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HISTORY OF THE CLAN MACKENZIE. V
WITH GENEALOGIES OF THE PRINCIPAL FAMILIES.
By tE EDITOR.

(e

Tmis Clan, at one time one of the most powerful in the Highlands, and
still one of the most numerous and influential, claims a very ancient
descent. It has been long maintained, that the family is descended from
an Irish nobleman, named Colin or Cailean Fitzgerald ; and, althcugh in
the light of modern discoveries, we find ourselves unable to adopt this
view, we shall place it before the reader, and leave him to adopt, after
full consideration, which view he thinks most probable and authentic.
The authoritics who maintain this Irish origin of the Clan inform us,
that a certain Otho, who came to England with William the Conqueror, and
fought with him at the Battle of Hastings, was created Castellan and Baron
of Windsor, and that he was the common progenitor of the Fitzgeralds, of
the Windsors, and Earls of Plymouth. Most authorities concur in hold-
ing that this Otho was succeeded by his son, surnamed Fitz-Otho, who, we
find, was Castellan of Windsor in 1078, and married a daughter of Glady,
of Ry Gwallan ap Comryn, Prince of North Wales, by whom he had three
sons, Gerald, Robert, and William. Robert, who was afterwards Castellan
of Windsor, appears as a witness to a royal charter, granted in favour of
the Monks of Durham, in 1082, and had extensive possessions in several
English counties.

Gerald or Gerard (for the two names are synonymous), under the
patronymic of Fitz-Walter, in 1112, married Nesta, daughter of Rees ap
Teudor Griftin, Prince of South Wales, by whom he had three sons, 1)
Maurice, (2) William, of whom are said to be descended the Earls of
Kerry,and (3) David, Bishop of St David's, uncle to the celebrated Geraldus
Cambrensis, whom he afterwards appointed to the Arch-Deanery of that
See.

Maurice, the eldest son, succeeded his father, and was one of those
who accompanied Richard Strongbow, Earl of Striguel, to Ireland, about
1170, where, after many distinguished and signal services in the subjection
of that country, he was created Baron of Wicklow, and Naas Offelim of
the territories of the Macleans, by Henry II., who, on his return to
England, left Maurice in the joint-Government in 1172, He had married

A
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Alicia, daughter of Amulphade Montgomery, brother of Robert, Earl of
Shrewsbury, who bore him four sons, Gerald, William, Alexander, and
Maurice.

Gerald Fitz-Maurice succceded his father, and was created Lord
Offally. By his wife Catherine, daughter of Hanno de Valois, Lord
Chief-Justice of Ireland, he had a son, Maurice, who in due course suc-
ceeded his father. Maurice died on the 20th of May 1267, and left two
sons, Thomas and Gerald.

Thomas Fitz-Maurice succeeded his father as Lord Offally, and was
generally known as “ Thomas Mor,” or Great Thomas, in consequence of
his distinguished valour and signal performances on the battlefield. This
great warrior and powerful chief had a rupture with King Henry, and the
neighbouring tribes finding that this was a great source of weakness to
their power, they, led by their chiefs, made harassing inroads on his
territories. Thomas, however, continued to effect considerable divisions
amongst them, and thus recovered much of his former power and inftuence,
and cleared his territories of all his enemies. In 1262, however, these
Irish mountain tribes concentrated their followers, and ‘gained a victory
over “ Thomas Mor” in a pitched battle at Callan, where his son John,
and grandson Maurice, with fifteen knights and a great number of
followers of less note, were left dead on the field ; but he was ultimately
successful, and established for himself a high reputation, and secured the
favour of the Sovereign.

It may not be out of place to give the traditionary account of
the introduction of the race of Otho into Hibernian record, and how they
became identified with the children of the Gael in Ireland, and afterwards
with those of Scotland. In 1167, according to this traditionary legend,
Diarmad MacMhurchaidh, King of Leinster, committed a rape on
Devorgil, the wife of Tighearnach, Roderick, King of Bresinia, who
entered into a league with Roderick O’Conuor, the most powerful of the
petty kings of Ireland, to revenge the insult. This combination was too
formidable for Diarmad, who was overwhelmed and totally defeated. He
fled to England with the view of obtaining aid from King Henry II.
Finding His Majesty was at the time at Antiquaine, he proceeded thither
and ofiered to hold his kingdom of that monarch if he would aid him to
recover it frow his victorious enemies.  Henry readily entered into this
project, and gave him a commission to recruit from among his English sub-
jects such followers as he might consider expedient. On Diarmad’s return to
Bristol he met Richard Strongbow, Earl of Striguel, who willingly agreed
to join him, on the condition that Strongbow, in the event of success,
would marry Eva, Diarmad’'s daughter, and succeed him in his kingdom.
The Irish king then proceeded to Wales, where he made arrangements
with Maurice Fitz-Gerald and his half-brother, Robert Fitz-Stephen,
promising them, in the event of success, the town of Wrexford and the
the adjoining territories. The latter started immediately for Ireland, and
arriving with a handful of followers, reduced Wrexford. Fitz-Gerald
soon after followed and joined his brother. Their combined forces,
numbering ten knights, sixty horsemen, seventy men-at-arms, and four
hundred and sixty archers, marched upon the City of Dublin, with such
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promptitude, that the garrison, then occupied by the Danes, surrendered
after little or no resistance.

Striguel arrived in 1170, and, according to agrecment, married Eva,
Diarmad’s danghter, and was declared heir and successor to the kingdom
of Leinster. The City of Dublin, which was unaccountably left under
the charge of the Danish Governor Asculphus, revolted, and had to be
again reduced. Asculphus escaped and fled to Orkney, and thus ended
the reign of the Vikingr in that quarter.

King Henry now became jealous of the success of Diarmad and his
English confederates, and issued an order to all his English subjects
serving under Strongbow to abandon him, at the same time commanding
all adventurers from England not to join him further in the invasion.
He was called Diarmad “Mor Onorach,” or ‘ Highly honourable,”
by his friends and allies, but by his own countrymen he was considered,
and looked upon as contemptible, for having betrayed his country
into the hands of the English. He died on the 4th of May 1171,
when Striguel was proclaimed King of Leinster. On hearing this,
Henry dispatched Henry de Merisco to demand his surrender of authority
and his instant return to England, at the same time, appointing
Maurice Fitz-Gerald governor ad interim. Striguel obeyed, and on his
return to England he met Henry at Gloucester, and there made over*all
his rights to him. The Kiug himself now embarked for Ireland, with four
or five hundred knights, and four thousand men at arms. On his arrival
with such an imposing and powerful following, all the petty kings found
it most to their interest to do him homage, and retain possession of their
respective kingdoms ; and it is on this visit he is said to have created
Maurice Fitzgerald, Baron of Wicklow and Naas Offelim.

This tradition does not differ much from the historical facts now
brought to light. '

The Kings of Desmond are admitted to have been of very ancient
renown in Irish annals.  During the conquest, Diarmad of Des-
mond stood out boldly against the English, and, as a reward for his redue-
tion, Henry awarded the Kingdom of Cork, comprising originally that of
Desmond, to the victor ; but that petty monarch having at length sub-
mitted to the English King, the seigniory of Desmond, was remitted to him,
to hold of the King of Englaud, but failing heirs male, it ultimately fell
to Thomas Carron, who had married his daughter. There was issue only,
one daughter, of this union, who married Thomas Fitzgerald, and who had
the seigniory of Desmond transferred to her in dowry. She bore him one
son, John, who married, first, Marjory, daughter of 8ir Thomas Fitz-
Antony, who bore him Maurice, ancestor of the Duke of Leinster; and
secondly, he married Honora, daughter of Hugh O'Connor, by whom he
he had six sons—Cailean, hitherto considered the progenitor of the
Mackenzies ; Galen (said to be the same as Gilleon, or Gillean, the
ancestor of the Macleans of Mull), who fought at the battle of Largs, and
died in 1300 ; Gilbert, ancestor of the White Knights ; John, ancestor
of the Knights of Glynn ; Maurice, ancestor of the Knights of Kerry;
and Thomas, progenitor of the Fitzgeralds of Limerick.

It will be noticed, that although the name Gerald or Gerard descends
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through the ancestors of the family, beginning with Gerald Fitz-Walter,
it does not appear to have become an established patronymic till a
later period ; but it has been maintained, that the ancestors of the Clan
Mackenzie were recognised in limine as “ ¢ Familia Geraldorum.”

During the Reign of Alexander II., several of the North and West
Highland Chiefs being very powerful, and so remote that they could not
be subdued, resisted the King's authority. He therefore determined to com-
mand an expedition against Angus of Argyle in person, and died, on his
way thither in 1249, leaving his son Alexander IIL only nine years of age,
with the full weight and responsibility of the Government of Scotland on
his shoulders. It is, however, not in accordance with our present object
to refer to this reign further than is necessary to introduce Cailean
Fitzgerald, the reputed ancestor of the Clan Mackenzie, and to show the
manner, in which he is said to have obtained possession of Eileandonnan
and the Lands of Kintail.

Driven from Ireland in 1262, Cailean, it is said, took refuge at the Court
of the youthful Scottish King, by whom his rank and established prowess
were duly recognised. Alexander was at this time preparing for an
expected attack from Haco, King of Norway; and no doubt, in view of
such a contingency, considered himself fortunate in having an oppor-
tunity to secure the friendship and, ultimately, the active aid of such a
renowned warrior as Cailean Fitzgerald. On the 2d of October 1262,
Haco landed on the coast of Ayrshire, where he was at once met by a
gallant force of fifteen hundred knights, splendidly mounted on horses—
many of them of pure Spanish breed—wearing breastplates, while their
riders were clad in complete armour, with a numerous army of foot well
armed with spears, bows and arrows, and other weapons of war, according
to the usage in their respective provinces, and led by the King in person.
These splendid and well accoutred armies met at Largs ; and then com-
menced that bloody and famous battle which was the first great blow
towards checking the arrogance of the Norwegians and the opening of a
channel for the subsequent arrangements between Alexander and Magnus
IV., and the consequent introduction of an entirely new organisation
into the Western Islands, hitherto inhabited by a mixed race, composed
of the natives and of the descendants of those who had gradually formed
connections and intermarried with successive colonies of the Norse and
Danes that settled in the Hebrides.

In this memorable engagement the Scots commenced the attack.
The right wing, composed of the men of Argyle, of Lennox, of Athole, and
Galloway, was commanded by Alexander, Lord High Steward, while
Patrick Dunban Earl of March, commanded the left, composed of the
men of the Lothians, Berwick, Stirling, and Fife The King placed
himself, in the centre, at the head of the choice men of Ross, Perth,
Angus, Mearns, Mar, Moray, Inverness, and Caithness, where he was con-
fronted by Haco in person, who, for the purpose of meeting the Scottish
King, took post in the Norwegian centre. The High Steward, by a
dexterous movement, made the enemy’s left give way, and he instantly,
by another adroit manceuvre, wheeled back on the rear of Haco’s centre,
whape he found the two warrior Kings desperately engaged. This induced
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Haco, after exhibiting all the prowess of a brave king and able com-
mander, to retreat from the field, followed by his left wing, leaving, as
has been variously stated, sixteen to twenty-four thousand of his followers
on the field, while the loss on the Scottish side is estimated at about five
thousand. The men of Caithness and Sutherland were led by the
Flemish Freskin. Those of Moray were probably led by one of their
great chiefs, and we have have every reason to believe, although without
any distinet authority, that the men of Ross rallied round one of
their native chiefs. At any rate, among the other illustrious men
who were most conspicuous for gallantry and bravery was Cailean Fitz-
gerald, who, as we learn from the fragment of the Record of Icolmkill
arrived the previous year. This document says,—¢ Callenus peregrinus
Hybernus nobilis ex e familia Geraldinorum qui proximo anno ab
Hybernia pulsus apud Regum benigne acceptus hinc usque in curta
permansit et in praefacto proelio strenues pugnarit.”—(Colin, an Irish
stranger and nobleman of the family of Geraldines, who, in the previous
year, had been driven from Irelaud, and had been well received by the
King, remained up to this time at Court, and fought bravely in the afore-
said battle).

After the defeat of Haco, Alexander sent detachments to secure the
‘Western Islands, and to check the Islanders, which, after his treaties with
Magnus, served to reduce them to comparative subjection and a proper
state of subordination. Among those sent in charge of the western
garrisons was Cailean Fitzgerald, who, under the patronage of Walter
Stewart, Earl of Menteith, was settled in the government of Eilean-
Donnan, a strong castle in Kintail, built on an insolated rock at the
extremity of Lochalsh and the junction of Loch Duich and Loch Long,
the whole forming, it has been asserted, the Ifus of Ptolemy and Richard
Cirencester. Cailean’s jurisdiction extended over the adjoining districts
of Lochalsh, Kintail, &c., and his vigilance is recognised by the already
quoted document in the following terms :—* De quo in proelio ad Largos,
qui postea se fortiter contra Insulanos gessit et ibi inter cos in presidium
relicto "—that is, “ Of whom we have spoken at the battle of Largs, and
who afterwards conducted himself with firmness against the Islanders,
and was left a governor among them.”

Sir George Mackenzie of Tarbat, Lord-Advocate to Charles IL., and
afterwards Earl of Cromarty, writes— Being leftin Kintail, tradition records,
that he married the daughter of MacMhathoin, heritor of the half of
KintaiL  This MacMbathoin is frequently identified with Coinneach
Gruamach MacMhathoin, Cailean’s predecessor, as governor of Eilean-
Donnan Castle. The other half of Kintail belonged to O'Beolan, one of
whose chiefs, Ferchair, was created Earl of Ross, and his lands were given
by the King to Cailean Fitzgerald. Sir George goes on to say that this
tradition carries enough of probabilities with it to be considered historical,

The charter to Colin runs thus :(—‘ Alexander, Dei Gracia, Rex
Scotorum, omnibus probis hominibus tocius terre—sue clericis et laicis,
salutem, Sciant presentes et futuri me pro fideli seruicio michi navato per
Colinum Hybernum tam in bello quam in pace ideo dedisse, et hao
presenti carta mea concessisse dicto Colino, et ejus successoribus, totag
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terras de Kintaile. Tenendas de nobis et successoribus nostris in Liberam
baroniam cum guardia Reddendo servicium forinsecum et fidelitatem.
Testibus Andrea Episcop. Moraviensi, Waltero Stewart, Henrico de
Balioth Camerario, Arnoldo de Campania, Thomas Hostiario, Vice-
comite de Innerness. Apud Kincardine, 1X. die Jan.: Anno Regni
Domini, Regis XVI.”—“ Alexander by the grace of God, King of the
Scots, to all honest men of his whole dominions, cleric and laic, greeting :
Be it known to the present and future that I, for the faithful service
rendered to me by Colin of Ireland in war as well as peace, therefore I
have given, and by this my present charter, [ concede to the said Colin
and his successors, all the lands of Kintail to be held of us in free Darony
with ward to render foreign service and fidelity.  Witnesses (as above),
At Kincardine, 9th day of January, in the year of the reign of the Lord
the King, the 16th.”

The Kincardine, at which the above charter was signed, is supposed to be
that situated on the river Dee, for about this time an incident is reported
to have taken place in the Forest of Mar, in consequence of which, it is
said, the Mackenzies adopted the stag’s head as their coat of arms.
Alexander was on a hunting expedition in the forest, when an infuriated
stag, closely pursued by the hounds, made straight in the direction of his
Majesty, and Cailean Fitzgerald, who accompanied the IRoyal party,
gallantly interposed his own person hetween the exasperated animal and
his sovereign, and shot it with an arrow in the head. The King, in
acknowledgement of his gratitude, issued a diploma in favour of Cailean
for his armorial bearings, which were to be, a stag’s head puissant,
bleeding at the forehead where the arrow pierced him, to be borne on a
field azure, supported by two greyhounds. The crest to be a dexter arm
bearing a naked sword, surrounded with the motto, “Fide Parta, Fide
Aucta,” which continued to be the distinctive bearings of the Mackenzies
of Seaforth till it was considered expedient, as corroborating their claims
on the extensive possessions of the Macleods of the Lews, to substitute
the crest of that ancient clan—viz, a mountain in flames, surcharged
with the words, “ Luceo non uro,” with the ancient shield supported by
two savages, naked and wreathed about the head with laurel, armed with
clubs, issuing fire, which are the bearings now used by the representatives
of the ancient Mackenzies of Kintail.

It would naturally, ere this, have occurred to the reader, How, if this
origin of the great Clan Kenneth be correct, has the original patronymic
of Fitzgerald given place to that of Mackenzie! The Earl of Cromarty
says that Cailean had a son by the daughter of Kenneth MacMhathoin,
whom he named Coinneach, or Kenneth, after his father-in-law, that
Cailean himself was killed in Glaic Chailein by MacMhathoin, who
envied him, and was sore displeased at the stranger's succession to his
ancient heritage, that Cailean was succeeded by his son Kenneth, and
that all his descendants were by the Highlanders called MacChoinnich,
taking the patronymic from MacMhathoin rather than from Cailean, whom
they esteemed a stranger.

The traditional account of this incident is more full and circumstantial,
and is to the following effect :- —Cailean had a son by this daughter of
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MacMhathoin, whom he named Cailean, or Colin. This natural preference
in favour of the father's namne was considered offensive and not what was
expected as the compliment due to the native tribes in return for the hos-
pitable reception accorded to him amongst them, and for adopting
him as one of themselves, on the score of the ties and claims of con-
sanguinity. Young Colin became a sacrifice to this vindictive feeling and
resentment, and was cruelly murdered in Glaic Chailean (the Glack of
Colin) whither he was inveigled by a follower of MacMhathoin to a spot
still pointed out in Lochalsh as Tow an ¢ Sluduire (the Knoll of the
Slaughter). Fortunately, however, a second son was born to Colin, who,
profitting by his dearly bonght experience, named him Coinneach, or
Kenneth, in deference to the wishes of the Clan MacMhathoin, and so
assumed the patronymic of the maternal grandtather.  We have thus the
name MacChoinnick, or MacKenneth, not {rom the father—the stranger
—but from the sou, through the ancient local tribe of MacMhathoin.
By this step Fitzgerald secured local status and respect among the natives,
as he had previously, by his bravery and discretion won the approval and
patronage of his Sovereign.

No record exists of the exact period of this naturalised Scottish
Chieftain’s death, but it has been asserted, that-he died about 1278, and
was buried in Icolmkill.

The preceding is the accepted theory by the Clan generally as to
their origin and that of their name. It has been adopted in all the
Peerages and Baronetages, by all the principal men of the different branches
of the Mackenzies, and almost without exception by every writer on the
their genealogy and history. “A Gentleman of Quality” (the Laird
of Applecross of that day) in his “ Genealogy of the Mackenzies
P ing the year 1661, written in the year 166Y,” adopts it ; and as we
find ourselves, after looking thoroughly into the whole question, compelled
to take a different view of the subject, it is but fair that we should fully
state the case in favour of those who still believe in and maintain the
Irish origin of this numerous and powerful family and their descendants.
‘We therefore, even at the cost of some repetition, allow the “ Gentleman
of Quality ” to speak for himself verbatim from his MS., the only altera-
tion made thereon being the modernising of the orthography for the
benefit of the reader :—* The family of Geraldines were transplanted from
Florence (as Cambden relates) to Bretaigne in two brethren of the name,
who accompanied William the Conqueror from France to the conquest of
England, Anno 1066, were by him rewarded among other Chiefs by a
share in the purchase. They settled in the West of England, where they
lived in peaceful obedience till glorycalled them with Strongbow to Ireland,
in assistance with Desmond King of Leinster, in which war they
attained to such repute by the valour of Maurice Fitzgerald, who was the
next in power to Pembroke, that he and others of his relations were eyed
by the King as fit to attempt a sufticient (at least to begin a) conquest
for him of that Isle. Nor did they fail his expectations, that family, and
that only at first acquiring and ever retaining what they conqueved there.
This {amily, confident of their own merits or perhaps by an innate
generosity, as they were never at ease when their Prince had war, so in
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time of peace they were never amongst those Court drones that fed on the
honey of braver men’s labours, but being ever notable in war, so they
were ever private in peace ; and because it was below their humour to
truckle under Court parasites, they therefore frequently smarted under
favourites’ odinms. The records of England and Ireland are stuffed with
the Geraldines’ actions for their Prince and country, and their sufferings
unjustly by courtiers’ malice are often noted. How oft does Ophaly
retain, as at first his predecessors gained, Ireland? and as oft does
the State ministers, who were but hearers of their glorious actings,
triumph over them by pretences of legal power. Yet the fate of the
Geraldines was too strong for their enemies’ malice, and never was cast
down so by them, but their rise was in a greater glory. The greatest
stroke that ever reached them was that given by Sir Richard Bochell,
alias Capell, As Holinshed notes, he slew John Fitz-thomas, then chief
of the Geraldines—and in the Irish chronicle called Lord John—together
with Maurice, his eldest son, Anno 1261.

¢ John, his son‘(called also by Holinshed Lord John), fled to England
where he was restored to the Barony of Ophaly, and afterwards created
Earl of Kildare by Edward I., King of England, Anno 1290, His other
two sons, Colin and Galen, fled to Scotland, where they were graciously
received by King Alexander, and the next year they valorously assisted
at the notable defeat given to the Danes at Largs. This is brought down to
-us, not only by unquestioned and corstant tradition, but in a fragment of
the Records of Iycolumkiel that is preserved by Sir George Mackenzie of
Tarbat, where mention is made of the most eminent actors in that battle.
They name with the Stewart and the Cummin, Walter Stewart Earl of
Carrick and March, the Thane of Argyll, ¢ Robert de Loudon, James de
Striveling, Walter Cummin, Thomas Maltiver Peregrinus ; and Hibernus
nobilis ex familia Geraldinorum qui proximo anno ab Hybernia pulsus®
apud Regum benigne acceptus hinc usque in curta permansit et in
praefato praelio strenue pugnarit,’

“From the battle of Largs, Walter Stewart was sent with forces to
reduce the Isles then associate with the Norwegians. To retain them in
obedience, he built a fort in Kintail, which took its name from its in-
tended use, and was called the Danting Isle, fitly situate to attack any
who stirred in a great part of the Isles, and in it he placed Colin
Fitzgerald with a garrison.” The manuscript then proceeds to detail the
marriage of Colin to MacMhathoin’s daughter, very much the same as
already described. This MacMhathoin, it says,isdescended from the ancient
Fitzursull (or Orsini) of Ireland, and is of Roman lineage. The other
half of Kintail at this time belonged to O’Beolan, whose chief, called
Farquhar, was created Earl of Ross, and his lands in Kintail were given
by the King to Colin Fitzgerald.

¢ This tradition,” continues our authority, ¢ carries enough of probability
to found historical credit, but I find no charter of these lands purporting
any such grounds, for that the first Charter of Kintail is given by this
King Alexander to this Colin, Anno 1266.” He then gives the charter in
full as above, describes how Colin saved his King in the Forest of Mar
from the Infuriated stag, and the granting of the stag’s head as the
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armorial bearings on that occasion pretty much the same as we have already
given it from another old manuscript history of the Mackenzies in our posses-
sion. He also gives the same account almost of the murder of Colin,
who had a son, Kenneth, by MacMhathoin's daughter ; but the garrison in
the castle, consisting mostly of Macraes and Maclennans, did so valiantly
defend their young master’s right that, maugre his opponents, they
retained his possessions to him. To Colin succeeded this Kenneth. . .
. « . All the descendants of Kenneth were by the Highlanders called
MacChoinnich, taking the patronymic from MacMhathoin rather than
from Colin, whom they esteemed a stranger.

So much for the Colin Fitzgerald origin of the Clan Mackenzie. In
the next number we shall dispose of it, and adduce reasons for adopting
a native Gaelic descent.

(To be Continued.)

ANCIENT MYTHOLOGY AND MODERN SUPERSTITIONS.
By tHE REV. ALEX. MAaCGREGOR, M.A.

—C—

SuPERSTITION may be defined to be certain false beliefs and practices not
sanctioned by revealed religion. It is lamentable that mankind in all
ages of the world have been prone to the most degrading superstitions.
The enlightened ages of antiquity were no more exempted from them than
the most ignorant. 'We know from the Bible how difficult it was to
restrain the Jews from the most idolatrous and superstitious observances,
and to confine them to the worship of the only living and true God.
This remarkable tendency of the Hebrew nation was caused, in all likeli-
hood, by their sojourning for the long period of fourhundred years among the
Egyptians, whose system of religion was a mass of idolatrous observances.
They had a number of ideal gods, to whom they erected temples of
prodigious size and architectural splendour, Their principal deities were
Osiris and Isis, whom they considered typical of the sun and moon. But
they had a great variety of other deities, such as animals of all kinds—
the ox, the bull (hence the golden calf of the Hebrews), the dog, the
wolf, the hawk, the stork, the cat, and several other creatures. They
also adored their great river, the Nile, personifying in it the crocodile, to
which they erected temples and appointed priests to serve at their altars,
The Egyptians also believed in dreams, lucky and unlucky days, charms,
omens, and magic—in short, they were grossly superstitious |

The absurdities of Egyptian superstition formed the basis of what
followed in Greece and Rome. The Grecian states were colonised about
fifteen hundred years before the birth of our blessed Saviour, and much
about the period when Moses led forth the tribes of Israel from the land of
the Pharaohs. Then itwas when Egypt was at the height of its civilisation,
but then, too, it was at the height of its superstition. If space per-
mitted, the mythology and superstitious observances of the Greeks deserve
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to be noticed at some length, both as a matter of amusement and instruc-
tion, but we can, in the meauntime, hint at but few particulars. They had
no idea of the only living and true God. Their notions of Divinity were
grovelling and contemptible. Their gods were, as they believed, at one
time heroes and rulers on earth, but still having their habitation some-
where within the boundaries of the Grecian territories. We are made
. acquainted with the character ot these imaginary deities by the numerous
allusions made to them in the works of the Gireek and Roman poets, as
well as by the various sculptured figures which have been brought to
light in modern times. Jupiter, the son of Saturn, was the chief (rod.
But even the great Jupiter himsclf did not enjoy unmolested his supreme
dignity, for the ofispring of Titan, a race of terrible giants, set Jupiter at
defiance.  They piled the mountains of Pelion and Ossa on the top of
each other, and endeavoured to ascend into heaven, and to pull Jupiter
down from his throne. The gods, in great alarm, fled from Mount
Olympus into Egypt, where they concealed their true character by assum-
ing the form of various animals; but Jupiter, assisted by Hercules,
succeeded in destroying the giants, and in re-asserting his sovereign sway.
And hence he is always represented on a throne, with a thunderbolt in
his right hand and an eagle by his side. Jupiter’s brothers and children
were the gods and goddesses of a great variety of distinct things—in fact,
under the complicated mythology of Greece, every imaginable thing had
its god or goddess. For example, Jupiter's brother Neptune was god of
the ocean, and is painted as a majestic figure, with a crown on his head,
and a trident in his hand, and drawn in a car over the sea by powerful
water-horses. Neptune has often appeared in his stately chariot on the
decks of ships when crossing the Equator. Then all on board who had
never crossed the line before were brought into his presence, laid hold of,
and plunged into a bath of water, where they received a smart shave,
_ with tar for soap, and a rusty hoop for a razor. Ouly the ladies on board
were exempted from this unpleasant treatment, nof because they had no
beards, but by the powerful talismanic effect of slipping a few sovereigns
into the hands of the seamen for grog.

