhaidh, bochd
"Nochd a’ mosgladh ann am chridh’,

Tha mar fhasaich falamh, fuar,

S e gun luaidh air neach no ni.

Cha-n ’"eil agam leannan gaoil,
No caraid caomh agam fo 'n ghréin,—
Cha-n ’"eil agam bean no clann,
No neach a b’ annsa leam na ’chéil’.

Amhuil mar bhruid air a mhagh,

Gun eagal Dhé, gun ghradh, gun duil;
Cha-n ’"eil curam air mo chridh’,

S mi gun ni ‘s an cuir mi uigh.

Ard-Righ nam feart tionndam riut,

S air mo ghluinibh guidheam ort,—
Deodnaich dhomhsa cridhe nuadh,—

Eisd ri m’ urnuigh thruaigh an nochd.

Doirt a nuas do Spiorad caomh,—

Ris an t-saoghal bheiream cul;

Dhuit a mhain, O! thugam gaol,

"N ad Aon Mhac féin, O! cuiream duil.

Eisd, a Shlanuighir nam buadh,
Ri urnuigh thruaigh a’ teachd o m’ chridh’;
Tha mo cheum air slighe ’‘bhais,
"Triath nan grasan sabhail mi.

[TD 39]
ORAN.

Tha na siantan air caochladh, tha ’'n saoghal fo sprochd,
Chuir an doineann fhuar, fhiadhaich an ianlaidh ’'n an tosd;
Tha sneachda trom, domhail a’ comhdach nam beann,

A’ lionadh nan glacan, ’'s a’ tacadh nan allt,

S mise ’feitheamh an aisig aig carraig a’ chaoil,

Ri smaointean air abhachd nan laithean a dh’ aom.

Ann an laithean ar n-o0ige dol an comhail an t-sluaigh,
Cha sheall sinn ach faoin air mar dh’ aomas iad ’uainn;
Cha tig e 'n ar smaointinn cho goirid ’s tha ’'n dail,
Gus am bruchd gach ledn oirnn g’ ar lubadh gu lar,

Gun churam, gun éislein aig teumadh air taobh,

Ar laithean a’ snag uainn gun aireamh air aon.

"N uvair a luidheas an aois oirnn ’'s a dh’ aognas ar snuagh,



Ar ciabh ’"dol an tainead, agus smal air ar gruaidh,
Bidh teugmhail 'n an cdmhlain a’ cdomhradh gu truagh,
Agus cairdean ar n-o0ige air somhladh ’'s an uaigh,
'S ann an sin bhios ar cridhe lan mulaid ’us gaoid,
Ri smaointean air abhachd nan laithean a dh’ aom.

O! Ard-Righ na cruinne, ceann-uighe ar duil,

Air an t-sneachda fhliuch, fhionnar dhuit a lubas mi glun;

S guidheam gu-n orduich thu dhomhsa gu glic,

"Bhi ’cuimhneachadh d’orduigh’n gu h-umhal ’'s gu tric,

Chum 'n uvair chriochnaicheas m’ astar ann an glacaibh an aoig,
Nach cuimhnich thu m’ fhailinn anns na laithean a dh’ aom.

[TD 40]
TUIREADH.

Tha mulad orm, tha mulad orm,

Tha cudthrom air mo chliabh

"Am shineadh air an tulaich ghuirm,
Air m’ uilinn anns an t-sliabh,

A’ dearcadh far a’ mhullaich so
Air a’ ghleann ’s an d’ rugadh mi,
"Cuimhneachadh na bhuineadh dhomh,
S gach duine dhiubh air triall.

S iomadh ogfhear curanta

A chunnaic mi ’s a’ ghleann,

Gu luthar, laidir, fulangach,

Gun uireasbhuidh, gun mheang;

Bu chaoimhneil, cairdeil, duineil iad,
Gu baigheil, pairteach, furanach,

An sar dhuin’ uasal urramach

"N a churaidh air an ceann.

"N uair chruinnicheadh an coémhlan ud
An déigh tra-ndin fo bheus,

Gu-m b’ fhonnar, binn na b-digheanan

A’ téiseadh cedl nan teud:

Cha-n ioghnadh mi ’"bhi ’"g osnaich,

S mo chridhe 'bhi ’'s a’ phlosgartaich,
Air n-aile gur a coltach mi,

Ri Oisein ’'n deigh na Féinn’.