Jupiter’s brother Pluto was god of the infernal regions—is seated on

a throne, with his wife Proserpine by his side, and his three-headed dog
Cerberus before him. Nine of the principal deities were the children of
Jupiter. Apollo, the god of music, poetry, and painting ; Mars, the god
of war ; Bacchus, the god of wine ; Mercury, the god of oratory ; Minerva,
the goddess of wisdom ; Venus, of beauty and love ; Diana, of hunting
- and chastity ; and Hebe, the goddess of youth, One of the most power-
ful of the children of Jupiter was Vulcar, a being of robust and ungainly
form, and was no favourite with his father, who cruelly thrust him out of
heaven. He fell with violence on the Isle of Lesbos, and broke his limb.
Vulcan was an artificer of iron, and hence the god of blacksmiths. He
made his father Jupiter'’s thunderbolts, had his chief workshop underneath
the burning mount Etna in Sicily, and hence the name of voleano is given
for the outbursts of fire and lawa from that interesting mountain.
Apollo, who was sometimes called Pheebus, was, with all his other
attributes, the god of the sun, and his sister Diana the deity of the moon.
Pheebus had a son called Phewton, who rashly tnok charge of the chariot
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of the sun for one day, but he had not travelled far up the heavens when
the fiery steeds became unma.nageable, and dashing down towards the
earth, set it on fire. Jupiter became alarmed for the safety of the whole
nniverse, struck Pheeton dead with a thunderbolt, extinguished the wide-
spread conflagration, and set the sun once more on his flaming chariot.

Although Apollo had the chicf care of the sun, yet that luminary on its
rising was under the charge of Aurora, the goddess of the morning.

That name is expressive of its Celtic origin, for Aurora is plainly in
Gaelic, “ Uair-oir,” or “ golden hour.”

Besides these, there was & nuwber of divinities of minor importance,
such as Hymen, the god of marriage ; Alus, the gud of the wind ; Pan,
the god of shepherds Ceres, the goddess of wmcultuw ; Astraca, the
goddess of justice ; and Thums of law, and many others,

There were three sisters called “ Fates,” who commanded the destinies
of all things past, present, and future. There were also three © Furies,”
who were fierce and wild, with their heads covered with serpents, and
having Grief, Terror, and Madness painted on their faces. As a contrast
to these there were three Graces, whose aspect and attributes corresponded
with their names. There were likewise nine Muses, who resided on
Mount Purnassus, and were the patronesses of the fine arts. The Greeks
bhad likewise a class of demi-gods, who filled imaginary places both of
earth and sea. Thete were the Dryads, the wood-nymphs, the Naiads,
the water-nymphs, the Satyrs, and many others. In short, whatever
sound or sight in Nature charmed the fancy, the Greeks ascribed the
pleasure to the agency of unseen but beautiful and immortal beings.

The Greeks believed in the foretelling of future events. They had
their oracles for this purpose, and of these the most celebrated was that. of
Apollo, at Delphi, a city built on the shores of Parnassus. The fame of
the Delphic Oracle became very extensive, and no enterprise was under-
taken without consulting the Pythoness, the priestess of Delphi. In
short, the superstitious beliefs of the Greeks and Romans were very
numerous and complicated. Bees, ants, various reptiles and beasts,
were imagined to have the power of giving omens of good or bad fortune.
Before Pompey’s defeat, a swarm of bees settled upon the altar. This
was a dreadful omen. Yet bees were not unlucky in all circumstances.
‘When Plato was an infant in the cradle, a number of bees rested on his
lips, which augured that he would be famous for purity of eloquence.
Ants, toads, and snakes were ominous. Homer mentions a serpent that
devoured a brood of nine sparrows, which was interpreted to signify that
the siege of Troy would last for nine years. The Greecks and Romans
had, in a sense, a beautiful mythology, although never was there such a
laboured and heterogeneous mass of superstitious rites—never such ajcom-
plex bewilderment of the human faculties, as that which latterly existed
in Rome! In those days of mental hallncmntlon the human being was
handed over from deity to deity, from the moment of his birth until at
last consigned to tho funeral pile. Any perturbation of mind, any sudden
dread or fear, was ominous of evil. When such was the case, the fears
were ascribed to the wicked influence of the god Pan, and hence the
" common phrase, “ panic,” or * panic fears.”

The superstitions of the European Northmen, or Scandinavians (the
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early inhabitants of Denmark, Norway, Sweden, and Iceland), were of a
kind remarkably accordant with the cold and stern character of the
regions which they occupied. Like the ancient Greeks and Romans, the
Scandinavians had seats for their gods, and for the blest. Odin, the
supreme deity of the Scandinavians, and the ruler of heaven and earth,
appears, like the Hellenic Jupiter, to have been a distinguished warrior of
early times, Their deities were so numerous and various that I cannot
just now enlarge upon them. Thor was the god of thunder, and
was the strongest of beings, earthly or heavenly. He was the son of
Oddin and Frigga, that is of the sun and of the moon. When he moved
the earth trembled. He held in his hand a powerful hammer, called
“ the Crusher,” with which he annihilated all who opposed him. This
instrument was formed by a dwarf named Sindri, the prototype of the
deformed blacksmith deities of the Greeks—Vulcan and Cyclops. The
mythology of the Scandinavians survived till a much later date than any
other system of heathen worship in Europe. It was not abolished till
the eleventh century. St Olaf, king of Norway, and a zealous supporter
of Christianity, usually receives the credit of having overturned this most
barbarous form of religion. He ordered the statue of Thor to be broken
to pieces. This superstition gradually disappeared from the continent of
Europe, and only lingered in a traditional existence in the islands of
Orkney and Shetland. The dread names of Odin, Thor, and other deities
of the north, are now only perpetuated in the names given to some of the
days of the week. Thus, our term * Wednesday"” is derived from
¢Oden’s” or “ Woden’s” day—the day of the week on which the
northern Jupiter was specially worshipped. Our Thursday is from Thor,
the second dignity among the fabulous gods. As this day was called
“Dies Jovis” by the Romans, we have a confirmation that Thor, the
thunderer, was equivalent to the thundering Jove of the Grecian
mythology. Friday takes its name from Freya, the beautiful daughter of
Niord, and corresponds with the “ Dies Venevis,” or “ Venus-day ” of the
Greeks and Romans. Saturday is derived in the same manner from the
god * Saeter” of the Scandinavians, or Saturn of the Greeks. Tuesday,
or anciently ‘ Tiesday” (a pronouuciation still preserved in many parts of
Scotland), is from “ Tisa,” the wife of Thor. Sunday and Monday were
named from the sun and moon, both by the northern and southern nations
of Europe, from a remote period.

Interesting as are these ancient superstitions of Greece, Rome, and
the northern regions of Europe, we cannot but feel a greater interest in
the history of Druidism, the great superstition which flourished peculiarly
among our own forefathers, the aborigines of these British Islands.
Druidism was the religion of the ancient Celts or Gauls, and prevailed in
France, and everywhere, indeed, wherever that ancient race had formed
settlements. Several learned inquirers into the native Druidism have
cavilled much about the etymology of the word. Some writers, as Pliny,
derive “Druidh” from the Greek “ Drus,” an oak ; but we humbly
think that the proper etymon is the ancient Celtic vocable ¢ Drd,” an oak
tree, from which no doubt “ Drus” was taken. The Druids, we believe,
had their name before the Greek langnage was in existence, and it is well
known that the Greek itself is partly at least of Celtic origin, As far ag
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can be gathered from the statements of Czsar, Diodorus Siculus, Strabo,
and others, the Druids not only formed the priesthood of the Celts, but
appointed to themselves all the offices now usually discharged by the several
learned professions. There appears to have been three orders among their
priests—the Druids proper, the Vates, and the Bards—who severally
performed different functions. The Bards sung, in heroic verse, the brave
actions of eminent men ; the Vates studied the productions of nature and
the laws ; while the Druids directed the education of youth, and officiated
in the affairs of religion and justice. In their hands they commonly
carried a long wand, and their arms and necks were decorated with golden
chains and bracelets. But the most notable ‘of their ornaments was an
artificial egg set in gold, and of miraculous virtues. They asserted that
every one of these eggs, which they sold at enormous prices, was formed
by a number of serpents, mysteriously conjoining for its production.
‘When made, it was raised up in the air by the hissing of these reptiles,
and was to be caught in a clean white cloth when falling to the ground.
The person who was fortunate enough to catch it had instantly to mount
a swift horse, and escape from the angry serpents. Procured in this way,
the egg possessed the property of making the owner successful in all his
undertakings. The open sky was the canopy under which they wor-
shipped. A wood, or grove fenced in by large stones, constituted the
scenes where their rites were performed. In the centre of these groves
was an open area, encompassed by large, erect stones closely set together.
Here there were circles within circles, and in the centre of the inner one
there was a stone of prodigious size, on which the victims were slain, and
offered up to the supreme Being. The fruit of the oak, and especially the
mistletoe bough, were thought to possess a divine virtue. The mistletoe
is perhaps one of the most remarkable parasitic plants in the world, hence
it became an object of superstitious regard. It grows generally
on the tops of trees, shooting out from the branches, and binding them
together. It grows chiefly on the oak and chesnut. It is an ever-
green, and appears strange in winter with its brilliant green leaves on an
otherwise leafless tree. It is thought that the mistletoe springs from a
seed which is carried by birds from tree to tree, is landed in a crevice of
the bark, where it sprouts, ard derives its nourishment from the living
wood like a graft in a fruit tree. The mistletoe bough grows sometimes
as large as a bushel basket—sometimes four or five feet in diameter—of a
roundish form, and covered with leaves of the brightest green. Two
white bulls were brought and fastened to a tree by the horns, then the
arch-Druid ascended the tree, cropped the misletoe with his golden knife,
and received it in his robe, amid the shouts of the people. Then the
bulls were sacrificed on the large stone, and the deity was invoked to
bless the gift. The Druids had an idol of gigantic size, formed of wicker-
work in the rude likeness of a human being. They filled it with human
victims, men and women. Straw and wood were piled around it, and the
unfortunate creatures within perished in the flames by a slow but horrible
death. It is said by some historians that women were more frequently
the victims of these superstitious cruelties than the men. Young,
innocent, beautiful maidens were dragged to the altar, and sacrificed to
the powers abova,

Many Druidioal relios still exist. By far the most extraordinary
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of these remains are those at Stonehenge, or Salisbury plain, in
‘Wiltehire. The walls of this remarkable place ave composed of huge,
unconnected stones, standing upright,and computed, some of them, to weigh
upwards of scventy tons! The Druids must have been possessed of great
knowledge of the mechanical powers. Druidical relics are found in all
quarters of our Kingdom. They are numerous in the Western Isles, and
some are near Inverness, such as the relics at Clava, on Nairnside, the
circles at Strathnairn and at Culduthel, and the upright stones that are
here and there secen. Mona, or Angleses, as it is now called, was their
chief settlement ; but it is in North Britain that the Druidical monuments
are most abundant. They appear either in the form of circles of upright
stones or in the shape of cairns, for sepulchral or other purposes. As a
specimen of a Druidical cairn, we may mention that on the Moor of
Strathardle, in Perthshire, a stony mound, ninety yards in circumference
and twenty-five feet high. Such monuments are numerous along the
Grampian range. There are also curious stones, called rocking-stones,
supposed to be of Druidical origin. In the parish of Kells, in the
Stewartry of Kircudbright, there is a rocking-stone called the ¢ Logan-
Stone,” about ten tons in weight, and it is so nicely balanced upon another
stone that the pressure of a child’s hand can set it in motion. A similar
stone many be seen on tho glebe of the parish of Strath, in Skye. The
artifices of the Druids to deceive the ignorant were numerous. For
example, amonyg the ancient Britons a meteor was supposed to be a
vehicle for carrving to paradise the soul of some departed Druid. So well
did they engraft their absurd ideas on the minds of the ignorant, that,
even at this distant day, the appearance of a ball of fire, meteor, or of
what are called “ falling stars,” creates, among the more credulous High-
landers, a belief that some illustrious spirit has taken its flight to eternity.
From this circumstance we may infer, with Dr Smith, that “ Dreug,” the
Gaelic for a meteor, is a contraction of “ Druidli-eug"—a Druid’s death.
This ingenious antiquarian thinks that this Druidical fantasy had its
origin in a tradition of Enoch’s tiery chariot. While Druidical supersti-
tions were at one time prevalent over the continent of Kurope and the
adjacent Isles, their extinction is enveloped in the mystery of the dark
ages. Up to a late period, however, some traces of Druidical customs
were perceivable among the Scottish Celts. Dr Jamieson mentions that
an old Ifighlander, so latcly as the end of the eightcenth century, was in
the. habit of addressing the Deity by the title of Arch-Druid.

Dr Smith says that the British Druids owed their decline to the
following circumstance :—T'rathal, the grandfather of Fingal, being chosen
generalissimo of the Caledonian army sent against the Romans, did not
feel disposed, on his return, to resign his authority, even at the command
of the Druids. Hence arose a civil war, in which the army of the church
was defeated in several battles. These overthrows were fatal to the
Druids. They wmade several attempts to regain their dominions, but all
were ineffectual. They retired to the I-thonn (the isle of waves), that is
Tona, where their order was not quite extinct on the arrival of St
Columba at that island, in the sixth century.

The invasion of the Romans, shortly before the commencement of the

. Christian era, had, doubtless. some influence in effacing the mythological
system of the Druids, and in establishing & new order of things in the
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Island. DBy the Romans the country was not, properly speaking, colonised.
They merely occupied it as a military station.  Very diflerent was the
case with respect to their successors in the dominion of the South of
Britain. These new invaders were the Anglo-Saxons, a race whose blood,
language, and institutions became so intermixed with the former popula-
tion as almost to blot out all traces of the original Celtic peculiarities, and
to create a new people, with new characters, customs, and laws. The
settlement of the Anglo-Saxons introduced a new order of superstitions
into Britain. Like the Scandinavians of the North, they deduced their
descent from Odin, whom they worshipped along with Thor, Frigga, and
the other imaginary deities of the Gothic race. This savage mythology
they brought with them to England, where it dispossessed the barbarous
religion of the Druids, and existed until it gradually disappeared before
the advances of Christianity. They sacrificed particularly to one goddess
called ‘ Eostre,” in the month of April, and her name still expresses the
festival of ¢ Easter ” in the Christian Church. They-solemnised a festival
to the sun, when the days began to lengthen in December, when a log of
wood was burnt on the occasion, as an emblem of returning light and
heat. From this ancient practice may be traced the custom of burning
the Yule-log, which is still continued in some parts of England.

We learn from legendary poems, almost the only literature of the
Anglo Saxons, that among their superstitions was included a belief in
giants, dwarfs, elves, and ideal fairy-tribes, all of a spiritual order. They
also helieved in the darker and more dangerous doctrines of witchcraft,
wizandry, magic, divination, preparation of charms, and other mystic
follies, and these continued to flourish, although opposed by the most
intelligent clergy and kings. Alfred, Canute, and other monarchs, passed
statutes for the prevention of magical practices, and threatened heavy
penalties against all those who worshipped fire or floods, wells or stones,
or any sort of tree, or who used death-spells, or incantations to let loose
tempests, to raise storins, or to control the visible operations of nature.
They had rules for discovering the future fortune of a child from the day
of his birth to that of his death. We may mention one or two of their
superstitious statements.  On the tirst day of the moon, go to the King,
and ask what you please, it will be granted.  If it thunder in the evening
some grcat person is born. If New-Year's Day fall on a Monday it
will be a wild and disastrous winter. When you see a bee fast in a
briar, wish what you please and you shall have it. 'Whatever you dream
on the first night of the waning moon will become joyful to you. If you
dream that you have a barning candle in your hand, you will be a
prosperous person. The Venerable Bede, who was born in 673, tells us
that the people, in time of distress, resorted to the “ erring medicaments
of idolatry, as if to restrain God’s chastisements by the incantations,
philacteries, or any other secret of the demoniacal arts.” We accordingly
find that from the seventh to the sixteenth century the belief in demons,
wizards, elves, witches, and spirits of every shade and character, prevailed
without intermission. It is lamentable to think how such vain imagina-
tions should have so long weighed upon the understandings of the people,
and engrafted a habitual dread of the supernatural, which, until this day,
exerts a certain influence over the untutored mind.

( To be Continued.)
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THE DOOM OF DUNOLLY.
By WiLLiaM ALLAN.
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The night clouds are falling,
The curlew is calling,
Maid of Dunolly I come unto thee !
The grey mists are sleeping
On Cruachan Ben,
The red deer are keeping
Their watch in the glen—
Light of my darkness, come ! come unto me :
Come gentle spirit ! we part and for ever,
Come my lone star, see ! my skiff’s in the bay ;
Sunbeam of morning, alas ! we must sever,
Maid of Dunolly ! we part, and for aye.

The past I shall cherish,
My love cannot perish,
Maid of Dunolly, oh ! why did we love?
The wrath of thy father,
Is winter's cold breath,
Around me fast gather
‘Weird visions of death,
Soul of my dreamings, thy home is above.
Come drooping flow’ret, I've dared thy brave kinsmen ;
Come lonely dove to thy warrior true ;
Shadow of heaven ! and pride of thy clansmen,
My heart goes to thee in my ling’ring adieu !

Ere died the echoes of the lay,

An oar-song swept across the bay ;

Ere turned the youth his skiff to reach,
Swift footsteps ran along the beach :
Before him came Macdougalls dread,
Returning from an island raid ;
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Behind him came Macdougalls wild,
Aroused to guard their chieftain’s child.
Their startling yells of rage were flung,
And back from grey Dunolly rung.

The oarsmen heard the well-known cry,
And fiercer far pealed their reply ;
Their stalwart arms out sternward went,
Their lithe backs forward lowly bent,
‘With simultaneous motion prone

Their oars arose and fell as one.
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Impelled with danger’s vigour new,
Swift o’er the bay each galley flew
Like arrows shot from full- drawn bows,
On sped the billow-cleaving prows,

Till driven on the shingle nigh,

The oaken keels arose on high.

‘With sudden bound unto the shore,
Each clansman leapt with drawn claymore ;
Bare-armed, unbonueted they ran,

To join the members of their clan
Ranged round a stalwart youth who stood
Bold-fronted 'mid the savage brood.

At every point the thirsty brands
Around him flashed in angry hands.
With eagle eye, and undismayed,

The stranger drew his trusty blade,
And tighter grasped his studded shield,
And firmer stood upon the field.

And watchful as a wolf at bay

His lightning eye did them survey ;
Nor quailed, nor flinched, tho’ well he saw
The gathering horde still closer draw.
No coward heart within him beat,

Nor sought he safety in retreat ;
Unequal tho’ the contest seemed,
Defiance on his features gleamed.

One hurried glance he flung above,
‘Where dwelt the maiden of his love—
A pale face from a window peered,

A sigh upon the wind careered,

A whisper trembled in the air,

As if an angel breathed a prayer.
Undaunted all, and scorning death,

He faced his foes and held his breath—
His back against King Fingal’s rock,
He boldly met their onset shock,

And flung his haughty looks of scorn
Upon Macdougall, Chief of Lorn.

IL

0! Isles of the West. lovely Isles of the West,

As emeralds set in the blue ocean’s breast,

The birth-place of clansmen war-nurtured and brave,
The home where the tempest King rides on the wave, -
‘Where thunders roll on in their terrible might,

And keen lightnings dance on each peak with dehght 3
‘Where Moming’s dawn rays o’er the mountain crests run,
And gloaming descends as a sigh from the sun ;
‘Where pale ghosts career on the mist-shrouded hills,
Andheudmtheuwulsinthemgsofthenlls,
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‘Where beauty is shrined in each lone grassy vale,
And wee flow'rets laugh to the voice of the gale ;
‘Where unfettered peace as a heaven presides,

And Nature’s sweet loveliness ever abides ;

‘Where maidens and youths, round their dim cottage fires,
Exultingly tell of the deeds of their sires ;

Or sing with emotion the grand battle lays

Of heroes who fought in the far away days

For King and for Chieftain, for honour and love,

For aught that would valour or dignity prove.

O ! Isles of the West, ever bosomed in song,

My Highland harp whispers—the sound I'll prolong :

_ Speak on ! my dear harp ; list! it trembles again,

Its theme—The Macdougall and dauntless Maclean !

The sun-rays had fled from the mountains of Lorn,
And kissed the cloud peaks looming jagged and riv'n,
That westward were trailing as wand'rers forlorn
Upon the broad heaths of the night-tinted heav’n.
Peace clothed the green valleys, the hills, and the isles,
The strange sounds of silence seemed wondrously clear ;
Unbroken, save when, with his chase-laden spoils,
Arose the loud shout of a brave mountaineer,
That woke the weird echoes of corrie and cave,
And startled the lord of the clouds in his dreams,
‘Who raised his proud head and defiantly gave
His fierce challenge back in his shrill-sounding screams.
The distant bell notes slowly rung from Lismore,
And fluttered with joy o'er the fast-ebbing tide
‘Which bore them with love unto Morven’s far shore,
‘Where 'mid its blue mountains they whispered and died.
Sweet o'er the dark waters the vesper hymn stole
In cadences kissed by the gloaming’s soft breath ;
Monks poured their orisons, with joy-dwelling soul,
And hied to their cells in the fulness of faith.
‘Who kneels with the Abbot # Who lists to his pray'r?
‘Whose voice in devotion falls soft as a sigh ?
Macdongall’s fair daughter is worshipping there !
Macdougall’s fair daughter is heard in reply.
‘Why lingers she thus when the sun-rays depart
Dunr(;liiisfarl and the sea is her path ;
‘What recks she | she bears in her bosom a heart
That fears not the swift-rushing tide in its wrath.
A Child of the forest, a Child of the chase,
Acoustomed to danger, to hardship inured ;
Descended from chiefs of a warrior race,
‘Whose titles and acres were held by the sword.
The blood of the valiant flowed pure in her veins,
She loved to behold the brave clansmen in arms—
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The bright flashing steel, and the pibroch’s wild strains,
Gave light to her dark eyes and grace to her charms.
Tho’ nurtured 'mid war's stirring clangour and din,
Her heart was a woman’s in all which endears ;
The fountain of tenderness welling within
For children had smiles, for the dying had tears.
Her dark-flowing locks hung unfettered and free,
And waved in the wind as a banner love-driv'n ;
Her brow, gently kissed by the sun in his glee,
Reflected the beauty of summer-fraught heav'n ;
Her eye-brows as fringes of darkness arose
In soft, glossy silkiness tap’ring to nought,
‘While ’'neath their love shadows in tender repose,
Her dreamy eyes rippled in soul light of thought,
‘Which brightly illumined her features, and lent
Ineffable witchery to the sweet smiles
Oft throned on her lips with a gracefulness meant
To beautify Nature's pure innocent wiles.
In symmetry faultless, in tartan arrayed,
She moved as a sylph in her artless attire :
When heard were the songs of Dunolly’s fair maid,
The clansmen wept tears of emotion’s love-fire.
The grey-headed Abbot stalked down to the shors,
And blessed the young maiden, and bade her adieu ;
She launched her light skiff, waved her hand, seized the oar,
Then off with the tide for Dunolly she flew.

( To be Continued.)

THE GLASGOW HERALD ON THE CELTIC MAGAZINE.
—*The present number (24) closes the second volume of this excellent
and altogether special magazine, and a good opportunity is thus afforded
those who have not yet become regular subscribers to invest in the ensuing
numbers. No Scotchman, and certainly no Highlander, should let the
chance slip. Every issue hitherto has been replete with what, in a large
sense, we may term local interest, and the attractive programme annouuced
for the coming year shows that the regions of Celtic lore are not only
not exhausted, but have as yet been merely skirted. The special feature of
next volume will be a fully detailed ¢ History of the Clan Kenneth or
Mackenzie,” and if only every bearer of that historic name has sufficient
of the old sept spirit left to buy his family records, the Celtic will at once
be in a splendidly flourishing financial condition. The contents of the
October number are of the usual first-rate quality, the most striking
among them being ¢ The Poetry and Prose of a Highland Croft,’ No. V.
of the ¢ Highland Battles— Culloden,’ and another instalment, which will
léo;gmnfy'mg to readers of the vernacular of Ossian, of the ‘Highland

"]idh "
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THE HIGHLAND CEILIDH.

By AvastaIr Oa.
—() —
[CoxnTiNuED.]
“WeLL done, Alastair Sealgasir, a capital story, and true, too. I often
heard it before,” said a young woman—a relative of Alastair Eachainn
Duibh—who was on a visit in the bard’s house, “I dont care if I tell
you a story I heard on a recent visit to Skye, about

GILLESPIE, THE GAUGER, AND EACHAINN CEANN-DEARG.

About one hundred and fifty years ago, there lived in Dumfries a worthy
man of the name of Gillespie, who followed the honest, though highly
unpopular, occupation of Excise officer or Gauger. At the time my story
begins, he had just been appointed to a new district in the Highlands,
and it is while on his journey there that I first make his acquaintance.
Behold him then, a tall, thin, ungainly figure, with a consequential, self-
important air, dressed in a coat of bottle green cloth with large silver-gilt
buttons, a striped yellow waistcoat, corduroy breeches, and top boots. A
tall peaked hat, with narrow brim, a large drab overcoat, and a sword-
stick, completed his costume. He was mounted on a small shaggy pony,
or gearran, with neither shoes, bit, nor saddle ; his head was secured by
the Zaod, or Highland bridle, made of horse hair, and in lieu of a saddle
was a housing of straw mat, on which was placed a wooden pack-saddle,
called a strathair, having two projections like horns on which was hung
the luggage of the rider. This strathair was kept in position by girths of
straw rope, and was prevented from going too far forward by an antique
kind of crupper, consisting of a stick passing under the animal’s tail, and
braced at each end to the strathair. Having jogged along for some con-
siderable time through a lonely moor, without meeting any sign of human
habitations, it occurred to Mr illespie that he had lost his way. While
staring about for something to guide him, he was nearly dismounted by
the sudden starting of the pony, and on pulling up, he discovered that he
had almost ridden over a young red-headed Highlander, who was lying
among the heather, indolently supporting his head on one hand, while
with the other he leisurely picked the blaeberries that grew so plentifully
around him. On seeing what he considered a Dutne-uasal, the lad started
to his feet, and gresping a forelock of his curly hair, made a profound bow.

The equestrian stared a moment at the bare-legged, bare-footed, bare-
headed figure who had so suddenly appeared, and after stiffly returning
his curtsy, enquired how far it was to Dunvegan? The other, shaking
his head, replied, “ Ohan 'eil Beurla agam " (I have no English).

Now this was certainly vefy awkward, as the stranger did not know
Gaelic, but it is surprising what people will do in desperate circumstances,
so with the aid of nods and signs, and a little English that Eachainn had
managed to pick up while at school, they made shift to understand one
another.

“Is it to Dunvegan, then, you'll want to be going, sir?” enquired
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% Yes, and I am afraid I shall not be able to find my way there with-
out your assistance,” responded Gillespie.

“ And may be you'll be stopping there for some time t” proposed the
lad, scratching one bare knee with his sharp, uncut nails, as he spoke.

“ What does it matter to you, my lad, whether my stay there will be
long or short? All I want just now is to get there.”

“Is it far you'll be coming the day, sir?” enquired the other, with an
air of respectful deference, strangely inconsistent with the apparent blunt-
ness of the question.

% What business is that of yours? Is it necessary for your showing me
the road that I should tell you all my history $”

“ May be you'll be coming from the change-house of Loch-Easkin §”
pursued Eachainn, without appearing to notice the rebuke of the stranger’s
reply.

“May be I did,” rejoined the gauger dryly, giving a hard blow to the
Poor gearran.

¢ Beannachd-leibh” (Good-bye to you), said the young man, pulling
his forelock and bowing as before.

“Why are you in such a hurry to be off all at once, before you have
shown me the way 1”

“Tm no in a hurry, sir; I just be doing my work, minding my
mother’s cow and calf,” answered the lad, lying down again, and com-
mencing to pick more blacberrics. “ But,” he added, “ it was no to offend
you I was meaning.”

“ Offend me, man | for what? I am sure I have taken no offence.”

“ Haven't you, sir,” exclaimed the other, jumping up ; “ I thocht you
had, for you did’nt seem pleased when I was asking what could I be
doing for you.”

“ My good lad,” answered Gillespie, * I see customs differ, and what
may be considered ill manners on the streets of Dumfries is perhaps a
different thing on a Highland moor, and I shall be very glad of your com-
pany and assistance.” ‘

“ Then you must tell me where is it you'll be wanting to go to.”

- ¢ Man alive | Have I not told you already I want to reach Dunvegant’

¢ But I'm no sure if you're fit to do it before night, if you don't tell me
where you came from the day.” ‘

% There is some reason in that,” said the gauger ; “ and yet,” he mut-
tered, “it is a aly way of demonstrating the necessity of his endless
questions,”

After going some distance in silence, Eachainn, thinking himself
bound to say something, began with, “ You'll be a stranger to this country,
sirt”

“ You may say that, man ; but what sort of a place is this Dunvegant”

“Jt's a bonny place eneuch, and no want of what's right, and the
Uisge-beatha is plenty, and she's rail goot ; but I doubt it'll no be so
goot and so plenty now, for they say that a sgimilear of a gauger is com-
ing to live among us ; I hope he may break his neck on the way.”
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Here Mr Gillespie suddenly saw something amiss with the bridle,
‘which necessitated his bending down for a moment or two,and no doubt this
accounted for his face being slightly flushed when he raised his head, and
giving the unconscious Eachainn an indignant look, said, * Hem-a-hem !
what right has a mere lad like you to speak so disrespectfully of one you
never saw, and who never harmed you.”

¢ May his gallows be high and his halter tight! " was the laconic but
emphatic reply.

“You young heathen, how dare you say so of a stranger, and without
any reason either?”

¢ Reason in plenty. Is he not coming to stop us from making our
whusky ? and there is my uncle Donald has a still in Craig-bheatha, and
my mother helps him to make the malt, and gets a piggie (jar) for herself
at the New Year ; and there’s Somhatrle Dubl, at the change house, has
a still in his barn-yard near the——"

“Hush friend ! ” interrupted Gillespie, clapping his hand on the High-
lander’s mouth, “ Dinna betray secrets so.” He then added with great
dignity, ¢ Young man, you have abused me, and called me vile names to
my face, but for that I forgive you, as it was done in ignorance, but you
should be more respectful in referring to His Majesty’s revenue service,
for I am that very excise officer, or gauger, as you call me, who am ap-

inted by my king and country to watch over the interests of the revenue
in this most outlandish corner of his dominions. Heaven help me
withal ! Now, friend, understand me, I will do my duty without fear,
favour, or affection ; yes,” he continued, rising into energy as he spoke,
and, to Eachainn’s consternation, drawing his sword and flourishing it
over his head, ¢ yes, I will do 8o even unto death ; but,” he added after
a pause, “I am no hunter after unguarded information, and God forbid
the poor should want their New Year whisky because I am in the parish.
But be more discreet in future, Yor assuredly I must do my duty, and
grasp, seize, capture, and retain unlawful liquor and implements of its
manufacture, whenever I find them, for I am sworn to do this ; but,” he
oconcluded, with a bow to his pack-saddle, “ I will always strive to domy
duty like a gentleman.”

Eachainn's emotions during this oration were of a mingled character.
At first pure shame was uppermost, for having, as he unwittingly dis-
covered he had done, insulted a Duineuasal. Accordingly an honest
blush spread over his sun-freckled face, and he hung down his head. Then
came concern for having, as he apprehended, betrayed the private affairs
of his uncle, and Somhairle Dubh, to the hands of the spoiler. "When
the gauger flourished his sword, Eachainn thought it was all over with
him ; but when he heurd the conclusion of the speech, which he tried
hard to comprehend, it was with a feeling of great respect that he replied,
repeating his bow, “ I thocht you was a Duine-uasal from the first, sir ;
and I beg your pardon a thousand times for foolish words spoke without
thinkin’, and I could cut my tongue off for having spoke.”

¢ Friend, that would not be right ; no man has a right to maim him-
self,” said the gauger, as he pulled out of an enormous pocket of his
grogtcoat & box that looked like a large flute case, which he opened, and
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to the admiration of Eachainn, took out of it, first the stock, and then the
tube, of a short, mglo-bumlled fowling-piece, which, atter duly joining
together, he went through the process of priming and loading. These
preparations were apparently caused by a curlew alighting at a little dis-
tance, but which, as if aware that evil was not far away, resumed its.
flight, and soon disappeared. _

“ She’s a very pretty gun indeed, sir,” began Eachainn, anxious to
renew the conversation on a more agreeable topic than the last. By
your leave, may I ask where you got her.”

“ Got her,” said the other, ¢ why, I made i/ man. In my country we
think nothing of making a gun before breakfast.” As this was said with
the utmost gravity, Eachainn was considerably staggered by it, for the
Highlander, naturally credulous, intending none, he suspected no decep-
tion, but if a hoax was being played upon him, and he found it out, he
was sure to repay it with interest, and the biter would be keenly bit.

“ One before breakfast, sir ! a gun like her made before breakfast !”
he repeated, looking anxiously into the other’s face,  surely the thing is
just impossible

“No, friend,” replied the other, internally chuckling at. ﬁ.ndmg the
youth so ductile, “ I tell you, I frequently make one of a morning.”

* Then,” eaid the guide, “I suppose, sir, you'll be come to the High-
lands to make a big pusness with them !”

¢ May be, may be, friend. I daresay there are not many such in this
country ; but what would still more surprise you, is to hear by whom I
was hught the art of making them.”

“ Who she’ll be, sir?”

“ Why, Luno, the son of Leven, who made Kingal's famous sword,
which went by his name, and every stroke of which was mortal.”

“.Och | yes, sir,” exclaimed Eachainn, his eyes sparkling, “ye mean
Mae-an-Luinn,” and in his excitement he forgot the little English he
had, and continued in his own expressive vernacular, * that was the
sword of swords, and they say that the sound of his anvils is still heard
in the silence of midnight by the wanderer of Lochlin; and his well-
known giant form is at times seen crossing the heath, clad in its dark
mantle of hide, with apron of the same, and the face of the apparition as
dark as the mantle, and frowning fiercely, while with staff in hand; he
bounds along on one leg, with the fleetness of a roe, his black mantle
fi}s, flapping for an instant, and then vanishing, as, with a few bounds, :
black Luno enters his unapproachable cave.”

"¢ But are there any hereabouts who know how to use such a thing as-,
this 1 ” asked the gauger, putting the piece to his eye.

“Och | aye sir; theresDuncanSealguucanhtafox,anotter or.a
sealg, atahnndredyards easy.”

“ 1 am not speaking,” said the gauger, with an air of sovereign con-
tempt, “ of otters, and foxes, and such low vermin ; I ask you, man, as to

of game | "

“ Aye, sir, a goot lot-of that too There’s old Kenneth Mathelon _
dn'llbeverygootathlhngabu
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“Pshaw | man, cannot you get your ideas above course four-footed .
beasts, great sprawling objects that there is no merit in killing.”

. Eachainn scratched his head at a loss what to answer next ; but at
length, with the air of a man who thinks he has made a discovery, ex-
claimed, “ You'll be meaning the wild goose, sir!”

“You're a wild goose yourself ; I mean no such thing; I am asking
ye, man, about grouse, red grouse.”

The guide was as puzzled as if he had heard Hebrew ; but just then,
a8 if to relieve his embarrassment, there arose a “ Ca, ca ! ” kind of sound
among the heather. ¢ She'll shust be the muir-hens, sir, perhaps you'll
like to have a shoot at them.”

“Moor-hens ! what’s that, lad ?” but further explanation was nn-
necessary, for the eye of the traveller caught the very red grouse he had
appeared so anxious to find. The sight seemed to have a very agitating
effect upon him, for he instantly stopped, dismounted, and gave his nag
to the keeping of his companion ; he then crept forward a few paces, his
heart beating with the greatness of the occasion. At length, when he had
got closer to the birds than most sportsmen would deem quite necessary,
he knelt on one knee, and took a most deliberate, riflemanlike aim. On
placing his finger on the trigger, his face was turned a little to one side—
perhaps to avoid the expected smoke. He at length pulled the trigger,
“but, instead of a report, there was merely a snap in the pan. At this,

" the eldest, apparently, of the birds gave a “ Ca, ca ! ” and peered about to
see what was the matter ; and, to avoid being seen, the sportsman sunk
down among the heather, Tying the ge«rran to a juniper root, the guide
now ,cautiously crept up, and enquired in & whisper, “ Has she refused,
sir’

% Hush |” said the other, shaking his hand for silence, “has who

" refused 1

“T mean, sir,” again whispered the guide, “has the musket refused "

“ Which, I suppose,” responded the other, “is as much as to say, has
it missed fire? Yes, certainly it has ; did you not hear the snap in the

'ﬂ
P Yes, sir, but there was no fire ; may be t'was the fault of the flint.”
_ “Pish, no ; there is not a better flint on this side of the Grampians.*

. . % But the pooder, sir$”

¢ No better powder in the world, unless it has been damped by your

_horrid Highland mist.”

¢ There's no a mist at all the day, sir,” answered Eachainn, looking
quietly down at the gun lock, and discovering, for the first time, that
there was no flint at all. He smiled aside, and then turning to the
would-be sportsman, who was kneeling for another attempt, pointed out
the circumstance to him. The latter, on seeing it, stared, and then added,

" apparently recollecting himself, * Dash it, neither there is! I recollect
now, here it is, I put it in my waistcoat pocket this morning, while
cleaning my gun, and forgot to fix it again.” So saying, he screwed it
tight into its proper place, and kneeling as before, gave a second snap in
the pan.
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“The primin’ fell cut when she first refused, sir, and you forgot to put
in another.”

¢ And ye gouck, could'nt you tell me that before t” said the wrathful
gauger, as he recovered his arms for another attempt. This time, how-
ever, he was sucoessful, for his volley levelled the cock leader and two of
his family, while the remainder took flight.

%1 dare eay, friend bare-legs, you do not often see such shots as that
in these quarters t”

“"Deed, sir, I'll no say I do,” returned. the other with a look and
manner somewhat equivocal.

“In sooth, I suppose no one hereabouts knows anything of grouse
shooting ; but for myself, as I have already said, give me but the birds
within tolerable reach, and I am sure to hit them.”

“ Na doot, sir, especially if ye always make it & fashion to shoot them
sittin’.”

“ And have ye any hereabouts that can shoot them any other gait,
callant ”

“ Ml! be, sir, the young laird, and the minister’s son, and the major,

“ 'Weel, sir, and pray how does the young laird find out the game$
Has ho any pointers }”
“Pinters, sir, what's that?” enquired his companion, affecting

“ You fool, and do you not know what a pointer is | Precious country
I am come to, and perbaps to lay my bones in—not to know what a
pointer is | *

“ And d'ye ken, sir, what a bochan is? "

“ Not I, friend bare-legs, nor do I care.”

“ My name, air, is Eachainn, and you see therell be some things that
folks who are very clever don't know. A dochan, sir, is what you call in
Beurla a hobgoblin.”

] see your drift, man, I see your drift, and care not what a bochan
or & fiddlestick means ; but a pointer is a dog of right Spanish breed,
which has such instinet that he smells out the birds without seeing them,
that when he has got one in a covey within reach of his nose, he holds

i m«!’ltmdnstockutill,nntﬂhismnsbercomesupmdblm
y at them.

“ Sitting, air# " asked Eachainn, with a roguish look,

“ Aye, man, sitting or standing, 'tis all the same.”

“You'll may be be wanting such dogs in the low country, but
no be wanted in the Highlands. Hers, sir,” continued he, remembering
the hoax about Luno and gunmaking, “ Here, sir, the people can smell the
game as good as your dogs.”

“ What's that ye say, man? D’ye think of clishmaclavering me with
any of your big Hielan' lees §

“Would you like me to smell out some muir-hens for you, sir$”

“You smell out game ! smell out your grandmother! D'ye think to
deceive me with such havers?”

gee
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“Do you s'pose you could hit the poor craters, sittin’ to, if I had'nt
smelt them out for you, sir?”

“Faith, friend, you're no blate—smell out indeed ! and pray, callant,
can you emell out any more of them ?”

“T begin to think it's no a very thankful job.”

“ And do you often amuse yourself with nosing it in this way over
these vile moors, through which I am so heartily tired of trudging.”

. “Whenever the laird, sir, goes out after the muir-hens, I go with him
to emell them out.”

““Weel man, convince me of the bare fact—smell out another covey,
and then I'll no gainsay your gift.”

The guide, shrugging up his shoulders and scratching his head, affect-
ing to make some difficulty, said the wind had gone down, and that the
scent was dull. The sly rascual, however, having an exceedingly acute ear,
continued walking over bog aud heather with long strides, until at length,
at a considerable distance, and a little to one side of the track, he thought
he heard the “ca-ca” of a bird. He then turned to his companion and
said, “If I'll be smelling out a prasgan for ye sir, will you let me have a
shoot at them ?”

“Give you a shot ! weel but that passes a’. I dinna ken what you
might make with a claymore, as ye ca’ a braidsword ; but a gun is another
sort of thing altogether. 'What! Donald, could you hit a peatstack, man$”

“ My name’s Eachainn, sir ; and as to shooting a peatstack, I don’t
know, but if ye like I'll try.”

“Weel Donald, or Eachainn, or whatever your name is, I don’t care if
I indulge you, so there’s the gun—Dbut mind, when you aim, you turn tho
barrel away, and the stock to yourself. Now you may hleeze awa’ at any
thing but me and the pony. The guide, having by this time a shrewd
guess where the birds were to be found, went on several paces cautiously,
and pretending to scent something. At length he made a stand, cocking
up one leg, while he beckoned to the stranger, who was some little dis-
tance in the rear, to dismount and come up.

The latter accordingly did so, aud thero were the birds sure enough.
The stranger, whose less practised eye and ear were not aware of the trick,
now not doubting the truth of the Highlander’s gift, uttered his admira-
tion in whispers, “ Weel, but yon's quite extraordinar’ ; all real birds too,
and no glamour ; I doot its nae canny.”

The Gael, not-being such a desperate pot hunter as his comrade, gave
a “ Hurrah!” which raised the birds at once, then taking a good aim,
brought down two, and wounded one or two more, which flew quacking
away.

The Highlander, anxious to secure the wounded birds, went bounding
in the direction in which they had flown. As he hastily stepped forward
he did not perceive that a viper was directly in his path, and before he
was aware of its being mear him, the reptile had bitten his bare foot.
Striking it off with the point of the barrel, he uttered ngt a word, but
giving one glance round, as if looking for something, he took to his heels
with a swiftness not unworthy of Luno himself.

( To-be Continu-d.)
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OUR OWN LYRICAL POETRY.
By THR REV. GEORGE GILFILLAN.
————— e

Tas subject of this paper is very wide, but on its first portion I shall
be brief. Litanies or song prayers were first introduced in the fifth
century in the Greek Church and transferred afterwards to the Romish.
They are said to have originated in the following circumstances :—An
earthquake, says the legend, having driven the people into the fields, a
boy was suddenly taken up into the air in their presence, but was again
let down unhurt, and the people crying ¢ Carie Eleusa” (Lord have
mercy). He related that he had heard the songs of the angels—‘ Holy
God, holy and mighty, holy and immortal, have mercy upon us"”—and
this gave rise to litanies or supplications as the word means. Being
inserted into prayer-books they gradually blossomed so to speak into
poetry. Indeed, some will have it that a few of the Hebrew Psalms,
such as the 136th—

Praise God, for he is kind,
His mercies last for aye,

were just litanies. Some of the litanies in the Roman Catholic service
are very beautiful, such as that beginning

Stabat Mater Delovosa
Tureta crucem lachrymora
Oam pendchat Filius,

which may be thus Englished—

Stood the mother doloroul,
Near the cross in tears,
‘While the cruel tree beside

Her dear firstborn bears,

Baut the most remarkable one is that entitled “ Dies Irae.” - There are
various versions of this, but one of the best known is that of Earl
Roscommon, and it I may quote as a quaint and: curious rendering—

That day of wrath, that dreadful day,
Shall the whole world in ashes lay,

As David and the Sibyls say.

‘What horror will invade the mind

‘When the strict Judge, who. would be Hld,
Shall have few venial faults to.find.

The last, loud trumipet's wondrous loun&
Shall through the rending tombs rebound,
And wake the nations under ground.
Nature and death shall with surprise
Behold the pale offender rise.

And viow the Judge with conscious eyea,
Then shall, with universal dread,

The sacred, mystic book be read,

To try the living and the dead.

The Judge ascends his awful throne,

He makes each secret sin be known,

And all with shame confess their own,

O then what interest shall I make ‘
To save my last impertant stake, .
‘When the most just have come to quake.
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Thou mighty formidable King,
Thou uuroty- unexhausted spring,
Some comfortable pity bring,

Forget not what my ransom oosf

Nor let my dear bought soul be

In storms of guilty terror tost.
Prostrate my oontrite heart I read,
My God, my Father, and my Friend,
Do not fotsake me in the end !

‘Well may they curse their Second Breath,
‘Who rose to a reviving death,

Thou great Creator of mankind,

Let guilty man compassion find,

To those ages too belongs the groundwork of Ossian's poems, who,
although he hus been turned by Macpherson into an epic poet, was in
reality nothing but a singer of songs and odes distinguished by their
successful delineation of the passions, picturesque expressions, bold and
beautiful images, and comparisons, their deep pathos and melancholy tone.
Thus beautifully does Hazlitt speak of him—* Ossian’s was feeling, and a
name that can never be destroyed in the minds of his readers. As
Homer is the first vigour and lustihood, Ossian is the decay and old age
of the world. He lives only in the recollection and regret of the past.
There is one impression which he conveys more entirely than all other
poets, namely, the sense of privation, the loss of all things—of friends, of
good name, of country ; he is even without God in the world. He con-
verses with the spirits of the departed, with the motionless and silent
clouds. The cold moonlight sheds its faint lustre on his head. The fox
peeps out of the ruined tower, the thistle waves its head to the wandering
gale, and the strings of his harp seem as the hand of age as the tale of
other times passes over them, to sigh and rustle like the dry reeds in the
winter's wind. The feeling of cheerless desolation, of the loss of the pith
and sap of existence, of the annihilation of the substance, and the clinging
to the shadow of all things as in a mock embrace, is here perfect. If it
were indeed possible to show that this writer was nothing, it would only
be another instance of mutability, another blank made, another void left
in the heart, another confirmation of that feeling which makes him so
often complain. “Roll on ye dark brown years, ye bring no joy on your
wings to Ossian.’”

‘We now approach the poetry of the ballad, and we find ourselves
beside the familiar themes of the Minstrel and Minstrelsy, and must regret
that we have not as much scope as we.have matter, as much time as we
have inclination, for treating it fully and lovingly. Minstrelsy seems to
have sprung up in Provence, a southern district in France, and the
Provencal poetry is among the most famous in the history of literature.
In Normandy, too, there was minstrelsy, but although it excelled the
Provencal in power of imagination, it was inferior in tenderness, in grace,
and in adaptation to music. Song, however, had meanwhile arisen in
great force in Scandinavia, and was in matter superior to that of the
South, although inferior in music, which is peculiarly the child of sunny
climes. But the genius of the North travelled southward, and in France
met and married the splendid melody of Italy, and produced between
them the perfect form of our early minstrelsy.
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‘What meaning and magic we connect with the words, ¢ Ballad
Poetry.” Ballads, as Fletcher said long ago, have been the real laws of &
country. They have prevmled in every rank of society, mmgled, like
currents of air, with men’s loves, hatreds, enthusiasms, patnot-pnmom
from the mouth of the minstrel himself to that of the ploughman in the
field, the maid by the well, singing perchance as in that exquisite scene
in Guy Mannering—

Ararhmtholinholrorth, sheo sald,

Or the bon.:{e woods of Warroch- head,
That I sae fain wad see ?

the reaper among the yellow sheaves ; the herdsman in the noontide
solitude of the hill, or in the snow-buried shieling ; ‘the child in the
nursery or in her solitude, how strange and holy while wandering to
school amid woods and wildernesses; and the soldier resting after the
fatigue of a day of blood or returning to his mountain home when the
wars are over, to the music of one of its own forgotten songs. And
who remembers not the husbandman in “Don Quixote” who, as he goes
forth to to his morning labour, is singing the ancient ballad of Ronces
Valles? And add still more, as an illustration of the power and the
charm of ballad poetry, not only that Homer, the earliest and all but the
greatest of poets, was a ballad maker, and not only that Shakspere con-
descended to borrow songs, and plots, and hints from old English ballads,
but that many of the modern productions—such as the most of Scotl's
verses, Coleridge’s ¢ Christobel and Rime of the Anciente Marinere,”
‘Wordsworth’s ¢ Lyrical Ballads,” Southey’s ¢ Old Woman of Berkeley,”
- Macaulay’s “ Lays of Ancient Rome,” and many more—are imitations in
style, or in spirit, or in all three, of these, wild, simple, early immortal
strains.

In Percy’s Reliques, which I had the privilege of editing a good many
years ago, in Nichol's Poets, you will find a number of admirable specimens
of the old ballad sucb as the ancient ballad of Chevy Chase that was said
to stir the blood like the sound of a trumpet, and a whole set of ballads
alluded to in Shakspere, such as King Cophetua and the beggar maid,
Gernutus, the Jew of Venice, King Lear and his three daughters ; also, a
little copy of verses, entitled * Take these lips away.” Emerson, by the
way, in his “ Nature” quotes these lines as quite Shaksperean; and so
they are, but they are certainly not Shakspere’s—

Take, oh, take these lips away,
That s0 sw were forsworn,

And those eyes the break of day—

uihu that do mislead the morn H

ut my kisses b:
Seals o’f love, hmgo;lh vain,

There are many others, specially the “ Nut Brown Maid,” whnch was
afterwards modernized by Prior in his “ Henry and Emma ;" ;" the
« Hardyknut,” too long to quote, but a ballad which, we are told, when
Scott xepeated it to Lord Byron, a person at a distance in the room
wondered what dreadful news he had been telling him, he looked so
much agitated. Perhaps, however, you will read it with dmppomtment,
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I certainly did. But who but must admire the ¢ Grand old ballad of Sir
Patrick Spens”—

The King sits in Dunfermline toune,
Drinkii' the bluid red weine,

¢ Oh, whaur will I get a guid sailor
To sail this schip o’ mine.”

Up and spak an eldern knicht,
Sat at the King's right knee,

# Sir Patrick Spens is the best sailor
That sails upon the sea.”

The King has written a braid letter,
And signed it wi' his hand,

Aud sent it to Sir Patrick Spens,
‘Was walking on the sand.

The first line that Sir Patrick red
A loud lauch lauched he,

The next line that Sir Patrick red
The tear blinded kis e’e.

¢ Oh, wha is this that dae this deid,
This ill deid done to me,
To send me oot this time of the year
To sail upon the sea.
“ Mak’ baste, mak’ haste, my merry men all,
Our guid schip sails the morne.”
¢ Oh, say na sae, my master dear,
For I fear a deadly storm.

¢ Late, late yestreen I saw the new mune
‘Wi’ the auld ane in her arms,

And I fear, I fear, my master dear,
That we will come to harme,”

Oh laith, laith, were our Scots Nobles
To weit their cork-heiled shoon,

But long ere &’ the play was played,
Their hats they swam aboone.

Oh, lang, lang may their ladies sit,
VWith their fans into their hand,

Or ere they see Sir Patrick Spens
Cam’ sailing to the land.

Oh, lang, lang may the ladies stand
Wi’ their gold kames in their hair,

‘Waiting for their ain dear lords,
For they'll see them never mair.

Have owre, have owre to Aberdour,
It’s fifty fadom deep,

And their lies the gude Sir Patrick Spens,
‘Wi’ the Scots lords at his feet.

Besides “ Percy’s Reliques,” you should read Sir Walter Scott’s
¢ Minstrelsy of the Border,” to get a complete conception of the beauty,
pathos, and power of the old ballad, with the “ Flowers of the Forest ”
at its head, one of the most mournful and exquisitely beautiful of all
ditties, which shall be sung and felt so long as Flodden Field has a niche
in the memories of Scotland, when .

_The flowers of the foreat were 2’ wede away,
Fre we leave ballad poetry, we must be permitted another glance at the

minstrel himself. He might be considered a cross between the bard or
Seald of the ancient Scandinavian world and the actors and public singérs
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of modern times. To something of the high, and, as it was then held,’ .
the Divine inspiration of the Scald, he added somethmg of the mlmetxc_
power of the actor, and something of the musical power of the singer.

How delightful to follow the minstrel through the land like a breeze or
river, at his own sweet will, with a harp (whlch is his passion, pride, and"
passport) in his hand, now entering a cottage at eventide, and drawing
the simple as in a net around him, while he sings

Of old, llllpp’, far off tlnn‘l.
And battles long ago,

and now admitted, like Scott’s famous hero, into some lordly hall, and
there surrounded by bright-eyed maidens of high birth, and stlmulated
by the twofold flattery of sugared lips and generous wine, pouring out his
high wrought, enthusiastic, yet measured and well-modulated strains; now
meeting some brother bard by the lunely mountain wayside, or in some
rude hostelrie, and exchanging their experience and their songs; now
soothing some dying Roderick Dhu, or singing his dirge after death—

Sad was thy lot in mortal stage,

The captive thrush may brook the cage,

The prisoned eagle dies for rage ;
Oh, woe for Alpine’s honoured pu'e 1

and now himself expiring, with the whole fire of the minstrel spirit mount-
ing up to his eye, and with the Harp and the Cross meeting over his dying
pillow as emblems of his joy on earth and of his hope in heaven.

Passing the large and lovely subject of the ballad, we find ourselves
launched on a wide ocean of lyrical poetry—the poetry of the present,
the past, and of the present age.

In the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries in Britain there were
comparatively few first-rate lyrics, and yet there was some as good, or
better, as any that have ever been produced since. Need I name
Milton’s “ Hymn on the Nativity 3" And yet methinks Apollo might
have desired to stay, have lingered to the last moment to hear execrations
so sublime. Like a belated member of the sages who came from the East
to the manger at Bethlehem, does he spread out his treasures, and they
are richer than frankincense, sweeter than myrrh, and more precious
than gold. From that holy ground he repulses the Pagan Deities,—

The oracles are dumb. No voice or hideous hum
Bum through the arched roof in words deceiving

llo from his shrine ; can no man divine,

ith hollow shriek, the ltezs of Delphos leaving.

No nightly trance nr bruth spell
Inspires the pale-¢ Yan riest from the prophetioc cell ;
He feels fron J udah'l d the dreadful Infant’s hnd
The rays of Bethlehem blind his dusky eyne.

Infenor certainly to this, but in its own kind matchless, we have
¢ Alexander’s Feast " by Dryden, who declared after writing it that it
was the best ode that had been written or ever would be written ; and 80
far as amazing spirit, and rapid changes of mood are concerned, he is quite
right. But it has not the stamp of the highest imagination on it. It
rises like the clang of a multitude of barbaric horns and drums proclaim-
ing the praises of some idol god—not like a flute sounding. on a summer
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evening over a lake with spirit-like note of melodious pathos, nor like the
outrolling of a grand solemn piece of organ music. I find the true spirit
of the Ode more fully in another piece of Dryden’s, entitled ¢ Ode to the
Memory of Mrs Anne Kelligrew,” the first stanza of which Dr Johnston
has so warmly and justly praised : —

Thou youngest virgin daughter of the skies,

Made in the last promotion of the blest,

‘Whose palms were plucked from Paradise,

Inspreading branches more sublimely rise

Rich with immortal green above the rest,

‘Whether adopted to some neighbouring star,

Thou rollest above as in thy wandering race,

On in prooession, fixed and regular.