Tha mulad orm, tha mulad orm,

Gur duine mi gun toirt,

A’ cuimhneachadh air m’ uireas’aibh
Cha-n urra dhomh ’'bhi ’tosd,

"Am aonaran ’'s an t-saoghal so,

Gun phruip, gun taic’, gun daoin’ agam,
S mi air an udail fhaontraighe,

Mar fhaoilein feadh nam port.

[TD 41]

Tha dealt na h-oidhche ’drughadh

Air na dh’ fhuirich orm de m’ chiabh;
Tha 'n speur a’ nochdadh rionnagan
Gu tiugh an ear ’'s an iar;

Ag éiridh far na tulaich ghuirm,



A théarnadh leis na mullaichean!
Tha mulad orm, tha mulad orm,—
Cha-n urra mi ’chur dhiom.

ORAN.
ATIR FONN:—"“A nochd gur faoin mo chadal domh.”

S uain’ an fhoid fo’n d’ adhlaic iad
An ainnir chaomh ’s an uir,

Le soObhraichean, ’s le nedineinean,
Am measg nam fedirnein dluth;

Ach spiolam ’'nuas an fheanntag so,
Cho coimheach, feanntaidh, gnu,—

Cha shamhladh air an ainnir thu,

"G an robh an aigne chiuin.

Cha shamhladh air an ainnir thu

"G an robh an aigne chiuin,

Nach deanadh lochd, ’s nach tugadh beum,
Nach nochdadh eud no tnu;—

Bha seirc, ’us gradh, ’us baighealachd
Gu h-ailidh ann ad ghnuis.

Co ’'chunnaic thu gun ghaol thoirt duit?
Co ’"bhruidhneadh ort gun chliu?

S trom an diugh mo smaointinean,
A’ cuimhneachadh aig d’ uaigh,

Am feasgar ciuin a dhealaich sinn
Le beannachdan g an luaidh;

Cha robh lochd 'n ar conaltradh,
No brosgal, cleith, no cluain;
Ach seirc, ’'us gradh, le ceanalas,
"Us carantachd le stuaim.

[TD 42]

Bu ghearr an uin’ ’'n a dhéigh sin
"N uair thainig sgeul a’ bhroin,
Nach fhaiceamaid ri ’'r maireann thu
Air thalamh anns an fheoil;

Tha do chré ’'s an duslach,—

Tha mis’ an so gun treodir,

"Am dhuine tuisleach, euslainteach,
Am sheasamh crom aig d’ fhoid.

"Am sheasamh crom a’ dearcadh

Air na leachdan ’"tha mu-n cuairt,

Le m’ chiabhan liath air tanachadh,
'S a’ ghailionn air mo shnuadh;

Tha 'n Aois a’ teachd am fagus dhomh,
A’ bagradh orm gu truagh,

Le mile gaoid ’us an-shocair,

"G am theannadh ris an uaigh.

Chi mi thar a’ mhonaidh ud
Air coimhead os mo chionn,
An duibhre air na mullaichean,
S an rionnag a’ tighin dluth;



Tha dealt na h-oidhch’ a’ teéarnadh orm,—

Cha 1léir dhomh nis, fo m’ shuil,

Cho uain’ ’s tha 'n fhoid fo 'n d’ adhlaiceadh
An ainnir chaomh ’s an uir.

BIDH MI GA D’ CHAOIDH.

SEISD.—

Ho ré, gu’'m bi mi ga d’ chaoidh ri m’ bhed,

Ged "thréig thu mise cha lugh ’"d orm thu;

Na’n tigeadh tu fhathast bu tu m’ aighear ’'s mo run,
S na 'm faighinn do litir gu’n ruiginn thu nunn.

[TD 43]

Thoir an t-soraidh, ceud soraidh, thoir an t-soraidh so uam,
A dh’ ionnsuidh nam porta thar osnaich a’ chuain,

Far an d’ fhag mi mo leannan, caol-mhala gun ghruaim,

S gur cubhraidh’ leam d’ anail na 'n caineal ’ga bhuain.