Movest with the heavens’ majestic pace,

‘Whichever happy region is thy place,

Thou wilt have time enough for hymns divine,

Since Heaven's eternal year is thine ;

Hear, then a mortal muse thy praise rehearse
In no ignoble verse,

But such as thine own voioe did practioe here,
‘When thy first fruits were given,

To make thyself a welcome inmate there,
‘While yet & young probationer,

And candidate for heaven.

( T'o be Continued.)

Torrespondence.

et/ an—
THE HIGHLAND CROFT SYSTEM

TO THE EDITOR OF THE CELTIO MAGAZINE.

8ir,—I am much obliged to you for sending to me your article on
the position and prospects of small crofters in the Highlands. ,

I have always opposed the delusion that an extension of the system
of small crofts would be any remedy for the poverty and frequent distress
which once prevailed over the greater part of the Highlands, and which
still affects those portions of the country where that system has survived.

I understand your observations to apply not to crofts of a substantial
size—eay worth’ .4.?20 of rent, and upwards—but to the very small posses-
sions of four or five acres and less of arable land.

The question aBout the minimum amount of land which can support
a family in comfort after payment of a moderate rent is, of course, &
question not to be determined by any universal rule. All that I under-
stand you to argue is that under the actual conditions of soil, of produce,
and of markets which prevail in the West Highlands, small crofts can
afford nothing but a miserable subsistence.

In this conclusion I entirely concur, and you will find it amply con-
firmed by the careful investigation and report made upon the causes and
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extent of Highland destitution made by Sir John Macneill in the year
1851, when the cliects of the potato failure called for that enquiry.

There is, in my opinion, no remedy for the poverty of a population
increasing under this system, and accustomed to a very low standard of
living, except the remedy of migration or emigration.

The State can never undertake the reclamation of ¢ waste lands "
where private enterprise will not do so. And when land is reclaimed it
ought to be devoted, as it is now always devoted, to the establishment of
more substantial farms, which the crofting population generally have not
the means to stock and to cultivate.

I do not believe in any schemes for anticipating by short cuts results
which can only be reached by time. The old crofting population will
emigrate, or migrate when education and other influences make them see
and feel the advantages of employing their labour elsewhere.

The reclamation of land is advancing rapidly under the operation of
natural causes, wherever it will pay ; and tenancies of various kinds and
sizes are being, and will continue to be established. But there are large
areas of the Highlands which nature indicates as pasture land and as fit
for nothing else. ~ '

The gradual consolidation of very small crofts into possessions of a
better size is a process which may be carried into effect with time and
care, without the hardship involved in the removal of families who cling
tenaciously to their traditional habits. I have pursued this method on
my own cstate with advantage, and I have many crofting tenants, who, I
rejoice to believe, are comfortable and prosperous. By this method the
most thrifty and industrious of the crofting population may and will
become tenants of farms which, though small, are fit to take a permanent
place in the agricultural system of the country.

T need not say that I look upon this as the most desirable of all con-
summations ; for the crofting population of the Highlands, and the stock
from which they came have personal qualities which must endear them to
all who know them.—I am, Sir, your obedient Servant,

INRVERARAY, October 4, 1877, ARGYLL.
_0_

TO THE EDITOR OF THE OELTIOC MAGAZINE.

DEear Sir,—1I have read your paper with interest and regret. I do
not, however, find established in it that connection with the laws of the
country and the practice of many of the owners of land which contributed
important features in the case of Irish Land Tenures.—Your faithfal
Servant,

September 26, 1677, W. E. GLADSTONE.

[It would be quite easy to establish this “ connection,” but the object of
the paper on the “ Poetry and Prose of a Highland Croft” was to show
“the actual present state and position of the Highland crofter,” and not
#ts cause.—Ep, C. M.]

Q.
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TO THE EDITOR OF THE CELTIC MAGAZINE.

Dear Sir,—1I have perused your article on the state of the Highland
r-¢vofter with great interest. You cannot expect that it will be received
1-with unanimity, but every one will admit that the article places in a very

marked way the question before the public. Merely to exist is hardly
- what the greatest enthusiast points to. The peasant population ought to
:-be able to do more than earn a bare subsistence, and it seems clear they
.cannot do so on small crofts solely. An extent of twenty acres seems a
wReasonable one, and below this size it may be a question whether a cottage,

with garden and potato ground, is not the best position—the occupant in
w¢his case earning wages elsewhere.

The great mischief at present seems to have been, crowding poor
rq'oople into townships near the sea, without giving them adequate land.
*To an able-bodied, enterprising man, who combines fishing and farming,

there should be hardships and toil, but certainly no poverty. It is
.*deplorable to hear of one man having great ranges of ground in the
“"Western Isles and West Coast, and hundreds having next to nothing.
“Becurity of tenure—say thirty-one years for improving leases—is also
" indispensable.  Positively, when we see huts wretched and dirty beyond
description, and at once find fault with and condemn the unhappy occu-
- pants as alone to blame, it is forgotten that these occupants have no
-security or object in improving. At the same time, it must be admitted
:«that the poor pcople themselves arc undoubtedly very backward.
I must not enlarge, however, as the subject is a wide one, but content
-myself with thanking you for opening the question in so clear and
- -practical a manner.—Yours faithfully,

THE BucHT, 13th October 1877, C. FRASER-MACKINTOSH.

AT a meeting of electors in Inverness, on the 17th ult., the following
‘question was put by A. Mackenzie of the Celtic Magazine to Mr Fraser-
Mackintosh, M.P. :—* Keeping in view that the Government graciously
considered the reputed scarcity of crabs and lobsters, and of herrings
and garvies, on our Highland coasts, of sufficient importance to justify
them in granting two separate Royal Commissions of Inquiry—will you,
in your place in Parliament next session, move that a similar Commission
be granted to inquire into the present impoverished and wretched con-
dition,and, in some places, the scarcity of men and women in the Highlands;
the causc of this state of things ; and the most effectual remedy for
ameliorating the condition of the Highland crofters gencrally #”

Mr Fraser-Mackintosh, in reply, said that a Member of Parlia-
-gnent had a certain power, and only a certain power. Now, the
. question which was here raised was a very large one, and he did not think

that he would have slightest chance of getting such a Commission as was
referred to, unless the Government were prepared for the demand before-
hand, and unless the request was strengthened by a general expression of
feeling in its favour throughout the country. If Mr Mackenzie, who had
writtenan able article on the subject which had attracted great attention, and
others with him, could by petition, or by deputation to the Prime
-Minister, pave the way for a motion, he would be very glad to make it.
His moving in the matter without adequate support would hamper and
hurt the Jaudable object Mr Mackenzie had at heart. -
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‘We have received various other communications on this subject, from
a few of which we make the following short quotations, being unable te»
find room for all the letters :—

“ Mac IaiN” writes :—*“ T agree with every word of the article in the:
last number on the ¢ Poctry and Prose of a Highland Croft.” Neither the-
Higllander nor any other unprejudiced person can gainsay a single poinb
of what the able writer of that article has adduced in support of his
theory, for the simple reason that all the statements made are incontestable- -
facts. That many of the West Hizhland crofters are living in a state of
semi-starvation is beyond dispute. I myself have more than once seen a
family of the class described making a meal of whelks and other shell-fish-
along with a very scanty allowance of bread.”

Another correspondent ¢ Who knows the Facts” says:—*I suspect you
will be having Professor Blackie down on you again, for your sensible and
truthful article on the Prose of a Highland croft. 'What had been written -
from time to time on the Poetic side of the question by humane theorists: .
needed the practical information your article gives to put them right,”

“A SoN oF Ao CRuFTER” writes :—* Your article upon ‘‘ Highland:.
Crofts” is the best you have ever written. It is Al, and true to the*
letter, as I have long known by experience.”

The Ross-shire Journal says :—* It is refreshing to read so able and
interesting an essay on this important topic. From personal observation;:«.
we ‘might almost say experience, we can cordially homologate the graphiest
description of the difficulty that the smaller tenantryin the West Highlands,
ay, and in the East too, have in making ends meet. It can never ber
otherwise while the crofter population continues to be so dense as it -stilt
is in some districts. . . . . We have perused this whole paper witimi
profit, and so we feel confident, will all who have at heart the ameliora-
tion of the West Highland population.”

— (e

“BONNIE DUNDEE”
TO THE EDITOR OF THE CELTIC MAGAZINE.

S1e,—There is no reason why my reply to “J. M. W. S.'s” lette¥™
should be otherwise than very brief, for 1 am glad to see that upon thé™*
whole he is content to agree with me as to the military talents and gené-™
ral high chivalrous character of Lord Viscount Dundee. It is amusing to*"
find that “J. M. W. 8.” seems to think that no one has read the -
Memoirs of Sir Ewen Cameron of Lochiel but himself. Let me assure
him, however, that it is now well on to five-and-twenty years since I firs#pv
read and studied that very interesting volume, by the courtesy of the lutets
Cameron of Lochiel. More recently, by the kindness of the presemst
Lochiel, the volume has been more than once in my possession for thgse
express purpose of consulting it as to Dundee’s movements from the dayfy
he rode down the “sanctified bends of the Bow,” till his famous victory’
and death at Killiecrankie. Upon the whole, I do not think it at al ¥
likely that “J. M. W, S.” has given the history of that time half thg:®
careful attention and study I have bestowed upon it.
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“J, M. W. S.” has probably read the very interesting note by the
Editor of the Jnverness Courier as to the two or three generally acknow-
ledged to be authentic portraits of the famous royalist.* That he was dark,
darkish, or swarthy, is certain. The Highlanders had a habit, as they
still have, of bestowing a fitting sobriquet, founded on the personal
characteristics, both of those whom they honoured and loved, and those
whom they hated and despised ; and depend upon it, when in Highland
song and story we find Lord Dundee styled “ Ian Dubk nan Cath”
(Swarthy John of the battles), swarthy, be sure, he was, let the port-
raits be read in what light they may.

One of the Argyles, Archibald the 9tk Earl, who was beheaded for
high treason, a doom he richly merited, was styled by his Gaelic con-
temporaries Gilleaspuig Gruamach, Archibald the morose, the sullen, or
more correctly, perhaps, the grim. The Auglo-Saxon grim or grum and
the Gaelic gruaim being the same word ; and when I find him so styled
in Gaelic tradition and song, I shall continue to believe that he was
grim, that, as a rule, he was sour, and sullen, and sulky of visage, although
for all I know to the contrary, there may he half a dozen or more
authentic portrails which give him a more amialle expression.  One of the
Macleans of Duart, chief of his name, is known in Gaelic tradition and
song as Eachainu Ruadh nan Cath—Red (haired) Hector of the battles,
Hector Rufus Bellicosus ; and you will not casily persuade me, or any one
else conversant with the manners and traditions of the Highlands, that
the colour of his hair and beard was any other than ruad?, or red.

Sir Walter Scott’s reading of the Abbotsford portrait differs from that
given by “J. M. W. 8.,” and your correspondent need not be angry if I
say that I believe Scott's reading to be the cerrect one. Here is Scott’s
description of Lord Dundee, as given in “Old Mortality ” :—

“ Grahame of Claverhouse was in the I’nime of life, rather low of
stature, and slightly, though elegantly, formed. His gesture, language,
and manners were those of one whose life had been spent among the
noble and the gay. His features exhibited even feminine regularity—an
oval face, a straight and well-formed nose, dark hazel eyes, a complexion
just tinged with brown, to save it from the charge of effeminacy ; a short
upper lip, curved upwards like that of a Grecian statue, and slightly
shaded by a small moustache of light drown, joined to a profusion of long,
curled locks, of the same colour, which fell down on each side of his face,
contributed to form such a countenance as limners love to paint and
ladies to look upon.” That he was even darker or swarthier than Scott,
reading probably from the portrait before him, describes him, I have no

* The following is the notc referred to by * Nether-Lochaber” :—*‘ There are three
reputed original portraits of Dundee. First, the Glammis portrait, adopted by Scott as
E::nine. It is said to be by Lely, but this is doubtful. It is the representation of a

dsome young cavalier elaborately dressed, with a profusion of darkish brown hair.
Second, the Leven portrait, long in possession of the noble family of Leven and Melville,
This was exhibited amoung the ‘* National Portraits” at South Kensington in 1867 ; we
remember it distinctly, the features delicate and finely cut, the hair long and dark.
Third, the Airth portrait, in possession of Graham of Airth, which Napier says displays
the type of the other portraits. All of them have been repeatedly engraved, and agree
in gomeral character—the countenance singularly handsome, yet with all its feminine
beauty of outline and colour, the expression is not such as to inspire affection or cenfi-
denoe,"—Inverness Courier, 30tk August,
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difficulty at all in affirming. The epithet dudh, applied to him by the
Highlanders who knew him well, and loved him with all their heart,
settles the question beyond all dispute, let the portraits be read and in-
terpreted as they may.

Like William Edmonstoune Aytoun, I can very honestly say that “I
am not ashamed to own that I have a deep regard for the memory of Lord
Dundee, founded on a firm belief in his public and private virtues, his
high and chivalrous honour, and his unshaken loyalty to his sovereign.”

There are three Grahames or Graems prominent in Scottish song and
story of whom we may all of us well be proud. James Grahame, the

eat Marquis of Montrose ; John Grahame, Lord Viscount Dundee, and
General Grahame, Lord Lyndoch. In his “ Vision of Don Roderick,”
Scott has the following very fine stanza in honour of these worthies, and
of an earlier Grahame still, Sir John the Graeme, the stedfust friend of
“'Wallace wight.” Apostrophizing Lord Lyndoch, he exclaims :—
O ! hero of a race renown’d of old,
‘Whose war-cry oft has waked the battle-swell,
Since first distisguish’d in the onset bold,
‘Wild sounding when the Roman rampart fell !
By Wallace’ side it rung the Southron’s krell,
Alderne, Kilsythe, and Tibber, owned its fame ;
Tummell’s rude pass can of its terrors tell,
But ne’er from prouder field arose the name
Than when wild Rouda learn’d the conquering shout of Graeme.
—1I am, etec.,
‘“ NETHER-LOCHABER.”

September 1877.
A HYMN OF YOUTH.
—_—
1 gazed upon the eastern sky

As the rosy morn was dawning,
And I felt a ragture in my eye,
For Hope was blushing bright on high,
Beneath the spacious awning.

Oh ! how the hoary mountains smiled,

As they wakened from their dreaming ;
And sweet was the sight of their forms so wild,
And masses 8o high upon masses piled,

And all in the sunlight beaming.

But sweeter far was the mystic rite,

As the sunbeam kissed the flower,
While the floweret quivered with fine delight,
And oped its lips, and looked so bright

And happy in its bower.

I thought of the dawn of youthful years—
Of pleasure and love and beauty :
Ah! friend ! not these can chase our fears,
Nor aught can dry the floweret’s tears,
Till high in the radiant.heaven appears
The glorious sun of Duty.
MACHAON
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MO RUN GEAL DILEAS.

Slow and Plaintive,
E&:}! o and
—~t— i 2
gt —1 =
— w1 4 —— 4 L
- Ll

Is truagh nach robh mi an riochd na facilinn, A shnamh-is actrom air bharr nan tonm,
Chorus—~Mo run geol di - leas, di-leas, di - leas, Mo run geal di - leas nach till tha riam,
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A's bheirinn sgriobag do’n Eilean 1) - each Far Uheil an ri bhinn dlv' fhag m’ inntion trom.
Cha till mi fein riut a ghaoil chan fhaod mi, Or tha ma ghaol-sa na laidhe tinn.
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Is truagh nach robh mi ’s mo rogha ceile,
Air mullach shleibhite num beanntaibh mor,

'S gun bhi ga 'r n-eisdeachd uch evin an t-sleibhe,
'S gu'n tugainn fhein di na cendan pog.

Thug mi corr agus naoi miosan,
Anpss na h-Innsean a b’ fhaide thall ;

'S bean boidhchead d’ aoduinu chu robh ri fhaotainn :
‘Sged gheibhinn saor ind cha'n fhanainn ann.

Thug mi mios ann am fiabhrus clacidhte,
Gun duil rium oidhche gu’m bithinn beo ;
B’e fath mo smaointean a la ’s a dh-oidhche.
Gu ’'m faighinn feochadh a’s ta bhi 'm choir.

Tha &’ anail chubbraidh max fhaile ubhlan,
A’s tha do shuilean gu meallach, gorm ;

Is tu bean-uasal is grinne dh’ fhuaigheas ;
’S an ris a fhuair thu do thogail og.

Cha bhi mi ’strith ris a’ chraoibh nach lub leam
Ged bhiodhfubhlan air bharr garb geig ;

Mo shoraidh slan leat ma rinn thu ’m fhagail--
Cha d’ thainig truigh gun mhuir-lan na deigh.

NoTE.—The above is one of the most popular of our Highland Melodies. It is un-
doubtedly very old, and, so far as I know, it authoris quite uuknown. Thereis nothing
particularly worthy of remark about the words, which appear to bave suffered in their
transmission to us,—W, M‘K,

THe following note has been received from Her Majesty the Queen:—

LocH MAREE, September 14th, 1877.

Major-General Ponsonby is commanded by the Queen to thank Mr Mackenzie for
the copies-of the Celtic Magazine which he has forwirded to Her Majesty.
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MONUMENT TO JOHN MACKENZIE OF ¢ THE BEAUTIES OF
GAELIC POETRY”
o—

THs time has now arrived, we think, when active steps should be taken to
carry into effect the proposal, originated by the Celtic Magazine, to erect a
monument to this excellent, though hitherto almost forgotten Celt. He has,
in his *‘ Beauties,” raised a monument to the Highlands and to Geltic genius
which shall not perish as long as the language remains a spoken or written
speech. Keeping this in view, and the fact that there is not the slightest
mark of any description at present to indicate the grave of such a man, we are
disappointed to find—at a time, too, when such a noise is made by so many
Celtic Societies throughout the country—such a poor response to the appeal
made to our Highland countrymen for erecting a Carn Cusmhne to one who so
pre-eminently deserves it.

The amount of subscriptions received and promised will be found below
to amount to £41 13s 6d. True, this will enable us to erect a fairly respeot-
able monument, but certainly not such as the memory of John Mackenzie
deserves. An appeal has been made to several of the leading Gaelic, High-
land, and Celtic Societies in London, Glasgow, and Inverness, but, much to
our surprise, not a single penny has been subscribed by any of them, nor are
we aware of any steps taken by either of them to raise funds among their
members, or other Highlanders in their respective districts, exocept the
Gaelic Society of Inverness, which has appointed & committee to oolleot
subscriptions.

As the promoters of this monument, we now propose that all subscribers
of £1 sterling and upwards be formed into a committee to carry the proposal
into effect, with Sir Kenneth S. Mackenzie, Bart. of Gairloch, as chairman ;
and that the local members of committee be appointed an acting sub-com-
mittee, to arrange the details, to prepare a suitable inscription in Gaelic and
English, and to complete, and erect, the monument by July of next year.

There is one remarkable and gratifying peculiarity about the subscription
list, which is creditable to Mackenzie’'s native parish, and which is a marked
exception to the old saw, that ‘‘ a prophet has no honour in his own country ”
—more than two-thirds of the whole amount is subscribed by natives of
Gairloch, or their descendants.

The following sums have been received and paid into the ¢ Monument
Account,” opened with the Caledonian Bank, Inverness :—

Sir Kenneth S. Mackenzie, Bart. of Gairloch
Cluny Macpherson of Cluny ...
Charles Fraser-Mackintosh, M.P.
Donald Macgregor, Newington Butts, London ...
Per John Mackenzie, Auchinstewart, Wishaw—

N&Nﬁ
O 000003
- 1-1-1-]

Jobn Mackenzie, Auchinstewart £2 20
H. Munro Mackenzis, Whithaven 220
Mrs R. Robertson Walker, do. 110
Daniel Mackinlay, London 220
George Mackenzie, do. 010 0
Angus Nicolson, Skipton 010 6

8 []
Per Alexander Burgess, banker, Gairloch— 7

Alex. Burgess, Gairloch
Donald Mackensie, manager, do.
Donald Macdonald, farmer, Flowerdale, do.
Hoctor Fraser, boat builder, Gairloch ...
George Ross, gamekeeper, do. ...

Simon Chisholm, gardener, do. ...

John Maclean, manager, Shicldag, do. ...
Joha Maoleod, teacher, Openham, do. ...

Carried over ...
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Bicught over £3 50 £1615 6
Malcolm Lamont, teacher, do. 050
050
030
026
026
0 2 6
026
th 0 2 6
026
0286
fisher, Pooleweo 02 6
Little Sand ... 026
John 0286
Alex. 026
John stillery 0286
John 020
020
Robe: 020
514 0
Per
£ 2 6
Kenneth 010
Kenneth Maclean, jun., merchant, do. 03 6
Kenneth Maclean, sen., do., do. 026
010
do. 010
026
020
020
016
010
. 020
r, Poolewe 02 6
. 026
sdale 02 6
026
026
Lodge 110
026
180 026
3086
Per A,
£0 5 0
, do, 026
Seven Smaller Subscriptions 07€6
) 015 0
J. Munro Mackenzie, of Morinish Mull £1 00
Inverness ... 010 6
026
026
Londen 110
Glenoze, Skye ... 05 0
Alhian Street, Glasgow 110
010 0
aryburgh ... 050
rmaig . 010 6
Magac:ine 110
Allan Ranald Macdonald Jeffrey, London 110
710 0
£3315 0
Subscriptions intimated but not forwarded to the Treasurer ... 718 6
£4113 6
L —— |

ALEX. MACKENZIE, Honorary Secretary.

ALEX. FRASER, Honorary Treasurer.
Inverness, October 18th, 1877,
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HISTORY OF THE CLAN MACKENZIE,
WITH GENEALOGIES OF THE PRINCIPAL FAMILIES.
By trE EpITOR.

——

[ConTINUED.]

Having in our last introduced the reader to Coinneach, or Kenneth, the
first of the line of Mackenneth, it seems a pity to controvert and reject
the elaborate system by which the origin of the Clan has been traced
back through Ireland and Wales to a Norman and Florentine source—
illustrious and flattering as this origin is to the successors of Kenneth, who,
like most of the Highland Clans, since the beginning of the seventeenth
century, exhibit an unpatriotic preference for alien progenitors. ‘Writing
of the Clans who claim this foreign origin, Skene says :—‘* As the identity
of the false aspect which the true tradition assumes in all of these cases
implies that the case was the same in all, we' may assume that wherever
these two circumstances are to be found combined, of & Clan claiming a
foreign origin, and asserting a marriage with the heiress of a Highland
family, whose estates they possessed and whose followers they led, they
must invariably have been the oldest cadet of that family, who by usurpa-
tion or otherwise had become de facto chief of the Clan, and who covered
their defect by right of blood by denying their descent from the Clan, and
asserting that the founder bad married the heiress of its chief.” He then
goes on to maintain that the general deductionfrom all our MS. genealogies
is, that the Clans were divided into several great tribes descended from a
common ancestor, while he draws a marked distinction between the
different tribes which, by indications traceable in each, can be
indentified with the Earldoms or Maormorships into which the North of
Scotland was anciently divided. By the aid of the old genealogies he
divides the Clans into five different tribes as follows:—(1) The
Descendants of Conn of the Hundred Battles, (2) Descendants of Ferchar
Fata Mac Feradaig, (3) Descendants of Cormaig Mac Oirbertaig, (4)
Descendants of Fergus Leith Dearg, and (5) Descendants of Krycul.
Under the third heading he includes the Old Earls of Ross, the Mac-
kenzies, the Mathiesons, and several others,

There is now no doubt that the Earls of Ross were descended from
the ancient Maormors of that district; and the same authority informs
. D
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't is well known that the surname of Ross has always been rendered in
jaelic Clan Anrias, or Clan Gilleanrias, and the Rosses appear under
he form of these appellations in all the early Acts of Parliament. There
¢ also an unvarying tradition in the Highlands that on the deatk of
William, the last Earl of Ross of this family, a certain Paul MacTire was
'or some time chief of the Clan, and this tradition is corroborated by the
act that there is a charter by the same William, Earl of Ross, in favour of
his very Paul MacTire, in which he styles him his cousin. There
ippears, however, among the numeroys Clans contained in the MS. of
1450, one termed Clan Gilleanrias, which commences with Paul MacTire,
10 that there can be little doubt of that Clan being the same as that of the
Rosses, and in this MS. of 1450 they are traced upwards in a direct line
0 a certain “Gilleon na h’ Airde,” or Colin of the Aird, who
ived in the tenth century, and who was, as we shall see in the sequel,
idso the remote progenitor of the Mackenzies. In this ancient Gaelic
renealogy occurs the name of Gilleanrias, exactly contemporary with the
jeneration preceding that of Ferchad, Earl of Ross.

The name Gilleanrias is the Gaelic for “ servant of Andrew,” or of St
Andrew, and this would indicate that he was a priest. When we con-
dder that the dates exactly correspond, and that the Earls of Ross were,
18 we have seen, an offshoot of the Clan Anrias—must indeed have
lescended from Anrias—and that among the Earls who besieged Malcolm
(V. in Perth in the year 1160 is to be found the name of Gilleanrias, it

to us beyond question that Ferchard Mac an t-Sagairt (the son
if the priest) was the son of Gilleanrias, the founder of Clan Anrias, and
hat consequently he succeeded to the Earldom of Ross on the failure of
he former family. Ferchard Mac an t-Sagairt rendered great assistance
© Alexander IL in his conquest of Argyll in 1222, leading most of the
western tribes to support their King, and as a reward for his services he
wceived from that monarch a grant of North Argyll, a district known
0 be that which is now called Wester Ross. In an old manuscript in
yr possession, and in which the writer supports the Irish origin of the
Jan, we find the following :—* It cannot be disputed that the Earl of
Ross was the lord paramount under Alexander II., by whom Fargqukard
Mae an t-Sagairt was recognised in the hereditary dignity of his pre-
and who, by another tradition, was a real progenitor of the noble

family of Kintail.”

‘We quote the following from  Gordon’s History of the Earldom of
Sutherland,” p. 36 :—* From the second son of the Earl of Ross the
lairds of Balnagown are descended, and had by inheritance the lands of

s prebabls that it once formed a part of the well-known Kilbride collection, which
.>ug preserved by the family of MacLachlan of Kilbride. . . . . Of the very
N‘M which this MS. must produce upon the question of th:

it will be sufficient to state that it seems to establish &l
facts—1st, The existence at a very early period of a trudition ix
won origin of all the Highland Clans ; 3d, The comparatively
.the traditionary origins of the different Olans at present
*al relatiol of various Clans which have hitherto been
npected.” In another note, the editor informs us that
of a chemical process to restore the writing which was &
rts illegible,” and has now been able to give the MR, |
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us that the district of Ross is very often mentioned in the Norse
Sagas along with the other districts which were governed by Maormors
or Iarls; that it was only on the downfall of those of Moray that the
Chiefs of Ross appear prominent in historical records, the Maormors of
Moray being in such close proximity, and so great in power and influ-
ence that the less powerful Maormor of Ross was in a subordirate
position, and his name was in consequence seldom or never associated
with any of the great events in Highland history. It was only after
the downfall of those local potentates that the chiefs appear under
the appellation of Comites or Earls. That they were, however, the
descendants of the ancient Maormors there can be little doubt, and the
natural presumption is in this instance strengthened by the fact that the
oldest authorities concur in asserting that the Gaelic name of the Earls of
Ross was O’Beolan, or the descendants of Beolan; ‘“and we actually
find,” says Skene, ¢ from the oldest Norse Saga connected with Scotland
that a powerful chief in the North of Scotland, named Beolan, married
the daughter of Ganga Rolfe, or Rollo, the celebrated pirate, who became
afterwards the celebrated Earl of Normandy.” From this account it
appears that the ancestor of the Earls of Ross was Chief of Kintail
in the beginning of the tenth century.

The first known Earl of Ross is Malcolm, to whom a precept was
directed from Malcolm IV., desiring him to protect and defend the Monks
of Dunfermline in their lawful privileges and possessions. This document
is not dated, but from the names of the witnesses it must have
been granted before 1162. The next Earl of Ross whom we find
recorded in history is Ferchard, or Ferchair Mac an t-Sagairt, Son of
the priest, who seems to have risen rapidly to power on the ruins of the
once powerful Earl of Moray, Kenneth MacHeth, who was the last of
his line.

Skene is of opinion that this Mac an t-Sagairt (from his being called
¢ the son of the priest”) was not the son of the former Earl, but wgs of a
new line that came into possession on the extinction of the older family.
“ Of what family this Earl was, history does not say, but that omission
may in some degree be supplied by the assistance of the MS. of 1450.”*

* To this ancient document, which is the oldest Gaelic genealogical account on
reoord, and which is given in the original, with a literal English trauslation, in the
Transactions of the Iona Olub, Mr Skene adds the following note :—** From the peculiar
oondition of society among the Higblanders the investigation of family history beeomes an
important instrument in ascertaining and illustrating the leading faots of their origin
and history. The attention of the Club will, oomeo?uently, be in & considerable degree
directed to this object, and it is proposed to include in the Oollectanea a series of
geuealogies of Highland Clans which are still to be found ia ancient MSS, In the

resent number the series commences with the contents of the most ancient MS, now
Eﬁown to exist. It was discovered accidentally in the Advooates’ Library last year, and
oonsists of eight m“‘ leaves, the last of which is covered with genealogies, written
in the old Irish ol r, but so very faded with time as to be read with difficulty, and
in many instances to be Aitogether osible. Of the authenticity of the MS, there can
be no doubt, and a striot comparison of all the genealogies contained in it has satisfied
the editor of its ganeral acouracy. The same careful examination shows that it must
have been written about the year 1450, and this conclusion, with respect to its date, was
afterwards corroborated by the discovering the date 1467 written upon one of the leaves,
Themthordthou&mtohwobmopemof the name of Maclachlan, as the
gen of the Clan is given with much greater minuteness than any of the
other and the various intermarriages of that Olan alone are given, From this it
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It is well known that the surname of Ross has always been rendered in
Gaelic Clan Anrias, or Clan Gilleanrias, and the Rosses appear under
the form of these appellations in all the early Acts of Parliament. There
is also an unvarying tradition in the Highlands that on the deatk of
William, the last Earl of Ross of this family, a certain Paul MacTire was
for some time chief of the Clan, and this tradition is corroborated by the
fact that there is a charter by the same William, Earl of Ross, in favour of
this very Paul MacTire, in which he styles him his cousin. There
appears, however, among the numeroys Clans contained in the MS. of
1450, one termed Clan Gilleanrias, which commences with Paul MacTire,
£0 that there can be little doubt of that Clan being the same as that of the
Rosses, and in this MS. of 1450 they are traced upwards in a direct line
to a certain “Gilleon na h’ Airde,” or Colin of the Aird, who
lived in the tenth century, and who was, as we shall see in the sequel,
also the remote progenitor of the Mackenzies. In this ancient Gaelic
genealogy occurs the name of Gilleanrias, exactly contemporary with the
generation preceding that of Ferchad, Earl of Ross.

The name Gilleanrias is the Gaelic for “ servant of Andrew,” or of St
Andrew, and this would indicate that he was a priest. 'When we con-
sider that the dates exactly correspond, and that the Earls of Ross were,
as we have seen, an offshoot of the Clan Anrias—must indeed have
descended from Anrias—and that among the Earls who besieged Malcolm
IV. in Perth in the year 1160 is to be found the name of Gilleanrias, it
appears to us beyond question that Ferchard Mac an t-Sagairt (the son
of the priest) was the son of Gilleanrias, the founder of Clan Anrias, and
that consequently he succeeded to the Earldom of Ross on the failure of
the former family. Ferchard Mac an t-Sagairt rendered great assistance
to Alexander IL in his conquest of Argyll in 1222, leading most of the
western tribes to support their King, and as a reward for his services he
received from that monarch a grant of North Argyll, a district known
to be that which is now called Wester Ross. In an old manuscript in
our possession, and in which the writer supports the Irish origin of the
Clan, we find the following :—* It cannot be disputed that the Earl of
Ross was the lord paramount under Alexander II., by whom Fargqukard
Mac an t-Sagairt was recognised in the hereditary dignity of his pre-
decessors, and who, by another tradition, was a real progenitor of the noble
Jamily of Kintail.” .

‘We quote the following from * Gordon’s History of the Earldom of
Sutherland,” p. 36 :—* From the second son of the Earl of Ross the
lairds of Balnagown are descended, and had by inheritance the lands of

seems probable that it once formed a part of the well-known Kilbride collectien, which
was long preserved by the family of MacLachlan of Kilbride. . . . . Of the very
important effects which this MS. must produce upon the question of the of the
Highland Clans, it will be sufficient to state that it seems to establish these three nz
remarkable facts—1s$, The existenoce at a very early period of a tradition in the Highlan
of the common origin ef all the Highland Clans ; 2‘:, The comparatively late invention
of many of the traditionary origins of the different Olans at present believed ; and
3d, The mutual relationship of various Clans which have hitherto been supposed to be
altogether unconnected.” In another note, the editor informs us that he *‘has been

by means of a chemioal process to restore the writing which was so much decayed
aa t0 be in many parts illegible,” and has now been able to give the M. iafull,
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Rariechies and Coulleigh, where you may observe that the Laird of Balna-
gown's surname should not be Ross, seeing there was never any Earl of
Ross of that surname ; but the Earls of Ross were first of the surname of
Beolan, then they were Leslies, and last of all that Earldom fell by
inheritance to the Lords of the Isles, who resigned the same unto King
James the Third's hands, in the year of God 1477. 8o I do think that
the lairds of Balnagown. perceiving the Earls of Ross decayed, and that
Earldom, fallen into the Lords of the Isles’ hands, they called themselves
Rosses, thereby to testify their descent from the Earls of Ross. Besides,
all the Rosses in that province are unto this day called in the Irish
(Gaelic) language Clan-Leandreis, which race, by their own tradition, is
sprung from another stock.” From the same authority, p. 46, we find
that the Earls of Ross were O'Beolans as late as 1333, for Sir Robert
Gordon informs us, writing of the Battle of Hallidon Hill, that ¢ in this
field was Hugh Beolan, Earl of Ross, slain.”

It seems thus established that the O'Beolans were the ancient
and original Earls of Ross, and it is quite clear from the MS. of
1450 that they continued to be represented by the old Rosses of Balna-
gown down to the beginning of the eighteenth century, when the last
of that family finding that the entail ended with himself, sold the estate
to General Ross, brother of Lord Ross of Hawkhead, and who was,
although of the samne name, of quite a different origin.

It appears equally clear that the Rosses and the Mackenzies had
a common origin, descended from the same ancestor—‘‘ Gilleon na h’
Airde,” so called from having his seat in the Aird, now the property of
Lord Lovat. Some maintain that the Macleans and Macraes are
from the same stock as the Mackenzies, and there appears to be little
doubt that these tribes had occupied lands and held strongholds in the
district of the Aird.* The genealogy of the Macraes is not preserved in the
MS.. of 1450, but reference to the name will be found in the genealogy of
the Macleans, thus supporting the view of those who maintain that the
Mackenzies, the Macleans, and the Macraes are descended from the same
ancestor. It will also be seen by the following extract that Gilleoin, or
Gilleain, was the common ancestor of the three.

These genealogies are from the M8, of 1450 :—

ORIGINAL MANUSCRIPT.

Genelach Clann Anrias.

Pal fo Tire, io , ic Muiredaigh, io
Peil, io Gilleanrias, io Martain, ic Poil, io
Qainig, io Oranin, ic Eogan, ic Cainio, io

Mo Gilleoin na hairde, ic Eiro, ic
Fearchar, Mo Cermao, io Abertaig,

SKENE'S TRANSLATION.

Genealogy of the Clan Andres,

Paul son of Tire, son of Ewen, son of
Murdoch, son of Paul, son of Gilleanrias,
son of son of Paul, son of Ken-
neth, son of Orinan, son of Ewen, son of
Kenneth, son of Crinan, son of Gilleoin
of Aird, son of Erc, son of Lora, son of
Ferchar, son of Cormao, son of Oirbeirt.
aigh, son of Feradach,

* They, “ as vassals of the Bysets, inhabited the Clunes, Achryvaich, Obriachan,
Knﬂ.nmzudl)rquhu usoripts.

t."— Wardlaw Man:
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Do Genelach Clann Gilleain. Genealogy of the Macleans.
Lachlan ic Eon,ie . . . . moc Maelsi Lachlan sen of John,somof . . . .
me Gillnin‘ me iordt, io Saan, ic Noiﬁ: son of Maelsig, son of Gilleain, son
ie Douhsul '’Ablesanid Sanobi, me Rningr, Icrath, son of Suau, son of Neill, son of
mo Sean Dubgall Airlir, mo Fearchair Abr, Domlig, son of Ruingr, son of Old Dou-
me Feradaoh, ioc . . . . me Neachtain, gall, son of Fero , son of Feradaoh,
mo Oolman, mo Buadan, &, sonof . . . . son of Neachtan, son
of Colman, son of Buadan, &o,
Genelach Clann Casinig. The Genealogy of the Clan Kenneth.
“UM ih:: Oainig, m:cfoh. io Qainig, Hnrfdoih son of Ksu;thA.nm of Johi
Aengusa, io Cristin, ic Agam, mcGillason son of Kenmeth, son o gus, son
Ofg, is Gilleon na haird, Christian, sos of Adam, son of "Gilleoin
Og, son of Gilleoin of the Aird.

It may be considered strange that we should devote so much space to
the origin of the Clan Andreas, or Rosses, in a history of the Clan Kenneth,
or Mackenzie ; but on consideration the importance of this will be
admitted, for in tracing the genealogy of this Clan from the Earls of
Roes, and from “ Gilleoin na h’ Airde,” this Gilleoin being—as will be
seen by the above extract from the MS. of 1450—also the ancestor of
the Mackenzies, we are at the same time establishing the Gaelic descent
and origin of the Clan Kenneth.

I it be admitted that the MS. of 1450 is authentic—and this has
not been seriously disputed by any respectable authority, while we have
the high authority of Skene and others in support of its authenticity and
general accuracy—it should now appear doubtful, notwithstanding all the
laboured and learned attempts made in the past to foist a successful Irish
adventurer upon this great Clan as their ancestor, whether, although
hitherto accepted without much question, this Imsh origin can be
ultimately maintained and finally accepted by the impartial student of
history, or by the Clan themselves.

It is true that we have the reputed charter of the lands of Kintail,
said to have been granted by King Alexander IIL to Colin Fitzgerald,
and extensively quoted by all writers on the question of the origin
of the Clan Kenneth, to controvert and dispose of. This, in consequence
of the great strides made in recent years in independent historical research,
and the results obtained, is much easier than will at first sight appear.
Mr Skene unhesitatingly asserts that no trace of any traditions assign-
ing a foreign origin to any of the Highland Clans can be found in
any writings prior to the seventeenth century, and it is superfluous to
state that, had any existed, no one was more likely to discover them
than this laborious Celtic scholar and eminent antiquarian. The first
notiece we find of such a charter is in the work of Sir Feorge Mackenzie of
Tarbat, first Earl of Cromarty, on the Clan Mackenzie, written in the
seventeenth century. All the later genealogists seem to have taken its
authenticity for granted, and quoted it accordingly. Dr George Mac-
kenzie accepted and believed in its genuineness, as did also the ‘‘ Gentle-
man of Quality”—the laird of Applecross, who wrote the MS. history of
the Mackenzies already quoted, in 1669, for he not only copies the charter
from the Earl of Cromarty, but quotes pages of his MS. verbatim et
literatim. Skene gives it as his decided opinion thatthe charter is a forgery,
and perfoctly worthless as evidence in favour of the Fitzgerald origin of
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the Clan. He is supported in this view by another high authority. The
editor of the “ Origines Parochiales Scotie,” pp. 392-3, vol ii, says:
The lands of Kintail are said to have been granted by King Alexander ITL
to Colin, an Irishman of the family of Fitzgerald, for service done at the
battle of Largs. The charter is not extant, and its genuineness has been
doubted.” In a footnote he gives the text of the charter in exactly the
same terms as already given in these pages from another source, and
which, he says, is from a copy of the seventeenth century, *in the hand-
writing of the Earl of Cromarty.” “If the charter be genuine,” he con-
tinues, ‘““it is not of Alexander ITI,, or connected with the battle of
Largs (1263). Two of the witnesses, Andrew, Bishop of Moray, and
Henry de Baliol, chamberlain, would correspond with the sixteenth year of
Alezander II. The writers of the history of the Mackenzies assert also
charters of David IL (1360) and of Robert II. (1380) to ¢ Murdo filius
Kennethi de Kintail,’ but without furnishing any description or means of
testing their authenticity. No such charters are recorded.”

Alexander I]. began to reign in 1214, so that the charter, according
to this excellent authority, must have been signed and witnessed in 1230
—thirty-three years before the battle of Largs wus fought, and thirty-siz
years earlier than the actual date of the charter itself. This, in the
opinion of all reasonable men, will finally settle the question of the
genuineness of a charter, which has been the main, indeed the only,
support of any weight ever adduced in favour of the Irish origin of
the Clan Mackenzie. 'We shall, however, quote the same authority still
further, and show pretty conclusively, not only that at that early period
no Fitzgerald, nor even a Mackenzie, was ths actual proprietor of, althoughno
doubt even then the latter was a very powerful chief in Kintail. “In 1293
the Sheriffdom of Skey, erected by King John Baliol, included the lands
of the Earl of Ros in North Argail, a district which comprehended Kintail
and several other large parishes in Ros.! Between 1306 and 1329, King
Robert Bruce confirmed to the Earl of Ross all his lands, including North
Argyll (Borealis Ergadia).? In 1342, William Earl of Ross, the son and
heir of the deceased Hugh Earl of Ross, granted to Reginald, the son of
Roderic (Ranald Rorisoune, or MacRuairidh) of the Isles, the ten davachs
(or ten pennylands) of Kintail in North Argyle.! The grant was after-
wards confirmed by King David II.+ About the year 1346 Ranald was
succeeded by his sister Amie, the wife of John of Isla.® Between the
years 1362 and 1372 William Earl of Ross, the son and heir of the
deceased Hugh Earl of Ross, exchanged with his brother Hugh of Rosse,
lord of Fylorth, and his heirs, his lands of all Yrgile, with the Castle of
Elandonan, for Hugh's lands in Buchan.® In 1463 the lands of Kintail
were held by Alexander Mackenzie.”?

‘We are thus irresistibly driven to the conclusion that, if this charter be
genuine, it must have been written when the witnesses whose names are
upon it were in existence, about thirty years before Colin Fitzgerald
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crossed the Irish Channel, and, probably, several years before he was born.
‘We have no doubt that the Mackenzies were in Kintail before 1463,
although this appears to be the first authentic record of them in the
district ; but we are quite satisfied that they were there only as an im-
portant branch of the native and Gaelic Earls of Ross, closely related to
them, and rapidly increasing in numbers, power, and influence. Even
Dr George Mackenzie, who strongly maintains the Fitzgerald origin of the
Clan, informs us that the Earl of Ross, in 1296, * sent a messenger to the
Kintail men to send their young chieftain to him as being his nearest
kinsman by his marriage with his aunt.” Before, however, beginning the
general history of the Clan, we shall, in further support of the view here
adopted, and we venture to assert now pretty well established, place
8kene’s conclusions before the reader.

In his ¢ Highlands of Scotland” (pp. 223-5) he says :—* The Mac-
kenzies have long boasted of their descent from the great Norman family
of Fitegerald in Ireland, and in support of this origin they produce a
fragment of the records of Icolmkill, and a charter by Alexander IIL to
Colin Fitzgerald, the supposed progenitor of the family, of the lands of
Kintail At first sight these documents might appear conclusive, but,
independently of the somewhat suspicious circumstance, that while these
pepers have been most freely and generally quoted, no one haa ever yet seen
the originals, the fragment of the Icolmkill record merely says that among
the actors in the battle of Largs, fought in 1262, was ‘ Peregrinus et
Hibernus nobilis ex familia geraldinorum qui proximo anno ab Hibernia
pulsus apud regem benigne acceptus hinc usquein curta permansit et in prae-
facto proelio strenue pugnavit,’ giving not a hint of his having settled in
the Highlands, or of his having become the progenitor of any Scottish
family whatever ; while as to the supposed charter of Alexander IIL., it
is equally inconclusive, as it merely grants the lands of Kintail to ¢ Colino
Hiberno,’ the word ¢ Hibernus’ having at the time come into general use
as denoting the Highlanders, in the same manner as the word ¢Erse’
is now frequently used to express their language : but inconclusive as it
is, this charter cannot be admitted at all, as it bears the most palpable
marks of having been a forgery of a later time, and one by no means happy
in its execution.

“ How such a tradition of the origin of the Mackenzies ever could
have arisen it is difficult to say ; but the fact of their native origin and
Gaelic descent is completely set at rest by the Manuscript of 1450, which
has already so often been the means of detecting the falsehood of the foreign
origins of other Clans. In that MS., the antiquity of which is perhaps as
great, and its authenticity certainly much greater than the fragments of
the Icolmkill records, the Mackenzies are brought from a certain Gilleon
Og, or Colin the younger, a son of ¢ Gilleon na h' Airde,’ the ancestor of
the Rosses.”

The descendants of Gilleon na h' Airde have already been fully
identified as the ancestors of the old Earls of Ross, and it therefore
follows that the Mackenzies, whose descent from the same ancestor is
also, we submit, incontestably established, must always have formed an
integral part of the ancient and powerful native Gaelic tribe of Rosa, All
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historical records show that, until the forfeiture of the Lords of the Isles,
the Mackenzies held their lands from the Earls of Ross, and mvarwbly
followed their banner in the field.

The first Chief of the Clan Kenneth who is known with any degree of
certainty in history is Murdoch, son of Kenneth of Kintail, the “ Murdo
filius Kennethi de Kintail” already referred to as having obtained a
charter from David I as early as the year 1362, and that he lived about
this time is confirmed by the MS. of 1450 ; for the last two generations
named in it are found to be “ Muiread ic Cainig,” or Murdoch the son of
Kenneth, after which it proceeds, as we have already seen—* Kenneth
son of John, son of Kenneth, son of Angus, &c. ; whereas the genealogy
given in all our Peerages and by all our family historians would read—
“Murdoch son of Kenneth, son of Kenneth, son of Kenneth, son of Colin.”
The only difference will be found in those names printed in stalics.

In Skene'’s genealogy, from the MS. of 1450, we find Angus represent-
ing Colin Fitzgerald in the other; and Jokn, a very common name
among the Mackenzies, doing duty for Kenneth in the family genealogy.
It would certainly appear strange (at anyrate it is not of common occurrence)
to have three Kenneths in immediate succession in the family ; and the
probabilities are in favour of the Gaelic genealogy, which gives us a John
between two of the Kenneths ; and as for Colin we think he has been
already pretty satisfactorily disposed of as having had no connection
with the family.

‘Whern mere tradition was the only authority to be depended upon, one
Kenneth, more or less, could make no serious difference to those who,
from time to time, recited the traditional family genealogy, so, on the
whole, and considering all the pros and cons, we prefer the written authority,
which gives a Kenneth and a John alternately, to the mere traditional
record, which is so lavish with that from which the family name is derived
as to supply us with three in immediate succession.

The craze for a foreign origin, which all the best authorities admit to
have been almost universal among the Highland genealogists during the
geventeenth century—which was indeed the creation of that period—and
with which the Earl of Cromarty, the Laird of Applecross, and Dr George
Mackenzie have been so strongly saturated, would not affect, in any
material degree, their records of the general hxstory of the Clan, beyond
what was necessary to make it fit in with the Irish origin which they
first brought into being, and stoutly maintained all along ; and we shall,
therefore, in giving the history of the various chiefs of Clan Kenneth,
in addition to the information and different views which are founded
on the resulte of modern historical research, draw upon a copy of the Laird
of Applecross’s MS., and others in our possession, in which the above-
named genealogists and family historians are largely quoted.

‘We shall proceed with the History and Genealogies of the Chiefs of
Kintail and Seaforth in their order, beginning with the first Kenneth,
he being the one from whom the Clan name is derived ; after which the
various offshoots, beginning with the oldest cadet, will be treated, in the
same manner, in their order of seniority.

It may be well to explain, at the outset, how the Clan name came to
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be pronounced and written as we now have it. Mackenzie was originally
MacChoinnich, and the second chief of the family would be designated,
according to the manuscript of 1450, Eoin, or Tain MacChoinnich—John,
the son of Kenneth. The Gaelic patronymic would, in that form, be un-
pronouncable to a non-Gaelic speaker, and the nearest that he could get
to it would be MacCoinnt, or MucKenny. In those days the letter “Z"”
poesessed no sound or value different from the letter “Y.” Indeed, in
our own day we find it in many names simply doing duty in place of that
sccommodating letter, for we still find it quiescent in such names as
Menzies, MackKadzean, and others—pronounced exactly, at anyrate by
Scotsmen, as if the names were written with the letter “Y.” The two, being
of the same value, came to be used indiscriminately in the word Kenny
or Kenzie ; and the letter “ Z” having, in later times, acquired a different
and independent value, we now pronounce the name as if it were written
Mackensie.
( To be Continued. )

A VOICE FROM THE GLENS.
— e

O! heard ye the wailing ascend from yon valley,
And float on the wind over mountain and glen ?

*Tis the cry of a homeless and heart-broken people,
Who ne’er shall return to their country again.

For forth from their dwelling a tyrant has cast them,
And, heedless alike of their tears and their prayers,
He bas left them to wander far over the billow,
Or sink in their atruggles 'mid sorrows and cares.

In yonder dark valley their fathers, for ages,
Have lived and have died by the chiefs of their clan ;
They have fought by their side in the wars of their country,
And loved them as only a Highlander can.

O dark was the day when their gallant young chieftain
‘Was laid with the bones of his father to rest ;

Bat darker and drearer, alas ! was the dawning
‘Which snatched from the mother his babe at her breast.

His heritage passed to the hand of the stranger,
‘Who came from the south to the land of the brave,

And forth from their homes and their valleys he drove them
Far over the ocean to find them a grave.

Ah ! this is the courteous and liberal Saxon,
‘Who ever in times of affliction is near !

Yet he drives from the dwellings and graves of their fathers
The noble and free to make room for his deer !

But woe to the land that thus casts from her bosom
Her bravest and best, in her prosperous hour ;

The sons of the heroes that fought for her glory
8he’ll seek for in vain when her night sky doth low’r.

J. B. M.
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ANCIENT MYTHOLOGY AND MODERN SUPERSTITIONS.
By tHE REV. ALEX. MacGrREGOR, ML.A.
——) —

[ConTiNUED.]

Axong the various spiritual beings to whom the credulity of mankind
has given an imaginary existence, the Fairies occupy a prominent place,
and are specially worthy of notice. The fairy is distinguished by one
peculiarity, from every other being of a similar order. Other spirits,
such as dwarfs, brownies, elves, and such like, are represented as deformed
creatures, whereas the fairy is a beautiful miniature of ¢ the human form
divine,” It is perfect in face, delightful in figure, and more of angelio
than human appearance. These points of distinction, with generally a
dress of bright green, mark the personal individuality of the fairy. The
origin of the fairy superstition is ascribed to the Celtic race, hence in
Ireland, the Highlands and Islands of Scotland, and Wales, the fairies are
even to this day believed by some to exist. They were usually called ¢ good
neighbours,” ¢ Daoine-sithe,” men of peace, and yet, if offended, they
became very inveterate in their spite. They readily kidnapped unbaptised
children, and even adult men and women, particularly young married
females to become nurses to the fairy children. They lived under ground,
or in little green hills, where the royal fairies held their courts. In their
palaces all was beguty and splendour. Their pageants and processions
were far more magnificent than any that Eastern sovereigns could get up
or poets devise. They rode upon milk-white steeds. Their dresses were
brilliant beyond conception, and when they mingled in the dance, their
music was more sublime by far than mortal lips or hands could ever
produce. The fairy legends are so numerous and various that space will
not allow us to enlarge on them, however interesting. From an early
period every fairy annalist concurred in giving to the king and queen of
the fairies the name of Oberon and Titania. Titania, though not under
this name, figures in the tale of Thomas Lermont, commonly called
Thomas the Rhymer, one of the earliest traditions relative to the fairy
tribe. Thomas was a distinguished poet and prophet, who lived near
Melrose, and was proprietor of Erceldoune. The year of his birth is
uncertain, but he was an old man when Edward I. was carrying on
war in Scotland. His predictions long excited interest in his native
country. The following adventure, handed down in the words of an
ancient ballad, befell this individual on the Eildon hills, in Roxburgh-
shire :—
True Thomas lay on Huntly bank,
A ferlie spied he with his e'e ;

For there he saw a ladye ht
Come riding down by Eildon tree.

Her shirt was o’ the grass-green silk,
Her mantle o’ the velvet fyne; '
At ilka telt o’ her horse’s mane
Hung fifty siller bells and aine,

The saddle of this visionary beauty’s steed was of ivory, inlaid with gold.
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She had a quiver of arrows at her back, with a bow in one hand, and the
other led led three beautiful hounds in a leash.