S 'n uvair rainig mi 'n cladach bha m’ aigne fo phramh
A’ cumha na maighdinn a’s caoimhneile gradh.

S 'n uair ghabh mi mo chead di air feasgar Di-mairt
Gu 'n deach’ mi 'n tigh-osda a dh-0l1 a deoch-slaint’.

'S e so an treas turas dhomh féin a bhi falbh,

A dh’ ionnsuidh na luinge le sgiobair gun chearb,

Le comhlan maith ghillean nach tilleadh roimh stoirm;
S na 'm biodh agam botal gu ’'n cosdinn sud oirbh.

Ged théid mi gu danns’, cha bhi sannt agam dha,

Cha 'n fhaic mi té ann a ni samhladh do m’ ghradh;

"N uvair dhireas mi 'n gleann, bidh mi sealltain an aird,
Ri duthaich nan beann, ’'s a bheil m’ annsachd a’ tamh.

Bheir i barr air na ceudan an té ’'tha mi ’sealg,—

I 'n gnuis mar an reul a bheir leus fad’ air falbh,
Mar ros air a’ mheangan, tha ’'n ainnir 'n a dealbh,
’S ged sgaineadh mo chridhe, cha 'n innis mi ’"h-ainm.

SEINN AN DUAN SO, HUG IRI HU O.

Seinn an duan so, hug iri hu o,

Do’m chailin dualaich, hug o ro 1,

A’s deirge gruaidhean ’'s a’s duinne cuailein,

S gur lionmhor buaidh a th’air luaidh mo chridh’.

[TD 44]

S ann Di-Mairte bho cheadh’ Loch-Aluinn,
A dh’fhalbh mo ghradh-sa le bat’ na smuid;
Bu luath a ceum ’'dol gu tir na Beurla,

S tha mi fo éislean air bheagan sunnd.
Seinn, etc.

S gur ann le bata nan roithean laidir,
S nan cuibhlean prais ’s iad a ghnath ’cur strith;
Fear ga ’'stitradh gu laidir, lughmhor,



'S e "deanamh iuil dhi gu Diura shios.
Seinn, etc.

Gur h-ioma peucag a chi thu’n Glaschu,

Le’'n éideadh maiseach ’'s le’m fasan ur;

'S ann bhios tu, eudail, mar reult na maidne
"Cur neul le airsneul air dreach an gnuis.
Seinn, etc.

S truagh nach robh mi leat thall an Eirinn,
"Us m’"aitribh féin an taobh thall do’n chuan—
Dh’aithnichinn m’eudail am measg nan ceudan,
"Us i mar Bhénus ag éirigh suas.

Seinn, etc.

Tha do chomhradh gu blasda, binn leam,

Pog is millse na mil an fhraoich,

D’ anail chubhraidh ’tha mar na h-ubhlan,
Tigh’n réidh, gun tuchan, o d’ mhuineal caoin.
Seinn, etc.

’S tha do shuilean mar na smeuran,

Mar ros an garadh tha do dha ghruaidh,

Mar choinnle céire, ’'s iad laist’ le chéile—

S gu 'n aithnichinn m’eudail am measg an t-sluaigh!
Seinn, etc.

[TD 45]

Té eil’ fo 'n ghréin cha 'n ’eil ri fhaicinn,
Is boidhche maise na bean mo ghaoil!

Da shuil mhiogach, mheallach, lionta,

Fo 'n rosg shiobhalt, dh’fhag m’inntinn faoin.
Seinn, etc.

S tric a bha mi fo sgail nan craobh leat,

"Us lagan fraoich air gach taobh dhinn fhin,

Bu leam do chomhradh ’'s le d’ dhedin do phogan,
S tha mi fo ledn bho’n la dh’fhag thu’n tir!
Seinn, etc.

DO’N OLLA IAIN MACLACHUINN, NACH MAIREANN,
A CHAOCHAIL 'S A’ BHLIADHNA, 1874.

LE DONNACHADH MAC A’ PHEARSAIN.
AIR FONN:—“Mort Ghlinne-Comhunn.”

Fhuair mi naigheachd do bhais;

S ioma h-aon a bhios craiteach g’a luaidh;
Sar cheann-feadhna nan Gaidheal

"N diugh bhi g’a charadh ’s an uaigh.