True Thomas he pull'd off bis cap,
And louted low down to his knee ;

¢ All hail ! thou mighty queen of heaven,
For thy peer on earth I ne'er did see 1”

“Ouno! O no! Thomas,” she said,
“That name does not belang to me ;

I am but the queen of fair Eifland,
That am hither come to visit thee,”

By some spell this fair queen made Thomas her slave. She became
changed into a hideous hag, yet he was compelled to follow her. They
entered a cavern, and after wading through pools of blood, in pitchy
darkmess for three days, they reached a beautiful orchard, where the lady
resumed her former dignity and stateliness. She tock him to a gorgeous
castle, where he joined with lords, and knights, and ladies in dancing to
the moset exquisite music. At the end of what he thought a short time,
the queen told him that he had been seven years in the castle, and that
he might return home. On parting, she gifted him ¢ with a tongue that
could never lie.” There are numberless such fairy legends, but one is
for a specimen. Some of the poor creatures arraigned in Scotland

for witcheraft admitted having had correspondence with the fairies. The
trials of Beesie Dunlop in 1576, and of Alison Pearson in 1588, illustrate
this statement. Bessie Dunlop avowed that the ghost of one Thomas
Reid appeared to her—a soldier slain at Pinkie in 1547—that he took
her to fairy-land, and introduced her to the queen. Alison Pearson also
admitted her familiarity with the fairies, from whom she had received
herbs for the cure of diseases. It is rumarkable that Patrick Adamson,
an able scholar and divine, who was created Archbishop of St Andregys by
James VL, actually took the medicines prescribed by this poor woman,
in the hope that the would transfer an illness with which he was seized
to the body of one of lns horses. These poor women were both convicted,
and both were put to death at the stake. No doubt there are some in the
and Islands who still believe in the existence of the fairy

race. The “sithiche,” or fairy, is the most active sprite in Highland
mythology. It is a dexterous child-stealer, and must be carefully guarded
against. At birth many covert and cunning ceremonies are still used to
baffle the fairy’s power, otherwise the new-born child would be taken off
to Fairyland, and a withered, little, living skeleton of a child laid in its
stead. If offended they are wantonly mischievous, and hurt severely, and
kill with their arrows, such as annoy them. These arrows are of

stons, like a yellow flint, aud shaped like a barbed arrow-head. They are
called “ sasghdean-sithe,” or fairy arrows. These arrow-heads must have
been extensively used in their warfares by the aboriginal people of these
Isles (and not, of course, by the fairies), ss they are still picked up here
and there in the fields, and are all much of the same size and shape. In
Skye, and in the Hebrides in general, the fairies dwelt in green knolls or
hillocks, called * Sitheanan,” and there is hardly a parish or district
which has not its “ Sithean,” or fairy-hill. I knew an old man in Skye
who died about thirty years ago, at the age of about 100, whose name
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was Farquhar Beaton. He so firmly believed in fairies and other super-
stitions that in his “ grace before meat” he prayed thus :—

O Thi bheannuichte, cum ruinn, agus cuidich leinn, agus na tuiteadh do ghras ovrnn
mar an t-uisge air druim a’ gheoidh. An uair a bhios fear 'na eigin air god rutha,
cuidich fein leis; agus bi mu'n cuairt duinn air tir, agus maille ruinn, Gleidh an
t-aosda agus an t-oga, ar mnathan agus ar paisdean, ar spreidh agus ar feudal, o
chumhachd agus o cheannas nan sithichean, agus o mhi-run gach droch-shula. BitheadA
slighe reidh romhainn, agus crioch shona asg ar turas.

‘Which may be translated thus :—

O Blessed One, provide for us and help us, and let not thy grace fall on us like the
rain-drops on the back of a goose. When s man is in danger on the point of a promontory
at sea, do thou succour him ; and be about us and with us on dry land. Preserve the
aged and the young, our wives and our children, our sheep and our cattle, from the
power and dominion of the fairies, and from the malicious effects of an evil eye. Let
a straight path be before us, and a happy end to vur journey.

I come now to say a little about the gross superstition of witchcraft,
but merely give it a cursory glance, with a few examples, by way of
illustration.

This superstition ook its rise in the East, and at an early period of
the world’s history. It was regarded as the power of magical incantation
through the agency of evil spirits. From an early era, it was pursued as
a trade by crafty wretches, who played upon the weakmess of their
fellow-creatures. In ancient Rome there were many practitioners of this
order, who took the character of conjurers and fortune-tellers, although,
according to the Roman civil code, such practices were heinous crimes,
This superstition seems to have approached its height about the end of the
fifteenth century. In 1484, Pope Innocent issued a bull, in which he
charged inquisitors to discover and destroy all such as were guilty of witch-
craft. A commission was put into the hands of a wretch called Sprenger
to punish all witches with death. He instituted a form of process called
“ Malleus Maleficarum,” that is “ A hammer for witches.” The results
of this process were dreadful. A panic fear of witcheraft took possession
of society. Every one was at the mercy of his neighbour. Every
misfortune or disaster, every sudden ailment or accident were attributed
to witchcraft. Armed with his huge “ Malleus Maleficarum,” the judge
had no difficulty in finding- reasons for putting hundreds to death. The
wretches were tortured in order to confess, and, to avoid thess
preliminary horrors, hundreds confessed all that they were acoused of, and
were forthwith led to execution. It has been calculated that, from the
date of Pope Innocent’s bull to the final extinction of these persecutions,
no fewer than 100,000 were put to death in Germany alone. Witchoraft
was first denounced in England in 1541, in the reign of Henry VIIL
Previous to that time, however, many witch trials had taken plaece, and
severe punishments were inflicted. Shakspere has made some cases of this
nature familiar to us, and in particular that of the Duchess of Gloucester,
who, for conspiring with witchesagainst the lifeof Henry V1., was imprisoned
for life. 'We are all familiar with the fearful account of the witches near
Forres, in the tragedy of Macbeth. Queen Elizabeth, in 1562, &irected a
statute exclusively against witchcraft. Many sad instances are on record of
the effects of this statute. In one remarkable case, three poor persons, an old
man named Samuel, with his wife and daugh'cr, were tried at Huntingdon
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for having bewitched the children of a Mr Throgmorton. They were
condemned on the 4th April 1593, and soon after executed. James L. of
England, in the first year of his reign, published an Act making witch-
craft a capital crime. The effects of this statute were fearful. In 1612,
twenty persons were put to death at once at Lancaster; in 1622, six
were executed as witches at York ; in 1634, seventeen at Lancashire ; in
1644, sixteen at Yarmouth, and fifteen at Chelmsford ; and in 1645-6,
sixty persons perished in Suffolk, and as many in Huntingdon. These
are but a few selected cases. The era of the Long Parliament witnessed
an immense number of executions for witcheraft. Three thousand persons
are said to have perished during the sittings of that body for this alleged
crime. One noted case occurred in 1664, when the enlightened and just
Sir Matthew Hale tried and condemned two women, Amy Dunny and
Rose Callender, at Bury St Edmonds, for bewitching the children of a
carter there. This renowned judge committed these two women to the
tender mercies of the hangman ! The mania respecting witchcraft spread
in time to Scotland, and acquired strong possession of the public mind in
the reign of Queen Mary. An Act was passed by the Scottish Parliament
for the punishment of witchcraft, but it tended more to confirm the people
in their credulity than to extinguish the general delusion. In terms of
this illjudged Act, great numbers of persons, male and female, were
with having intercourse with the wicked one, were convicted and
burned on the Castlehill of Edinburgh, and elsewhere. I shall state a
remarkable case of this kind, as recorded in the old Statistical Account of
Scotland—the trial of two, William Coke and Alison Dick, at the vil-
lage of Kirkcaldy in 1636. Evidence of course was produced, and they
were burnt for witchcraft. The expenses for the burning of these miser-
able creatures fell half and half upon the town and on the kirk-session of
the parish, and they are severally recorded in their minutes as follows :—
¢ In primis.—To Mr James Miller, when he went to Prestowne for a man
to try them, £2 7s (Scots money). Item.—To the man from Culross,
the executioner, 128. Item.—For coals for burning the witches, £1 4s.
Item.—For purchasing the commission, £9 3s. Item.—For one to go to
Finmouth for the Laird to sit upon their assize as Judge, 6s. Item.—
For harden to be jumps to them, £3 10s. Item.—For making of the
jumps, 8s. In all, £17 108 Scots, being the summa for the kirk-session’s
part. Next comes *the town’s part of expences deburst extraordinarily
upon William Coke and Alison Dick.’ Imprimis.—For ten loads of
coals to burn them, b merks (£3 6s 8d). Item.—For a tar barrel, 14s.
Item.—For towes, 6s. Item.—To him that brought the executioner,
"£2 18s. Item.—To the executioner for his pains, £8 14s. Item.—For
"his expenses here, 16s 4d. Item.—For one to go to Finmouth for the
Laird, 6s. In all for the town, £17 1s; for both town and kirk-session,
£34 11s Scots,” which comes to £2 17s 7d sterling.

The mind of King James VI. was deeply impressed with the flagrant
nature of the crime of witchcraft. Soon after his arrival from Den-
mark in 1590, to conduct his bride home, the Princess Anne, a tremendous
witeh conspiracy was formed against his Majesty's prosperity. One Mrs
Agnes Bampeon, commonly called “the wise wife of Keith” (a village of
Esst-Lothian), was the principal agent in this horrible work. She wea
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summoned before the King, and in the words of her trial it is recorded :
—‘ The said Agnes Sampson was after brought again before the King's
Majestie and his council, and being examined of the meetings and
detestable dealings of these witches, she confessed that upon the night of
All Hallowe'en she was accompanied with a great many other witches, to
the number of two hundred, and that all they together went to the sea, each
one in a riddle or sieve, and went in the same very substantially with
flaggons of wine, making merry and drinking by the way in the same
riddles or sieves, to the Kirk of North Berwick, in Lothian, and that
after they had landed, took hands on the land, and danced this reil,
or short dance, singing all with one voice—
Cummer, goe ye before, Cummer, goe ye ;
Giff ye will no go before, Cummer let me.

One Geillis Duncan did go before them, playing this reill upon a small
trump until they entered the Kirk of North Berwick. These made the
King in a wonderful admiration, and he sent for the said Geillis Duncan,
who upon the like trump did play the said reill before the King's
Majestie. Agnes Sampson declared that one great object with Satan and
his agents was to destroy the King by raising a storm at sea when James
came across from Denmark.” Agnes said that ¢ the witches demanded of
the Divell, why. he beare sic hatred to the King? who answered, by
reason the King is the greatest enemie hee hath in the world.” Such an
eulogy, from such a quarter, could not but pamper the conceit of the
easily flattered Scottish monarch !

But we had some cases in the north, which showed that witchcraft
was not confined to the lower classes. Catherine Ross, or Lady Fowlis,
was indicted by the King's advocate for the practice of witchcraft. She
was anxious to make young Lady Fowlis possessor of the property. of
Fowlis, and to have her married to the Laird of Balnagown. Before this
could be effected, Lady Fowlis had to cut off her sons-in-law, Robert and
Hector Munro, and also the young wife of Balnagown. She proceeded
to her deadly work by consulting with witches, making effigies of her in-
tended victims in clay, and shooting at them with arrows, shod with elf-
arrow-heads. I may explain the nature of these effigies of clay. Buch
parties as were intended to be doomed, or destroyed, were formed of clay
into hideous figures, or rude statues larger than life-size. These were
called ¢ cuirp-creadha,” or “ bodies of clay.” Once formed, incantations
and spells were uttered over every ‘corp-creadha.” Pins, nails, and
feathers were pierced into them, and fairy arrows darted against them,
with fearful oaths and imprecations. Such things Lady Fowlis resorted
to for destroying the parties mentioned, but when all failed, this really
abandoned woman had recourse to the poisoning of ales and certain dishes,
by which she put several persons to death, though not the intended
victims. By the confession of some of the assistant hags, the purposes of
Lady Fowlis were disclosed, and she was brought to trial, but was
acquitted by a local jury.

These disgraceful proceedings were not without their parallel in other
distinguishied families of the day. Euphemia Macalzean, daughter of an
emincnt judge, J.ord Cliftonhall, was burnt at the stake for witcheraft in
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1591. This abandoned woman was found guilty by a jury for murdering
her own godfather, as also her husband’s nephew, and others. For all
which Euphemia Maculzean is recorded to have been * burnt in assis,
quick, to the death.”

About the same time, the following were tried and condemned, viz :
—Bessie Roy, James Reid, Patrick Currie, Isabella Grierson, and Grizel
Gardiner. The charges against them were, laying diseases on men and
cattle, meetings with the wicked one in various shapes and places, raising
dead bodies for enchantments, destroying crops, appearing to honest
persons in the shape of cats, dogs, hares, and such like things. In the
latter part of the reign of Charles 1., the General Assembly of the Church
took up the subject, and pussed condemnatory Acts in 1640, '43, '44, 45,
and '49, and with every successive Act the cases and convictions in-
creased. At the beginning of the reign of Charles IL, Morayshire
became the scene of a violent fit of the great moral frenzy, and some of
the moset remarkable trials in the course of Scottish witchcraft took place
in that county. The last justiciary trial for witchcraft in Scotland was
the case of Elspeth Rule, who was convicted in 1708, and banished.
The last regular execution for this crime took place in Dornoch in 1722,
when an old woman was condemned to death by David Ross, Sheriff of
Caithnees. It is difficult to compute the number of the victims of witch-
craft in Scotland, but attentive inquirers make out that the black list
would include upwards of four thousand persons! And by what a fate
did they perish? Cruelly tortured while living, and dismissed from life
by a living death amidst the flames! And what for? For an impossible
crime. And who were the victims, and who were the executioners?
The victims, in most cases, were the aged, the weak, the deformed, the
lame, and the blind— -those, indeed, whom years and infirmities had
doomed to poverty and wretchedness ; yes, exactly that class of miserable
beings for whom Acts of Parliament have now made comfortable provision
—those unfortunate creatures for whose benefit our more enlightened
rulers now provide houses of refuge, erect poorhouses like palaces, build
large asylums, and endow charitable institutions of every kind. But who
are the executioners? The wisest, the greatest, and the most learned of
their time—men distinguished above their fellows for knowledge and
intelligence—ministers of religion and of the law, kings, princes, and nobles.
Theee, wnd such as these, judged of the crime, pronounced the doom, and
sent the poor victims of delusion to the torture, the stake, and the
scaffold |

It is rather remarkable that, as late as January 1871, a trial in regard
to witcheraft took place at Newtonwards Quarter Sessions, in County
Down, which is reported in the Scotsman newspaper of the 14th January
of that year. The extract, cut from that paper, is as follows :—

SuPERsTITION IN COUNTY DOWN.— At the Newtonwards Quarter Sessions last
week, Hugh Kennedy sued his brother John for payment of & sum alleged to be due to
him for wages and other ‘“‘servives.” What these services were is explained in the
plaintiff’s examination, He stated that his brother's house and land were frequented by
witches, and thas he had been employed to banish them. The witches did not belong to the

m people,” and were maliciously inclined towards his brother—the consequence of
was that his land got into a bad oondition, and his cews into a state of settled

:ulnebolt. There was a certain charm of great repute in the neighbourhood for put-
ting to flight these unweloome visitors; but i was oaly tseful when properly appied



56 THE CELTIC MAGAZINE.

and performed, and no other person but plaintiff could be got to undertake the task.
The method pursued was this: The plaintiff locked himself in the house alone ; he
stopped up the keyholes, closed up the windows, stuffed up the chimney, and, in fm.
left no mode of cgress to the unfortunate witches whom he was to summon into his
presence. He then lit a fire and put a pot of milk on it, and into the pot he put three
rows of pins and needles, which had never been sullied or contaminated by use. These
he boiles together for half-an-hour, during which time the witches were supposed o be
suffering the most excruciating tortures, and bad at last to take to flight. They had
never been seen or heard ef since. The cows resumed their former healthy oon(.l{ﬁon.
and the land its wonted fertility. The ease being of a rather *‘ complicated ” nature, it
was left to arbitration. Subsequently, it was anmounced in court that the sum of 10s
had been awarded to the plaintiff.

A belief in ghosts, spectres, and apparitions is a very ancient super-
stition, but in the meantime I must treat it brietly. A bhelief that
the dead at times revisit the living has prevailed among most nations,
especially in the rudest stages of society. It was a common belief among
the Jews, the Greeks, and the Romans, and the aboriginal inhabitants of
the British Isles, as we know from the Scriptures, from the poems of
Homer, Virgil, and Ossian. On innumerable occasions the gods are said
to have discovered themselves to the eyes of mortals. When Aneas was
fleeing from the destruction of Troy, he lost his wife, and returned in
search of her. Her shade appeared to him (for she herself had been slain)
with the same aspect as before, but her figure was larger. Ile attempted
to clasp her in his arms, but the phantom immediately vanished into air.
The ancients supposed every man to be possessed of three different ghosts,
which were distinguished by the names of Manes,” * Spiritus,” and
“ Umbra.” The “ Manes” went down into the infernal regions, the
¢ Spiritus ” ascended to the skies, and the ¢ Umbra” hovered about the
grave. Thus Dido (virg. ZEn. IV., 386) threatened Aneas, after death,
that she would haunt him with her ¢ Umbra,” whilst her “ Manes”
rejoiced in his torments below. Ghosts, or spirits, are said to appear
only at night. The Jews believed that hurtful spirits walked at night.
‘We have a proof of this in the conduct of the disciples on the Sea of
Galilee. When the blessed Saviour approached them, walking on the
tempestuous waves, they saw a figure in the dim distance, they became
troubled and terrified, and cried “It is a spirit "—believing, no doubt,
that what they had seen was some apparition foreboding evil, or perhaps
some apostate spirit to do them injury. Many Highlanders still entertain
a sort of superstitious fear that if they go forth alone at night, a ¢ taibhse,”
or ghost may meet them. They firmly believe that ghosts utter unearthly
cries before some death. It is quite common to hear them say, * Chual
mi eigheach taibhse an nochd” (1 heard a ghost-cry to-night)., Ossian, in
his poems, frequently mentions the ghosts. In his Fingal he speaks of
“ Taibhsean an t-slewbh” (The ghosts of the moor). In his description of
a night of dread storm he says—

Tha'n oidhche doilleir, duaichnidh,

Torman speur mar chreay troimh sgairnich, .
Uillt &’ beucadh, taibhsean a’ screadail,

Is boisge teine tre 'n adhar bholg-dhubh,

Which may be translated—

The night is dark and dismal,—

The rumbling of the firmament like & rock through the debris,
Cataracts roaring, ghosts shrieking,

And fiashes of fire through the dark hollew atmosphere,
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Somewhat analogous to this is the very remarkable subject of
¢ Second Sight,” to which I shall now shortly allude.

Second Sight is called in Gaelic, Taibhseireachd (belonging to
ghosts), which is the faculty of seeing otherwise invisible objects. This
gift or faculty, which is neither voluntary nor constant, is considered
rather annoying than agreeable to the possessors of it, who are chiefly
found among the Highlands and Islands of Scotland, the Isle of Man, and
Ireland. The gift was possessed by individuals of both sexes, and its fits
came on within doors and without, sitting and standing, at night and by
day, and at whatever employment the votary might chance to be engaged.
The visions were usually about funerals, shrouds, the appearance of friends
wko were at the time in distant countries, the arrival of strangers, falls
from horses, the upsetting of vehicles, bridal ceremonies, funeral proces-
sions, corpees, swamping of boats, drowning at sea, dropping suddenly
dead, and numberless other subjects. This faculty had a striking re-
semblance to the Clairvoyance of the animal magnetists. Very
astonishing cases might be mentioned of second sight, cases wherein
it would appear impossible that either fraud or deception could exist.
Martin, in his book on the Western Isles, alludes to many who were
undoubtedly, in his belief, 7uibhssars, or Seers; and even to this
day this faculty is believed by many to exist. Dr Beattie ascribes it to
the influence of physical causes on superstitious and unenlightened minds,
such as the effects which wild scenery, interspersed with valleys, moun-
tains, and lakes, have upon the imagination of the natives. Others
maintain that it arose from optical illusions, and others from ignorance,
the great mother of all superstitions. It is remarkable when Dr Samuel
Johnson visited Skye in 1773, and had heard much about the second
sight, that he gave credit to it, and expressed his surprise that it was
disbelieved by the clergy, while many others were of a different opinion.
If space permitted, many wonderful cases of second sight might be
given, but one or two must suffice. It is truditionally stated that the
execution of the unfortunate Queen Mary had been foreseen by many
Highland scers, and had been previously described by them with extra-
ordinary minuteness. King James alludes to it in his Demonology, and
it was brought as a charge against various Shetland witches in that
monarch’s reign. Mackenzie of Turbat, afterwards Earl of Cromarty, a
talented statesman in the reign of Charles II., wrote some account of this
strange faculty for the use of the celebrated Boyle. He gives one instance
as follows :—One day as he was riding in a field among his tenants, who
were manuring barley, a stranger came up to the party and observed that
they need not be so busy about their crop, as he saw the Englishmen’s
horses tethered among them already. The event proved as the man had
foretold, for the horses of Cromwell's army in 1650 ate up the whole
field. A few years after this incident, before Argyll went on his fatal
journey to congratulate King Charles on his restoration, he was playing
at bowls with some gentlemen near his castle at' Inveraray, when one of
thém grew pale and fainted as the Marquis stooped forl{his bowl. On
recovering, he cried, ** Bless me, what do I see? My lord with his head
off, and all his shoulders full of blood,” The late'General Stewart of
Garth, in his sketches of the Highlanders, relates a very remarkable

R
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instance of second sight which happened in his own family. His words are
these:—*“Late on an autumnal evening in the year 1773, the son of a neigh-
bouring gentleman came to my father's house. He and my mother were from
home, but several friends were in the house. The young gentleman spoke
little, and seemed absorbed in deep thought. Soon after he arrived, he
inquired for a boy of the family, then about three years of age. When
shown into tha nursery, the nurse was trying on a pair of new shoes, and
complained that tlhrey did not fit the child. ¢ They will fit him before he
will have occasion for them,’ said the young gentleman. This called forth
the chidings of the nurse for predicting evil to the child, who was stout
and healthy. When he returned to the party he had left in the sitting-
room, who had heard of his observation on the shoes, they cautioned him
to take care that the nurse did not derange his new talent of the second
sight, with some ironical congratulations on his pretended acquirement.
This brought on an explanation, when he told them that as he had
approached the end of a wooden bridge near the house, he was astonished
to see a crowd of people passing the bridge. Coming nearer, he observed
a person carrying a small coflin, followed by about twenty gentlemen all
of his acquaintance, his own father and mine being of the number, with
a concourse of the country people He did not attempt to join, but saw them
turn'off to the right, in the direction of the churchyard, which they entered.
He then proceeded on his intended visit, much impressed with what he
had seen, with a fecling of awe, and belicving it to have been a repre-
sentation of the death and funeral of a child of the family. The whole
received perfect confirmation in his mind, by the sudden death of the
boy the following night, and the consequent funeral, which was exactly
as he had seen. This gentleman was not a professed Seer. This was
his first and his last vision, and, as he told me,” says General Stewart, ¢ it
was sufficient.” Just two other examples on this subject.

A very remarkable instance of supernatural vision happened a good
many years ago, in a landed proprietor'’s house in Skye. On a certain
evening, probably that of New-Year's Day, a large party of neighbouring
ladies and gontlemen, with the youngsters of their families, had been in-
vited to enjoy certain harmless festivities at this proprietor's house, the
lady of which had been absent at the time in the south, but her sons and
daughters were at home to entertain the happy guests. After dinner, the
junior members of the party retired to the drawing-room to amuse them-
selves. A quadrille was set agoing, but before it had commenced, the
figure of a lady glided along the side-wall of the room, from end to end,
and was seen by several of those opposite to it. ¢« My mother! My
mother !” screamed one of the young ladies of the family, and fainted.
The vision put a sudden termination to the hilarities of the evening ; but
the most snrprising fact was, that at the very time of the vision’s appear-
ance, the lady of the house had died in a city in the south.

In the lately published life of Lord Brougham, mention is made of a
remarkable vision which his Lordship had in the bathroom of some hotel
at which he resided on the Continent. His Lordship distinctly saw the
appearance or figure of a young friend and class-fellow of his own, who
had been for many years in the East Indies, and who died there at the
very time when his Lordship saw the vision.

( To be Continued.)
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THE DOOM OF DUNOLLY.

By WiLLiaM AvLraw.
— e
III.

Away, and away | with the speed of the wind,
Each headland, each creek, and each cranny she knew ;
Lismore’s verdant island was left far behind,
And distant Dunolly loomed darkly in view.
Away shot her skiff, but away to the west
Kerrera’s dark rocks she was driving upon ;
Yet boldly thro’ Etive's wild tide-rush she pressed,
But 'mid its strong eddies her eourse was unknown.
Undaunted and tireless she pulled at the oars,
Undaunted and fearless the breakers’ deep lay
She heard 'mid Kerrera’s wild treacherous shores,
And watchful and wary she kept on her way.
A vague terror scized her, Dunolly she passed,
And marked she its tow'r slowly moving astern ;
The gloaming gave place to night’s darkness at last,
And landmarks, erst known, she could dimly discern.
The lone herald star of the evening appeared,
In pale silvern modesty’s beauty sereno ;
While down in the east o’er the cloud edges peered
The halo that ushered Night's full-beaming Queen,
Then leapt every star from its holy repose,
As choristers sweet in the heavens above
Their bright, joyous anthems of glory arose
In soft trembling beauty, in homage of love.
On, on! and still on! to the westward she sped,
And cold dawning fear filled her bosom with awe—
That awe which unnerves us, and fills us with dread,
And makes us a slave to its pitiless law.
The night mists descended from lofty Ben More,
And rolled as a cloud on the breast of the deep ;
‘Weird sounds rose anon—now behind, now before,
And floating sea-gulls wildly screamed in their sleep.
The conflict of currents hissed loud to the skies,
And heightened the waves that in anger arose,
Around her frail skiff their wan, death-gleaming eyes
Oft peered at the maiden and laughed at her woes.
The terror of death filled her soul with despair,
8he shivered and wept as a motherless child ;
She gazed to the heavens, she shrieked a heart pray’r
In accents of agony fearfully wild.
Hark ! hark ! o'er the deep came a sound ; can it be
Her prayer is answered ? that succour is nigh ¥
The harsh creak of oars on the mist-laden sea
Came nearer | came clearer ! and filled her with joy,
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A voice from the darkness was heard ! she replied—

The moments seemed hours that would ne’er have an end ;
She marked through the mist a boat's faint shadow glide,

And heard the “ Halloo !” of a fast-nearing friend.
Invisible hands flung unerring a rope,

Its swift-gliding folds seemed the answer she craved,
"Twas clutched with the frenzy of fast-dying hope,

And consciousness fled as the maiden was saved !
Macdougall’s grim chieftain was restless this night,

He stood on his ramparts, he watched, and he mourned ;
His henchman and clansmen, with fleet-footed might,

Had sought her afar, but despairing returned :
They sought her in chamber, they sought her in cot,

They searched Etive's shore, they scoured valley and heath ;
Their slogan pealed far, but an answer came not,

And filled was each breast with forebodings of death.
Macdougall’s grim chieftain stalked thro’ his lone halls,

Despair’s moody silence o’ershadowed his face,
The voice of the night wind in ominous calls,

Seemed chanting a dirge for the doom of his race.
He started, he wept, then he laugh=d and he scowled,

Then motionless stood gazing down on the floor ;
He quivered with terror as dismally howled

The stag hound that kept his night-watch at the door.
Mysterious footsteps he heard as they moved,

Strange beings appeared but to vanish again ;
Ah ! little he knew that the daughter he loved

‘Was safe in the halls of his foe, The Maclean !

IV.
There was a time, a long, long time ago,
‘When Duart’s halls resounded to the flow
Of minstrel harmony, of dance, and song,
Of mirth, and glee, from clansmen old and young ;
‘When Duart’s chief could muster at his word
A thousand doughty champions of the sword—
A thousand plaided men whose only faith
‘Was—Love the Chief, and fear no foe or death,
No other aspirations filled them then,
Save to be reckoned as heroic men ;
Their hearts were fraught with burning warlike zeal,
Their frames were iron, and their sinews steel.
On scanty fare as hardy men they grew,
Nor Luxury’s effeminacy knew ;
Their cots and fields were theirs to reap and sow,
They felt not want—ah ! now it is not so.
They loved their chief for honour and for name,
And freely shed their blood to guard his fame.
The chief loved them with patriarchal care,
Knew all their sorrows, heard each plaint or pray’r,
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And, as a tather 'mid his children dear,

He lived beloved, and honoured without fear.
Untainted thus, with no Ambition's pride,

In Nature’s happiness they lived and died.
See Duart now ! a shapeless ruin lies,

Its crumbling, moss-grown stones around arise ;
Time's silent chisels have fell havoc spread,
The wreck is here, cold, desolate, and dead.
The moaning sea around the headland sweeps,
And o'er the rocks in fretful surges leaps,

Or wanders tim’rously around the bay,

‘Where oft the black-prowed oaken galleys lay ;
The eerie wind within the ruin raves,

And shrilly whistles o’er the warriors’ graves ;
The grasses bend 'neath the uncertain blast,
As Nature’s mourners for a glorious past.

No sound is heard, no wand'ring footstep seen,
Decay’s weird silence lords it o’er the scene ;
The night bats dart from out the chinky walls,
And ghostly owlets own the roofless halls ;
The gloomy spirits of a valiant race

Seem stalking ever round the lonely place,
And ’neath the full moon’s wan, unearthly light
Seem must'ring as of yore for raid or fight,
Unto the mournful pibroch-of the wind

That dies, and leaves a deeper hush behind.
Ah me! 'twas here the Hector of my tale
Drew his first breath, and poured his infant wail ;
Here his young lips drew with a lover's zest
His future valour from his mother’s breast ;
Here his young eyes beheld with fond delight
The shining, steely panoply of fight.

His chubby hands oft vigorously essayed

To lift, with shouts, the old paternal blade ;

A dirk and shield were his infantile toys,
Their rattling din the source of childish joys.
The ancient dame, endowed with second-sight,
Foretold his future as a chief of might ;

The hoary bards would on him wond'ring gaze,
And croon to him their stirring battle lays ;
The smiling clansmen would with loving scan
Applaud the antics that bespoke the man,

And gath’ring round their fair-haired future lord,
They taught him early how to wield a sword,
And bend a bow with steady hand and eye,
Until the shafts would all unerring fly ;

And scale the rugged heights devoid of fear,
Or track with wary steps the watchful deer ;
To pull an oar, or tend a shortened sail,

‘When burst the fury of a sudden gale,
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Beneath tuition such as this he grew—

Skilled in the various arts the clansmen knew,
Till daring Hector stood unmatched at length
For feats of arms, agility, and strength.

The wolf that roamed the shores of Golla Dhu
He tracked unto his lair and singly slew.

He fought the eagle on the giddy crest,

And conqu'ring, bore the eaglets from their nest ;
The prowling foe, on sudden, nightly raid,

‘Were vanquished oft beneath his foremost blade ;
In skirmishes upon the mainland shore,

His skilful prowess oft the victory bore ;

His doughty deeds were whispered far and wide,
And bards and maidens sang of them with pride,
Till 'mid the Isles his warlike name was spread,
And foemen feared the men by Hector led.
Proud was the father of his chief-like boy,

The gentle mother’s only hope and joy ;

His well-knit frame of perfect, manly mould,

At once the leader and the warrior told.

A calm determination lit his face,

And gave his mien an awe-commanding grace ;
In judgment cool, in wary caution skilled,

His looks and gestures confidence instilled ;

His eye, in peace, beamed with a kindly glow,
But fiercely flashed when told a tale of woe—
The heart that beat within his tartancd breast
Was swift to help the weak or the oppressed.
Untouched as yet by Love’s absorbing flame,

It felt not aught save the parental claim,

As 'mid his clansmen’s homes he freely roved,
‘Ihe maidens gazed, and as they gazed they loved.
Thus Hector lived, and spent his youthful years,
A lordly prince amid his mountaineers ;

By all who knew him loved, adored, revered,

By every foeman in encounter feared.—

Not so his fierce hereditary foe

Macdougall’s chief, who longed his hate to show ;
Incensed to hear of Hector’s rising fame,

His breast was filled with jealousy and shame.
Long in the west as Lorn's unconquered lord,

He awed the chieftains by his cruel sword :

In raid or foray, or in deeds of blood,

His wild and lawless clan the foremost stood ;
Nor could he brook to know some chiefs had sued
Alliance with the clan he had subdued.

To guard his pow’r, which seemed upon the wane,
His dark heart planned a conflict with Maclean.

(To be Continued.)



THE CELTIC MAGAZINE. 63

THE HIGHLAND CEILIDH.
By Avasrtarr Oa.
—) —
[CoxmiNuED.]
THE gauger, sceing his fowling-piece in Eachainn’s possession, who was
running as if a lion were at his heels, naturally concluded that he had
run off with it.
 Stop, thief ! " shouted he, at the top of his voice, “stop, ye con-

founded Hielan’ cateran ! how fast the vagabond runs; gude’s me, he is
already out of sight. Haud there, ye scamp, ye traitorous reever ye ! ”

Out of breath with his own indignant exertions, Gillespie turned to
mount his gearran. That sagacious beast, however, considered the whole
thing as an arrangement for his own especial benefit, and whenever his
would-be rider approached to mount, would edge off, and trot to a little
distance, and then quietly graze, until poor Gillespie would again get
close to him, when the same little performance would be repeated. All
this was naturally very provoking, and added intense bitterness to the
gauger's other reflections.

He now eagerly followed Eachainn on foot, but in such a chase he
was no match for the flect-footed Ilighlander.

The day was hot, the moor boggy, and his great-coat, which he still
clung to, as if it were a part of his nature, was very heavy. ¢ The
scoundrel ! ” he mauttered, as he plodded wearily along, “the bare-legged
rascal, to rob me of my gun in open day on the King's highway ; but I'll
have him by the heels for it, as sure as there’s letters of horning and
caption to be had in Scotland ; aye, he shall hang as high as Haman, if
there’s a tree in all the island—but I doot there’s nane. It's ower vile
for even a tree to make a gallows of to grow in it. Then I doot
after a’ if the law can make much of the case, seeing that this canna be
said to be the highway. The rascal has not absolutely put me in bodily
fear either, except fear of losing my gun. No, I doot I canna hang him,
and to transport him from such a slough of despond, would only be con-
ferring an acceptable obligation on the young thief.”

Thus he hurried on, lamenting his loss, until his further progress was
interrupted by a stream, or burn, that ran gurgling between mossy banks
fringed with junipers and dwarf rowans. There the worthy man stood
panting and blowing for about a minute, when some yards below him, at a
shallower part of the burn, kneeling at the water's edge, and gulping in
the pure element, he beheld the runaway Highlander.

The gauger’s anger was, however, considerably mollified on seeing no
effort on the part of Eachainn to continue his flight, and also by seeing
his gun lying safely on a dried part of the bank. * Ye villain,” he ex-
claimed, clutching his fowling-piece, ““and have I caught you at last !

The Highlander, without answering, took another copious draught of
the limpid stream, then washed his wounded foot, on which was distinctly
visible, the marks of the viper's fangs.
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Gillespie, too, observed that notwithstanding his warm race, the lad
looked deadly pale. The latter, now slowly rising, expressed with rueful
tone and looks his hope “ that he had got to the water before her.”

¢ Before me ! faith, that ye did ; and you deserve to be hanged for it
too, ye thieving Joon. Why did you run awa’ that gait !”

“Och, sir!” groaned the other, “can you be telling me where the
baiste is 3"

““Beast ¥ what beast, ye idiot? I ken only one on the moor besides
yon brute that is now feeding up there. I should’'nt wonder if he took
1t into bis head to run off with the rest of my property.” .

* No, no, sir; the nathair / the nathair / we'll shust be going back
to be look for her.”

“ Gude's me, but I begin to think after a’ that the puir chiel’s de-
mented,” observed the other, with a look of pity.

At length, with an appearance of great anxiety, the lad, accompanied
by the exciseman, returned to the spot from which they had started,
where, writhing in the agonies of death, from the blow the former had
instinctively, but almost unconsciously, given it, lay the snake or nathair.
It was only now that the gauger began to comprehend what had happened
to his guidee When Eachainn saw the snake on the spot where he had
left it, now quite dead, his joy became as great as previously had been his
dejection.

¢ Ah, sir | ” he said, turning to the other, ¢ its all right, and I'm shust
quite safe.”

¢ Pray how is that §” returned the stranger, “ I should like to know
by what process of reasoning ye make that out "

“T'll shust be telling you, sir. You see if a body will be stung by a
nathair, and if they'll be clever to the water, and drink of it before the
nathair (and she’ll be very clever at running herself too), the mans will
be quite better, and the nathair will die and burst ; but if the nathair will
be get to the water first, then the mans will die and burst.”

¢ And do you believe all this nonsense 1"

«It's shust quite true, sir ; and I'll be always believing it ; and may
be I'll be forgiven, I hope t'was not for joking you about my smelling oot
the birds, that this judgment was coming on me ; but as you was mocking
me about making the guns, I thocht it was no harm to mock you too.”

«“ And so that was all a sham, about your pointing at the birds, was
it1”

¢ Yes, sir,” said Eachainn, with an abashed look.

“ But ye dinna think I was such a fule as to believe you, eh "

] cannot tell that, sir,” replied the other, a smile stealing over his
lips, though he tried to prevent it.

« Hout, man |” said the gauger, but not without a leetle twinge of
conscience, “I saw through the trick the whole time, but I had a mind
to humour you, just to see how far you would go. But, friend, was it
your belief in havers about vipers bursting, and a’ that sort of stuff, that
sent you scouring awa’ to the burn’s side in sic’ haste t ”
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“¢ Surely, sir ; I'll be running for my life when the baiste will stung
me.”

¢ Hoot, toot, man, but you need not have taken my gun with you;
that hadna been stung, and wouldna have bursted had the beast, as you
call it, drank all the water in Coruisg.”

% Qch | sir, I was shust forgot the gun, I'll be so frightened, but the
running saved my life, for the nathair is shust quite dead.”

“ Yes, man, but it is not bursted.”

¢ But she'll burst by and bye, and she'’ll be making a noise as big as
your gun, 8o peoples say, but I'll never was hearing her myself.”

“ Weel, weel, friend, I'll believe a’ the rest of your story when the
reptile bursts, but not till then. As for the creature’s death, I daur to
say you gave it a good clout over the head with the gun, which you had
in your hand, for it does not take much, I believe, to kill them.”

¢ I'll not be doing that at all, that I know of,” said Eachainn, “and
may be if I had, it'll be the worst for me and for you as well.”

“ How 80, man?”

’Cause I might shust struck her on the tail instead of her head, and
then she’d jump up ever so high, and then she’ll be come down, more
deadly than she'll be before. Ye need not be shaking your head, sir ; its
shust quite true ; but we must be clever, for we'll be having a long way
to go before we'll come to Dunvegan. I must do shust one thing first,
if you please.”

So saying, Eachainn pulled out his clasp knife, and proceeded with
great deliberation to cut off the head of the viper, and then he divided the
body into five equal parts.

I doot,” muttered the gauger, with a look of disgust, I doot he is
going to cook it ! Ugh, it’s quite awfu’.”

The honest man’s apprehensions were, however, somewhat premature,
for after hewing the reptile to pieces, as described, Eachainn cut with his
knife six holes in the turf, into each of which he put a bit of the snake,
and filling up the hole again, stamped down these viperine graves with
his heel.

“ Indeed, friend, I think you have taken a good deal of unnecessary
trouble in giving that reptile Christian burial.”

* No, no,” answered Eachainn, “I'll be thinking of the lives of other
peoples, and their hells too.”

¢ And what can your hacking away at yon reptile have to do with the
health or lives of others, friend Donald 1”

T tell you again, sir, my name is Eachainn, and no Donald, and I'll
no be wondering that you don’t know about this, for the southeron
Duine-uasal, she'll often not be knowing the things that the poor High-
lander herself’ll be knowing all aboot.”

% And prythee what good is there in your wasting twenty minutes in
cutting up aud burying a snake "

« As you'll be a stranger, sir,” said Eachainn, after he had succeeded
in catching the traveller’s nag for him, which the other mounted, and
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trotted on in the path pointed out to him, “as you'll be a stranger, sir,
I must be of good manners, and shust be telling you the things you'll not
know yourself. I may tell you that if you'll not be cutting a nathair in
five pieces, besides her head, she’ll be sure to come alive again, and bigger
and more stronger than she’ll was before, and if you'll be leaving the
pieces on the ground, they’ll shust be creeping together again and join.
Sometimes her head will join where her tail was before, and her tail in
the place her head was before, and then she'll be shust awful, worst than
she’ll be before twenty times. Dut that'll not be all we'll be burying
them for. If the bits of the nathair will be left on the ground, in the
sun and in the moonlight, they’ll turn into awful bad and great big flies,
dark green and yellow, with spots like the nathair herself, and they’ll
be so poison that when they touch a mans or a baiste, there will come
a cancer, which no doctor can cure.”

‘While thus speaking, Eachainn began to grow very pale, his voice
trembled, and at last, sitting down on the heather, he groaned aloud.

“ Why, my poor fellow, what's the matter with you ?” kindly enquired
the exciseman.

“1 doot, sir,” said Eachainn in a feeble tone, “ I doot, sir, the sting
of the nathair has been stronger on me than I'll be thinking, I'm shust
crippled, sir,and my leg is stift and sore like,and I'm sick,sick at myheart.”
Poor Eachainn, in finishing these words, attempted to rise, but immedi-
ately staggered, and fell down insensible.

The gauger, greatly disconcerted, threw himself from his steed with
such alacrity that he almost overturned the gearran, as well as himself.
“ What!” he exclaimed. ¢ Hoot, toot, man, never give way ; 'tis but a
dwam, puir fellow, puir fellow! His jaw drops just like Fraser, the
supervisor, when Red Chisholm, the smuggler, stuck his dirk into his
doup. If the lad should die here, and no one but me with him, why what
would folk say ? Gude save us! how syelled his leg is, and all black
and green ; ’tis fearsome ; would to heaven I were weel out o’ the scrape,
or had never entered the vile country !” Here, however, a bright idea
struck the alarmed traveller, and hastily going to the bundle suspended
from the right horn of the strathair, he hurridly turned over its miscel-
laneous contents, until he found his whisky flask, which he uncorked,
and poured with a trembling hand, for fear of the remedy being too late,
a good portion of the liquor down the throat of the unconscious High-
lander. The stimulus was powerful. The fainting man, in spite of .
himself, gave a desperate gulp, which caused some of the spirit to enter
his windpipe, consequently the first symptoms of returning animation on
the part of Eachainn was a succession of hideous gasping. For fully two
minutes he chocked and coughed, until the bewildered gauger feared
he had done for him in earnest. At length, to his unspeakable relief,
Eachainn opened his eyes, and getting the use of his tongue once more, he
most zealously and piously recommended the Southron to the good offices
of his Majesty, Domlnull Dubl. As he, however, spoke in his native
tongue, Gillespie could not appreciate the extent of the kindness intended
for him. The first use Eachainn made.of his hands was, with the left
he gently scratched the bitten foot, and with the right he took the flask
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from the still confused gauger, and taking a good pull at the contents, again
attempted to rise, but found he was unable to walk. On perceiving this,
the gauger insisted on his mounting behind him. The gearran,
however, apparently resenting that /s consent had not been asked to the
new arrangement, gave a sharp smarting neigh, and ommenced to back.
These hostile demonstrations on the part of the ponywere not at all displeas-
ing to Eachainn, who thought that if the gearran continued restive, he
might have him all to himself. He accordingly kept giving sly kicks with
his uninjured foot in the animal’s groin. The consequence was that every
moment the pony became more indignant and unmanageable ; but the
gauger, recollecting that he was in his Majesty’s service, strove to main-
tain his position with the becoming dignity due to that office. He pulled
hard at the taod, but finding that of no use, he followed the example "of
honest John Gilpin, and grasped the animal's mane with both hands,
receiving, through every kick-up of the pony, sore thumps from the strathair,
which caused him much uneasiness. Eachainn, holding on ¢like grim
death,” continued teasing the gearran, at the same time pretending to
coay him by saying “Sheo ! sheo!” The pony heeded neither that, nor
the ““Huish ! huish !” of the exciseman, but kept kicking, prancing, and
rearing with a zeal and energy worthy of a better cause. The commotion
at length ended by the gauger tumbling over the animal’s head.
Eachainn, beginning to think that he had carried the joke too far,
dismounted, and seeing the discomfited Southeron lying at full length
without moving, in his turn became frightened. At this trying moment
he bethought him of the specific, which had proved so useful in his own
case. He had no difticulty in finding the flask, and was about to ad-
minister a dose, when the gauger, who had been only a little confused at
his sudden fall, got on his feet, but nothing would induce him to remount,
8o Eachainn rode at his case, while the annoyed gauger stalked along with
long strides, cordially abusing the country, its moors, its gearrans, and its
whisky. The shades of evening began to lengthen, and the scene gradu-
ally changed, our travellers began to leave the heathery moor behind, and
enter on arable land, with patches here and there under cultivation,
chiefly oats and potatoes, while an occasional cow grazing, or horse
tethered, showed them that they werc approaching their journey’s end.

All at once they heard the peculiar note of the corn-crake, or, as it is
called in Gaelic, ¢rian-ri-trian. The gauger, always anxious to show off
his skill as a marksman, began to handle his fowling-piece. Eachainn
looked on with evident uneasiness, and at last said * Surely, surely,
sir, you'll not be going to shoot ker ?”

¢ And why not, my friend "

¢ What, sir | shot a ¢rian-ri-trian / it's shust awful to think on.”

¢ And what is the great harm of shooting such a blethering, craiking
thing as that "

“The harm, sir! why, she’ll be a sacred bird ; I'd as soon think of
shooting a cuckoo herself, as to be doing the ¢rian-ri-frian any hurt !
She’ll be different to any other bird, and when she’ll cry, she’ll be lying
on her back, with her feets lifted up to the sky, and the sky would fall
down if shell not be doing that.”
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“Well, I must have a shot at him, even if the firmament were to
come about our ears in consequence,” and so saying, our sportsman took
his usual kneeling shot, and getting a good and near level, fired, when a
handful of flying feathers evinced the success of the shot.

The gauger ran to the spot, and Eachainn on the pony trotted after
him, but on coming up they could see no bird, or no evidence of the shot
having taken effect. Eachainn looked suddenly aghast,

“What can the gommeril be staring at now ?” exclaimed the disap-
pointed gauger.

“Qch! sir,” groaned Eachainn, in great agitation, “the Tdsg/ the
mg l ”

“The what? you dumb-founded idiot ! ”

“Tll tell you, sir,” replied the Highlander, with great solemnity,
“ the 7dsg, she'll shust be a death bird, and the warning 'll never fail to
come true—'tis awful, ’tis shust awful ! ”

¢ Weel, confound me,” said Gillespie, who was now tired and heated,
and panting with his exercise, ‘confound me if I can make out the
creature. He's no wanting in gumption either, but what havers are these
he has got in his noddle?” Then addressing his companion, he said,
“ Weel, now, I have listened to all your nonsense, and now you must tell
me in plain words what you mean by all this blether and talk about your
trian-ri-trian, and your Tasg.”

To this appeal Eachainn did not reply for some minutes, but dis-
mounting, he hobbled up the best way he could to the very spot where
the bird had stood when shot at, and picking up the few feathers that
had been started, stood looking at them with an anxious expression,
amounting almost to horror. Then turning to the gauger, he replied, in
a voice broken with agitation :—* I thocht, sir, that everybody know that
the Zasg is a spirit bird, and she’ll always be coming to the mans when
they’ll be going to die. She'll come different to peoples. Old Murdo
Urqubart, the fisherman, saw her shust like a grey gull, and that very
night he took ill, and died in two or three days. And Barabal N'ic Ivor,
she'll be the bonniest lassie in the place, saw the ZTdsg shust like a beaun-
tiful white dove, and surely poor Barabal she’ll knew she’ll be going to
die, so she made her death shift, and indeed it was very soon she was
wearing it. The Tasg 'l always be coming in the gloamin’, she'll iy low
and slow like, and she'll no make any noise with her wings, but if you'll
shoot at her, you'll shust get nothing but a small handful of feathers.”
Here the guide paused a moment, and looking first at the feathers he held
in his hand, and then in the face of the gauger, he continued, “I'll be
thinking, sir, that you'll no be living very long. I am shust afraid the
Tasg will be coming to you like a Trian-ri-trian. Oh, sir| indeed I'll
be very sorry for you, surely, surely.”

“ Look to yourself, man. You say it is my Tdag, but I don't see how
you make that out ; why should’nt it be your T4sg as well as minet”

¢ Mine, sir!” exclaimed Eachainn, “ No, no ; I did not shoot her. If
you'll shoot her, she'll be your own Tdsg surely, and nobody’s else, and
she’ll be shust like a Duine-uasal’s Thsg, a long-legged bird, and she'll
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shust come like the Southeron, at certain times, and then she’ll shust
speak a eraik, craik kind of talk, and that’ll no be Gaelic ; it'll be the
Gaelic that the mavis and the blackbird will be speaking. A lad like
me will no get a gran’ Tasg like her. Oh! no, a crow, or a duck, or a
sgarbh, is more like what I'll be getting.”

The gauger, seeing the anxiety of Eachainn to decline the honour of
the Zasg, was commencing to rally him about it, but in the earnestness
of their conversation, they had not observed the change in the appearance
of the weather which had been gradually taking place ; their attention was
now, however, called to it by feeling some heavy drops of rain, and they
soon saw that a severe storm was looming. They ceased talking, and
used their breath and energies to better purpose by hurrying forward as
fast as they could. In spite of their utmost exertions, the storm soon
overtook them, and in half an hour they were both drenched to the skin.
Eachainn took it very philosophically, for to the well-developed, hardy
“ gon of the mist,” an occasional shower-bath was no hardship. He was
too well acquainted with nature in all her changing moods to care much
when she frowned. But the poor, town-bred gauger was in a pitiable
plight, as he plodded along in a most unenviable state of body and mind,
vowing he should catch his death of cold. In about an hour and
a half, they arrived, to the intense relief of Gillespie, at the hamlet
of Dunvegan, and gladly availed themsclves of the hospitality of Somh-
airle Dubh, at the hostelrie, or change house of the village.

( To be Continued.)

CELTIC LITERATURE—LoGgaN’s ScorrisH GAEL for Half Price.
—A few oopies of this learned and well-known work, published a few
months ago, by Hugh Mackenzie, Inverness, in two vols., 8vo, cloth, at
288, can now be supplied new from the Celtic Magazine Office at 14s, or
half prics; by post, 16s. No library is complete without this work,
which we cannot describe better than in Logan’s own words, from the
title page :—* The Scottish Gael ; or Celtic manners, as preserved among
the Highlanders ; being an historical and descriptive account of the in-
habitants, antiquities, and national peculiarities of Scotland, more par-
ticularly of the northern, or Gaelic, parts of the country, where the
singular habits of the aboriginal Celts are most tenaciously retained. By
James Logan, F.8.A.8.” Edited with Memoir and Notes, by the Rev.
Alex. Stewart of Ballachullish—the ¢ Nether-Lochaber " correspondent of
the Inverness Courter. This is a rare opportunity for Celtic students and
others whe take an interest in Highland customs and peculiarities.
Application should be made at once to secure copies.

Booxs Recervep.—Part ITL of Mr Sinclair's ¢ Oranaiche,” or Gaelie
mhr, and “Eolas agus Seoladh air son Luchd Euslainte,” by Dr
, Poolewe,
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THE BONNIE EARL OF MORAY.
—_————

Ter Moradh-liath mountains are an elongated group of lofty and rugged
heights, running in a line parallel to the Qleann Mor Na h-Albainn, in the
centre of the southern division of Inverness-shire.

They rest on a dreary, heathy moor, are comparatively flowing in their
outlines, unbroken in their declivities, and free from very rugged and
jagged precipices. They embosom extensive glens, the feeding places of
shaggy cattle ; there are great slopes on which flocks of sheep pasture,
and they contain dreary solitudes where only the grouse and the ptarmi-
gan, the roe and the red deer, are to be found.

Far, far and high upon those mountains, on the side of one of its vast
glopes, in a hollow more green than brown, a little burnie commences its
existence in a spongy bit of brown ground, covered over with plants
bearing white flowers —the Cannach of similar scenes. At first, says one of
the best of word painters of his day, you can see nothing ot a rill—it is
only a slyke. Buta little way onward the slyke begins to assume the
form and movements of a rill, and you may see it stealing along under the
covering grass, in a thread so slender that the fairies might step overit at
night and never know it was there.

It is indeed a wild solitude; and few signs of living things are to be
seen therein, save perhaps a hoody crow or two that come here now and
then to have a little quiet conversation with their neighbours on the sub-
ject-matter of braxy, dead lambs, and suchlike windfalls. A very infant
is the burnie as yet, and very much more like a sleeping than a waki
infant ; you might lay your ear down to it without hearing sounds greafer
than the murmurings through the roots of the grass, like the breathings
of a baby in the cradle, and like the baby also giving an occasional ftash-
ing glance at the sun-ray which steals down to see how it is getting on.

By and bye, however, it begins to grow, and first crows in aundible
murmurs, then becomes more noisy and more active, and leaps over the
little pebbles that lie in its way, as if it had acquired a taste for fun, and
were determined to indulge it.

As it increases in strength, it increases it antics, but all this time it is
enjoying itself its ¢ leefie lane,” like many another baby born and brought
up in the wee cot house of its shepherd parents, under the shadow of some
great mountain, or on the banks of some lonely lake—far, far away from
human ken. There is not a soul at hand to witness its pranks ; the very
rushes that grow by the little stream get leave to grow as long as they
will, nor are they tortured and plaited into rashen whips, and caps, and
buckies—there is not a bairn within ten miles to pull them.

Our burnie flows on in solitude till it has formed its little stream path
and has reached the buse of a knoll on which was once a herd’s house—
a green and sheltered spot. People lived in it for years, and were well
acquainted with our burnie at this stage of its course ; but they have long
since left the place, sume of them and their lescendants crossed the ocean,
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and have made a home for themselves in other lands, and the seniors lie
in the green graveyard far down the valley.

Regardless of these changes, the burnie goes on in many windings and
turnings among the hills, quite happy in its companionless journey, hop-
ping and jumping as it goes, and occasionally breaking out into a little
song, though there is not a single bird to reply by an answering carrol—
for we are yet far.above the regions of birds and bushes—shining bright
in the sunshine ; there is not a single speck to dim its pnrity—the very
pebbles are purely clean along its margin. How well happiness and
purity go together. Such is the infancy of our burnie.

But infancy is but a passing stage with burnies as well as bairns, and
our burnie must leave these Alpine solitudes and come into society,
although at the expense of its purity and innocence. Bushes begin to
appear along its banks, and one of the first is an old thorn, with the earth
worn away from its roots by the sheep rubbing themselves against its
bark. The ferns grow more luxuriantly round the little green haughs,
and when the braes are rather steep for the sheep to feed and lie upon,
the primroses star the spots with bright bunches, and the little green
meadows are spangled with gowans.

Turning the corner, behold a herd’s house. It is the eldest hope of
the family who is laving the waters of the burnie upon the clothes that
are bleaching on the grass, and thus putting a portion of its watery trea-
sure to their first economic use ; two younger children, a little furthex
down, have cut a side channel through which flows a tiny rill, on which
they are busy erecting a toy mill wheel.

The house—a wee, wee cot house—has one little window in the end
directed to the burn, and therein sits a cat, winking with listless satisfac-
tion under the glow of the summer scene. There, too, sits a curched
grandame working her stocking, rejoicing in the genial warmth which
seldom comes so far up the glen, thinking, it may be, of the days when
she was full of young life, or of the trials she has undergone since then,
or the sad memories of family years which she has since then laid in the
auld kirk-yard.