Bu tu lighich’ na slainte,

"Dheanadh cobhair air cach a bhiodh truagh;
Och! mo sgaradh, ’'s mo chradh-lot,

Gun d’rinn thu ar fagail cho luath.

"N uair a thainig a’ chrioch ort
S a chualas thu ’shaoi bhi gun deo,



Bu mhor mulad do chairdean
Trom dubhach, gun mhanran, gun cheol;

[TD 46]

Do phiuthar euslainteach, aosda

Gun fhurtachd no faochadh, g’ a leon,
"Bualadh bhasan ’'s a’ caoineadh—

Chuir an tuireadh ud gaoir ann am fheoil.

S ann air Ceadh’ Thobar-mhoire

A bha 'm bron aig luchd comuinn do ghaoil;

Bha na bochdan gu h-araidh

Ag osnaich, ’s bu chraiteach an glaodh;
Chruinnich maithean an aite,

Le onair ’'cur aird air an aog;

"S ghléidh iad suil air a’ bhata

"Dol gu Fionnairidh sabhailt’ troimh ’'n chaol.

'S ann ’'s a’ Chnoc ’'chaidh do charadh,
Anns an uir a bha nadurr’ do d’ sheors’,
Taobh a’ Chaoil ’s am bi ’chalach,

S na luingis fo lan an cuid seol.

Tha thu ’"d chliu "dh’ Earraghaidheal,

'S do 'n duthaich a dh’ araich thu og,
'S fad s a bhruidhneas sinn Gaidhlig,
Cumar cuilmhn’ air do bhardachd, le ceol.

'S ann ’s a’ Mhorairne Ghleannaich

Fhuair thu d’ arach a’ d’ leanabh ’'s tu og,

An Rathuaidhe nan liosan

S an cinneadh na measan ’'s am pdor—

An gleann nedineineach, sgiamhach,

S uaine lurach a lianagan fedir

A’s aosda craobhan fo iadh-shlait

S na h-edin ag airsinn gu lionmhor ’'n a medir.

Do chridhe mor duineil, cairdeil,

A’ soillse mar ghréin ann ad chliabh,
Fear do dh’ oighreachan naduir

Mar chluaran cruint’ aillidh nan sliabh,

[TD 47]

Thuit ort cledca na bardachd—

Dileab Oisein a dh’ fhag e o chian;

Bha thu léirsinneach, fiosrach,

S cha b’ i "ghéire gun tuigse do mhiann.

S ioma té a thug gaol dhuit,

S cha b’ ann miodalach, faoin a bha ’"n gradh,
Rinn thu ’'n cridheachan aomadh,

S iad air mhire gu d’ fhaotainn air laimh;
Sgaoil na lasraichean gaoil ud,

Mar fhaluisg ri fraoch nam beann ard;

O'n s ann diomhain bha ’'n saothair

Chunnt iad aighear an t-saoghail na chradh.

"N am suidhe ’s tigh-thairne,
"N uailr ’‘chruinnicheadh na Gaidheil mu ’'n bhord,



"Cur mu ’'n cuairt na deoch-slainte,

S tu ’"dheanadh a paigheadh, ’s a h-01;
"Sunndach ’'sheinneadh tu ’'n duanag.

Le botal ’"us cuach ann ad dhorn

"N uair bhiodh bodaich do dhuthcha,

S an cridhe g’a mhuthchadh le bron.

Smeorach chedlmhor Chloinn-Lachuinn

S tric chuir aighear an tighean a’ bhroin,
A’ seinn mar eodin eadar chrannaibh

'Maduinn Chéitein ’s a’ bharrach—-be 'n ceol!
Crun lurach nam fluran,

Tha cliu ort a’ d’ dhuthaich bho d’ oig,’
Gnuis aillidh an fhiurain,

S ioma té leis ’‘m bu chliuiteach do phog.

Ged is dana dhomh labhairt,

Mu mhaitheas ’'us flaitheas an Righ,
Tha mi 'n dochas le aighear

Nach robh amhuinn Iordain dhuit cli—

[TD 48]
Gu-n do threodraich an Slanuighear
Troimh gheata nan gras thu le sith

Am measg mhilltean do-aireamh
A’ sheinn air a ghradh ’'tha gun chrioch.
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