‘Whisking blithely past this outpost of civilisation, the burnie suddenly
falls into a deep ravine, where it gets into a dreadful passion at finding itself
confined between steep banks. It kicks,and flings,and fumes, and splutters,
and gets into a dreadful fury, first dashing up one side with a splash, and
then on the other with a whish, then hits some big stone with a hiss and
then another, jumps madly over the heads of some, and goes poking under
the ribs of others that are too big to be so dealt with. In fact, it is like
many another scene of youthful violence, while it lasts, which fortunately
is not very long ; for, by and bye, it steals calmly out in an open rivulet
between green banks, as gently as if nothing had happened, and were
rather ashamed of its pranks. It has now come to the place where farm
steadings and plantations begin looking onward in its course. Thatched
roofs are seen at different points in the surrounding landscape ; old-
fashioned country wives begin to put it to use in bleaching their clothes
on its banks, and there are some nice haughs on which, dotting them, are
numerous cocks of meadow hay, and now and then, skipping the stream,
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a follower of Isaac Walton, when our burnie is now not merely a burn,
but is known as the ¢ Findhorn” river, with a very bad character for
rising in great floods occasionally, carrying off haycocks, bleachings, and
whatever other trifle it can lay hold of. It has begun to show symptoma
of earning for itself, by capricious changes of its channel, the character,
which it afterwards fully bears out, of being a river not to be trusted to,
and being a great friend to the lawyers, by shifting the boundaries of
litigious lairds—1lairds who have more mouey than brains, or at least not
as many brains as would make them understand to give and take peaee-
fully.

In its journey to the lower country, it runs to a considerable extent
parallel with the river and strath of Nairn. Struggling on through many
opposing barriers of granite rock, iv rushes through narrow gorges with
boiling and tumultuous currents, now reposing its still waters in some
round sweeping dark pool, and anon patiently, but assiduously, wearing
its way through the dark red sandstone cliffs which jut out from its
channel, or rauge in layer above layer, forming high barriers on its banks,
while plants and shrubs, and lofty trees, crown and encompass the steep
heights, and finely contrast their variegated green with the deep red of
the cliffs on which they grow. Here, in some overshadowed dells, the
sun with difficulty penetrates and finds the solitary eyries of the eagle or
the falcon, with the dwellings of the congregated heron, thickly perched
among the trees, while the ascending salmon rest by dozens during the
summer’s noon-day heat in the deep dark pools beneath. As the stream
winds towards the sea, its course becomes less interrupted and boisterous.
It now sweeps along fertile meadows and wooded copses, till at last, all
opposition giving way, it flows out into a broad, still, placid sheet of
water, meeting the tides of the ocean half way up the smooth and sandy
bay of “ Findhorn.”

On its romantic banks are situated a succession of gentlemen’s seats,
among many others, Altyre, Logie, Relugas, Dunphail, Kincorth, Tann-
achy, and Darnaway, or Tarnaway, the ancient sylvan retreat and hunt-
ing hall of the famous Randolph, Earl of Moray, and now the northern
seat of his noble descendants. South of the Brodie station on the High-
land Railway, in the lower fringe of the Darnaway oak and pine forest,
which extends for many miles inland, and is the remains of the old Cale-
donian forest, concealed from view, though not two miles distant, is
the Castle of Darnaway, famous in the history of the country and in the
traditions of the neighbourhood as the home of a family, almost the kings
of the district of Moray, and occupying at one fime a most important
porition in the historical records of the country. Had it fortuned to an
Englishman, twenty-five or thirty years ago, to visit the county of Elgin,
he could not have failed to hear of the Earl of Moray’s forest of Tarnaway,
which then stretched for miles along the banks of this grand Highland
stream—the Findhorn—in all the untrimmed luxuriance which he could
have expected in going to wait on the Duke of Arden. He would have
been further surprised to hear of two brothers entirely realising the old
ballad ideas of gallant young huntsmen—superb figures attired in the
ancient dress of the country, and full of chivalric feeling—who, giving up
the common pursuits of the world, spent most of their days in following
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the deer through this pathless wild. Men of an old time they secemed to
be ; of frumes more robust than what belong to men now-a-days, and with
a hardihood which appeated to make them superior to all personal ex-
posure and fatigue. At the same time they possessed cultivated minds,
and o small skill in many of the most clegant accomplishments, This is
their deseription of the locality :—

“ Few knew what Tarnaway was in those days—almost untrodden, ex-
cept by the deer, the roe, the fox, and the pine-martin. Its green dells
filled with lilies of the valley, its backs covered with wild hyacinths,
primroses, and pyrolas, and its deep thickets clothed with every species of
woodland luxuriance, in blossoms, grass, moss, and timber of every kind,
growing with the magnificence and solitude of an aboriginal wilderness, a
world of unknown beauty and silent loneliness, broken only by the sough
of the pines, the hum of the water, the hoarse bell of the buck, the long
wild cry of the {ox, the shriek of the heron, or the strange, mysterious tap
of the northern wood-pecker. For ten years we knew every dell, and
bank, and thicket, and, excepting the foresters and keepers, during the
early part of that time, we can only remember to have met two or three
old wives, who came to crack sticks or shear grass, and one old man to
cut hazels for making baskets. If a new forester ventured in to the deep
bosom of the wood alone, it was a chance that, like one of King Arthur’s
errant-knights, he took a tree to his host for that night, unless he might
hear the roar of the Findhorn, and, on reaching the banks, could follow
its course out of the woods before the fail of light. One old wife, who had
wandered for a day and night, we discovered at the foot of a tree, where
at last she had sat down in despair, like poor old Jenny Mackintosh, who,
venturing into the forest of Rothiemurchas to gather pine cones, never
came out again. Three years afterwards she was found sitting at the foot
of a great pine, on the skirt of the Braeriach, her wasted hands resting
on her knees, and her head bent down on her withered fingers. The
tatters of her dress still clung to the dry bones, like the lichen upon the
old trees, except some shreds of her plaid, which were in the raven's nest
on Craig-dhubh, and a lock of her grey hair that was under the young
eagles in the eyrie of Loch-an-Eilean.”

The grounds themselves are well worthy of examination, but the
castle hall, 90 feet in length, and 35 feet broad, is inferior to none in
Scotland, and resembles much the Parliament house of Edinburgh ; the
walls rise to a height of 35 feet, and a carved roof of solid black oak,
divided by compftrtments forms the arched ceiling ; a suitable fire-) lace,
that would roast a stalled ox ; an enormous table, and some carved cimn
still garnish this ball, though the modern apartments in front of it 1]].
correspond with its Gothic character. 1loro Mary, Queen of Scots, held
her court in 1564. Among the pictures is one of the Bonnie Earl of
Morsay, and also a portrait of Queen Mary, disguised, by way of a frolic,
in boy’a clothes, in long scarlet stockings, black velvet coat, black kilt,
white sleeves, and a high ruff. The present hall was preceded by a
hunting lodge, erected in the fourtcenth century, by Randolph, first Earl
of Moray, the nephew, friend, and companion of Robert the Bruce,
snd Regent of Scotland, during the minority of David II., but it was not

r
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the Earl's chief country residence, as in the charter of erection of the
earldom, the Castle of Elgin, * Manerium de Elgyn,” is appointed
@ pro capitali mansione comitatus Moravice.” It appears also, from the
charter of Robert ITI. to Thomas le Graunt, son of Jno. le Graunt, dated
1390 (Regist. No. 22, p, 473), that there was an older royal Castle of
Tarnaway, which was previously in the keeping of the Cummings, and
afterwards of the Grants,and, in fact, the Cumming family—Earls of March
seem to have been introduced from Forfarshire as the great instrument
- for exterminating, or at least suppressing the early insurrections of the
Clan Chattan, who were thus in all probability the aboriginal inhabitants
of Moray. The lately published work on the “ Name of Cawdor ” shows
likewise that the present magnificent hall was erected under the auspices,
if not at the cost, of King James II. of Scotland. After the suppression
of the Douglas rebellion, the King turned his attention to establishing
order and authority in the North, especially in the Earldom of Moray.
He took up his residence sometimes at Inverness, sometime at Elgin, held
Justice Courts, and transacted state business. He felt also the fascination
of the country, and took means to enjoy it. Mr Innes, the editor of the
Cawdor Annual, says ‘ The Castle of Lochindorbh, a formidable Norman
fortress, in a woodland loch which had been fortifled against his authority
by Douglas, King James doomed to destruction, and employed the Thane
of Cawdor to demolish it. But he chose Darnaway for his own hunting
seat, as old Thomas Randolph had done a century before, and completed
the extensive repairs and new erections which the Earl had begun. The
massive beams of oak and solid structure of the roof described in those
accounts are still in part recognisable in the great hall of Darnaway,
which popular tradition, ever leaning towards a fabulous antiquity, ascribes
to Earl Randolph, but which is certainly of this period. Here, for two years
the King enjoyed the sports of the chase ; great territories, on both sides
of the river, were thrown out of cultivation for the sport, and tenants sat
free of rent while their lands were waste. What was the manner of the
hunting, we are not informed. The sport of hawking, indeed, might well
be enjoyed on the river bank at Darnaway, but hawking could not require
a whole district to be laid waste. The fox was not of old esteemed a
beust of chase in Scotland, nor perhaps, so early, in England. There is
no doubt the King's chief game was the red-deer, the natives of those
hills, and it is probable that the hart was shot with arrows, and hunted
down with the old rough grey-hound, still known among us as the deer-
hound, and until lately in Ircland as the wolf dog, with such help of
slower dogs of surer scent, as the country could afford, for the English
“hound ” was hardly known in old Scotland. But riding up to hounds,
or riding at all, must Lave been very partially used among the peat mosses,
and rocks of the upper valley of the Findhorn.”

The Earldom of Moray was conferred by King Robert the Bruce upon
8ir Thomas Randolph, son of Lady Isabel Bruce, the eldest daughter of
Robert, Earl of Carrick, by Thomas Randolph, Lord of Strathnith. This
Earldom, along with many goodly heritages, lands, and baronies, was the
guerdon of the services so gallantly performed by Randolph in the service
of his uncle, King Robert the Bruce, and it remained in the Randolph
family until 1455, when the then Earl of Moray was attainted ¢ for



THE CELTIC MAGAZINE, (]

fortifying the Castles of Lochindore and Tarnau (Lochindorbh and Tarn-
away) against the King, and for other acts of treason, by which attainder
the Earldom of Moray became vested in the Crown.”

The next possessor of the Earldom was James Stewart, natural son of
King James IV., by Janet, daughter of John, Lord Kennedy. It was
conferred upon him when he was but two years old, by charter dated the
15th June 1501, and his son dying without issue male, 14th June 1544,
the Earldom reverted to the Crown, and was conferred on George, the
fourth Earl of Huntly, 15th February 1549, but the grant was recalled in
1554. The Earldom was next bestowed in 1562 by Queen Mary upon
her half-brother, Lord James Stuart, natural son of King James V., and
afterwards Regent of Scotland. From real or imaginary contradictions in
his titles, great perplexity was occasioned respecting their inheritance,
and several charters were granted to the Regent more or less confusing
sach other. He married Ludy Anne Keith, daughter of the fourth Earl
Marshall, afterwards Countess of Argyle, and by her he had two daughters
—Elizabeth, Countess of Moray, and Margaret, afterwards Countess of
Errol. In 1580, the youngest son of Lord Doune James Stuart (as the
name was generally spelt after Queen Mary’s return) received from James
VL the ward and marriage of the two daughters of the Regent Moray,
md a few days thereafter he married the elder, Lady Elizabeth, and
ssumed the title of the Earl of Moray. As this claim to the Earldom
was doubtful, a charter was given to him in 1592 by James VL., and the
Beottish estates ratifying to him and to his son all that had been granted
to the Regent and the Lady Elizabeth, and since then the Earldom has
remained in the uninterrupted possession of his descendants.

The Earl of Moray, whose personal appearance and high accompligh-
ments in the lea.rmng ard manners of the day acquired for him the title of
the “ Bonnie Earl ;” and as son-in-law of the good Regent Moray, and the
mheritor of his estates he naturally possessed a high degree of consideration
m the State, pm'tlcularl with the Presbyterian party, of which the

had been so long one of the chief supporters and the acknowledged
eader. The Earl's character, independent of his possessions, was such
18 to win him universal esteem. To the attractive beauty of his counte-
ance and form he added a most amiable disposition, and perfect skill in
\ll the chivalric accomplishments of the age. It is, therefore, scarcely to.
be wondered at that he should have been one of the most popular noble-
nen of the day, especially as the nation in general had by that time
ittached itself to the religious party of which he was a leading member.
[o this party also King James V1. belonged, though he was under the
10ceesity of holding the balance equally between the Presbyterians and
hat still numerous party of Catholics, to which many of his most power-
'al noblemen belonged, and were active adherents. Among the Catholic
seers, the Earl of Huntly was the chief—a man of determination, and at
1eart ambitious and vindictive, and who for years had nursed a feud
setween his own family and that of the Earl of Moray. The real grounds
of the feud consisted in the claims of the Gordon family to the possessions
ind Earldom of Moray, of which they had been deprived when it was
bestowed by Queen Mary upon her illegitimate brother the Regent. This
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deep-seated cause of animosity had been long gathering strength from
many and various disagreements arising out of it, and was particularly
aggravated by an act of the Earl of Moray against the legal power of
Huntly. In his capacity as the King's Justiciary, the Earl of Huntly
endeavoured to bring to justice persons against whom he had obtained a
Royal Commission, and who having fled to the Earl of Moray, were
protected by him against the Earl of Huntly on some grounds or for some
reason not known. Huntly thus defied, was highly displeased against
Moray, and proceeded with a large party, principally of his clansmen, to
Darnaway Castle for the purpose of getting possession of thz felons’
persons. This expedition unfortunately terminated in widening the breach
between the noblemen, for in the attempt to enter the castle, John
Gordon, a brother of Gordon of Cluny, who was in the expedition in
attendance on the Earl of Huntly, was killed by a shot from the castle.
‘Whether the shot was fired by the Earl of Moray or not was not known,
but from that hour the hostility between the families became of a more
decided character, was participated in by elmost every member of the
Gordon Clan, and revenge became a study in Huntly’s mind. This event
took place a short time previous to the year 1591, but it was not im-
mediately followed by any decided act of retaliation.

In the meantime, Campbell of Cawdor, a friend of Moray, became an
object of hostility to many of the principal men of the Clan Campbell
because he had been appointed tutor to the young Earl of Argyll

Uniting with these men, Huntly formed a concerted scheme, in which,
strange to say, the Chancellor of the Kingdom, Lord Thirlstan, concurred,
for taking oft Moray and Campbell by one act of vengeance. In order to
give a colour to their deeds, they persuaded the King that Moray had
been concerned in the conspiracy of the turbulent Earl of Bothwell, his
cousin, and Huntly obtained a commission to apprehend Moray, and bring
him to Edinburgh for trial.

On the afternoon of the 8th of February 1592, Huntly, attended by a
strong body of horse, set out from the house of the Provost of Edinburgh
where the King then lodged for security. The object of his journey
Huntly gave out to be to attend a horse-race at Leith, instead of which
ke directed his course across the Queen’s Ferry to Donibristle House,
where the Earl of Moray had taken up his residence for a time with his
mother. About midnight, Huntly reached his destination, surrounded the
house with his men, and summoned Moray to surrender. Even if this
had been complied with immediately, the same consequences, it is clear,
Wwould have ensued, Huntly’s determination being fixed. Moray’s enemies
and that of his house knocking at his gates at the dead of night, encom-
passing the walls with vindictive retainers, was not an event from which
the young Karl would expect moderation or justice to follow. He there-
fore resolved to defend the house to the death. A gun fired from within
severely wounded one of the Gordons, and excited the passions of the
assailants and their leaders to the highest pitch. To force an entrance
they set fire to the doors, and the house seemed on the point of being
enveloped in flames. In this emergency Moray took council with his
friend Dunbar, Sheriff of the county, who chanced to be with him
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that night. “Let us not stay,” said Dunbar, “to be buried in the
flaming house. T will go out first, and the Gordons taking me for your
Lordship will kill me, while you will escape in the confusion.” After
giving utterance to this noble offer, the generous Dunbar did not hesitate
an instant, but threw himself among the assailants, and fell immediately, as
he had anticipated, beneath their swords. At first this act of heroic
devotion seemed as if it would have accomplished its purpose. The
young Earl had passed out immediately after his friend, and had the
fortune to escape through the ranks of the Gordons. He directed his
flight to the rocks of the neighbouring beach, and most probably would
have got off in the darkness had not his path been pointed out to his foes
by the silken tassels of his helmet, which had caught fire as he passed
through the flames of the house. A revengeful cadet of the Huntly
family, Gordon of Buckie, was the first who overtook the flying Earl, and
wounded him mortally. While Moray lay in the throes of death at the feet
of his ruthless murderer, Huntly himself came up to the spot, when Buckie
exclaiming, “ By Heaven, my Lord, you shall be as deep as I,” forced his
chief to strike the dying man. Huntly, with a wavering hand, struck
the expiring Earl in the face, who, mindful of his superior beauty even at
that moment of parting life, stammered out the dying words, “ You have
spoiled a better face than your own.”

The perpetrators of this barbarous act hurried from the scene, leaving
the corpse of the Earl lying on the beach, and the House of Donibristle
in flames. Huntly did not choose to go to Edinburgh, and so be the
narrator of what had occurred, but he chose, strange to say, as the
messenger for this purpose the most guilty of the assassins, Sordon of
Buckie. This bold man hesitated not to fulfil his Chief’s commands.
He rode post to the King's presence, and informed his Majesty of all that
had occurred. Finding, however, that the night work was not likely to
acquire for its doers any great credit, he hurriedly left the city. By some
it 1is supposed that he never saw the King, for James, apparently un-
conscious of what had occurred, followed his sport for several hours in the
early part of the day. On his return to the city, his Majesty found the
streets filled with lamentations for the murder of Moray, and strong
suspicious entertained that he himself had authorised Huntly to perpetrate
the deed. Donibristle House being visible from the grounds of Inverleith
and Wardie, where the King was hunting, it was alleged he must have seen
the smoking ruins, nay, that he had chosen that quarter on that day for
his sport in order to gratify his eye with the spectacle. The popularity
of the late Earl, on accoun: of his personal qualities and as a leading
Presbyterian, rendered the people very severe against James, although they
had but little known cause for supposing him accessory to the guilt of the
Gordons. There is, however, one circumstance narrated in traditionary
ballad lore which says that “ Moray was the Queen’s luve.” A tradition-
ary anecdote is the only support which the ballad receives for a circum-
stance utterly discredited by history. James, says the story, found the
Earl of Moray sleeping in an arbour one day with a ribbon about his neck
which his Majesty bad given to the Queen. On seeking her Majesty’s pre-
sence, the King found the ribbon round her neck, and was convinced he
had mistaken one ribbon for another ; but, continues the story, the ribbon
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worn by Moray was indeed the Queen’s, and had only been restored to
her in time to blind his Majesty by the agency of a friend of the Queen’s
who had witnessed the King's jealous observation of Moray asleep.

To return. however, from tradition to history, the ferment caused in
Edinburgh by the news of Moray's death was aggravated ten-fold when
on the same day Lady Doune, mother of the ill-fated nobleman, arrived
at Leith, in a boat carrying with her the bodies of her son and his devoted
friend Dunbar—the mournful lady took this step in order to stimulate the
vengeance of the laws againsat the murderers. 'When the news reached the
King that Lady Doune was about to expose the mangled bodies to the public
gaze, he forbade them to be brought into the city, conceiving justly that the
spectacle was an unseemly one, and that the populace were excited enough
already. Defeated in her first wish, Lady Doune caused a picture to be
drawn of her son’s remains, and enclosing it in a lawn cloth, brought it to
the King, uncovered it before him, and with vehement lamentations cried
for justice on the slayers. She then took out three bullets, found in
Moray’s body while being prepared for embalming, one of which she gave
to the King, another to one of his nobles, and the third she reserved to.
herself “to be bestowed on him who should hinder justice ” (Annals, p.
232, vol. 1, Captain John Gordon, one of the King’s friends). The Eexl
himself had fled to the north, where he was much more powerful than
James, King of Scotland though he was. After some time, however, to
recover the royal favour, which James withheld until some atonement was
made, Huntly surrendered himself, and was confined for a time in Black-
ness Castle. He was never brought to trial, and was liberated on bail
Gordon of Buckie, the true murderer, lived for nearly fifty years aftex
Moray’s death, and in his latter days expressed great contrition for the
act of which he had been guilty. From punishment at the hands of
man, the power of his family, the unsettled state of society, and the
laws succeeded in screening him. The melancholy fate of the Earl of Moray,
which we have just been relating, has been embalmed in his country’s verse
in a ballad decply affecting in its pathos :—

Ye Highlands and ye Lowlands,
Ofll,igwhere bave y’e been?

They hae slain the Earl of Moray,
And laid him on the green,

Now wae be to you, Huntly,
And wherefore did ye say,

I bad you bring him wi’ you,
But forbade you him to slay.

He was a braw gallant,
And he rode at the ring,

And the bonnie Earl of Moray,
Oh, he micht hae been & kﬂ;

He was & braw gallant,
And he rode at the gluve,
And the bonnie Earl of Moray,
Oh | he was the Queen’s luve,

Oh, lang will his htz{
Look o’er the Castle Doune,

Ere she see the Earl of Moray
Oome sounding through the toun,
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Tha cas.fhalt mo ruin-sa As the clouds’ yollow wreath
Gu siubhlach a sniomh, On the mountain’s high brow ;
Mar na neoil bhuidhe 'lubas The locks of my fair one
Air stucaibh nan dm.bh Redundantly flow,
Tha yrwudh Her cheeks huo the tint
'Nuair a’s boldhclw ’bhiou Shiamh, That the roses display,
FPo ur-dhealt a Cheitein, ‘When they glitter wh.h dew
Mu'n cirich a ghrian. In the morning of May.
Mar Bhenus a botsgeadh As the planet of Vonnl,
Thar choiltibh nan ard, That gleams o’er the grove,
T'Aa a miog-shuil ga m’ bhuaireadh Her blue rolling eyes
Le suaickeantas graidh ; Are the symbols of love,
TAa braighe nan seud Her pearl-ciroled bosom
Ann an eideadh gach aidh Diffuses bright rays,
Mar ghealach nan speur Like the moon, when the stars
’S i cur reultan fo phramh. Are bedimmed with her blase,
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Bi'dh ’n uiscag ’s an smeorach, The mavis and lark,

Feadh lointean nan driuchd, ‘When they welcome the dawn,
"Toirt failte le'n orain Make a chorus of joy

Do’n og mhadainn chivin ; To resound through the lawn ;
Ach tha'n uiscay neo-sheolta, But the mavis is tuneless —

'S an smcorach gun sunnt, The lark strives in vain,
Nuair thoisicheas m' eudail ‘When my beautiful charmer

Air gleusadh a ciuil. Renews her sweet strain,
Nuair thig samhradh nan neoinean ‘When summer bespnnglu

A comhdach nam bruach. The landscape with flow’rs,
'S gach eoineun '8 a chrochd-choill’ When the thrush and cuckoo

A ceol leis a chuaich, Sing soft from the bow’rs,
B¢’ dh mise gu h-eibhinn, Through the wood-shaded windings,

A leumnaich 's a ruaig, With Bella I'll rove,
Fo dhluth-mheuraibh sgaileach, And feast unrestrained

A manran ri 'm luaidh, On the smiles of my love.

- Nore.—Relative te the above song and translation, John Mackenzie, in the ‘* Beauties
of Gaelic Poetry,” has the following foot-note :—* The chorus and first stanza of this
song are not Maclachlan’s. They were compesed by Mrs Mackenzie of Balone, at a time
when, by infirmity, she was unable to attend the administration of the Lord’s Supper
in Strathmore of Lochbroom, and ran word for word the same, except the last two lines
of the verse, which are slightly altered. Our t.lented author got them and the air from
some of the north country students in Aberdeen. All the other stanzas, however, are
original, and worthy of the poetic mind of Maclachlan. The following translation of it,
by the celebrated author, we subjoin for the benefit of the English reader.” The air is
one of the aweetest and most popular of our Highland melodies.—W. M‘K

PROFESSOR BLACKIE ON THE CELTIC CHAIR.—The fol-
lowing appeal has appeared in the Scotsman :—¢To Highlanders and
Friends of the Highlanders at Home and Abroad.— Fellow-Scots,—It is
now three years since I addressed a letter to you in the columns of this
paper, requesting you to gird up your loins to have some suitable represen-
tation of the language and records of the Celtic races of the British Islands,
in the metropolitan University of your native country. With character-
istic promptitude you responded to the call ; and I write this short note
that you may perceive more distinctly how the matter now stands. The
sum already paid up, and bearing interest from landed security of from 4
to 44 per cent., along with other sums which are coming in, Will by the
term of Martinmas next year certainly amount to £11,000. There are,
therefore, only £1000 wanted in order to endow the Chair in a gentlemanly
way with a salary of £500 a year. If you choosc to let the matter sleep
for three years, the capital of £12,000 will be achieved by the natural
increase of the invested money ; but if you do your duty, as I have no
doubt you will, and collect the remaining £1000 with the same zeal that
has animated your exertions up to this point, you will have the Chair
formally instituted next year, This is all I have to say. You see where
the blow is to be delivered ; and, when that is clear, the swing of the
Highland broadsword is not slow to folow.—I am, yours, with faithful
service, JOHN STUART BLACKIE"”

University, Edinburgh, November 9, 1877,
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Ix the preceding pages, which are merely introductory to the general
historv, it has been shown froin authentic records that Kintail was in
possession of the Earls of Ross in and hetore 1296 ; that King Robert
Bruce confirmed him in these lands in 1306-29 ; that in 1342 Earl
‘William granted the ten pennylands or davachs of Kintail to another—
Reginald of the Isles; that this urant was confirmed by the ]\ing ; and
that in 136272 Kintail was, “with the Castle of EKileandonan,” exchanged
by the Earl with his brother Hugh for lands in Buchan. How could
these lands be possessed by the Mackenzies and the Earls of Ross at one
and the same time? isa question which the upholders of the Lrish origin are
bound toanswer. The Mackenzies could not have possessed a single acre of
it, for there are only ten davachs or pennylands in Kintail altogether, It
cannot be assumed that the Earl of Ross had taken illegal possession, for
in the Acts of Parliament in 1296 Kintail is mentioned asx *the lands of
the Earl of Ros,” and these possessions are later on confirmed to him by
the King,

These facts, which are founded on authentic records (see page
46), must be dlsposed of before we can accept the reputed charter to
Colin Fitzgerald, even were it possiblo any longer to attach any impor-
tance to it, after it has been shown that it must have been written at
least thirty-three years before the Dattle of Largs was fought, and thirty-
six before the date of the charter itself. Mr William l'raavr in his
“ Earls of Cromartie,” published last year, admits that the charter is not
of Alexander the Third, and says—* In the middle of the seventeenth
century, when Lord Cromartic wrote his history, the means of ascertain-
ing, by the names of witnesses aud otherways, the true granter of a charter
and the date were not so accessible as at present.  The mistole of
attributing the Kintail charter to King Alexander the Thivd, instead of
King Alexander the Second, canuot be regarded as a very scrious ecror in
the circumstances.” When the upholders of the IMitzgerald origin are
compelled to make such admissions and apolugies as these, their case

(¢]
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must be considered as practically given up ; for, once admit, as is here
done, that the charter is of Alexander the Second (1230), even if
genuine, it cannot possibly have any reference to Colin Fitzgerald,
who, according to his supporters, only came over from lreland about
1261 ; and it is simply absurd to maintain that a charter granted in
1230 can be a reward for valour displayed at a battle fought in 1263 ;
and Mr Fraser, having given up that point, was in consistency bound to
give up Colin Fitzgerald. Mr Fraser further informs us that the charters
of 1360 and 1380 are not now known to exist. ¢ But the terms of them
as quoted in the early histories of the family are consistent with either
theory of the origin of the Mackenzies, whether descended from Colin
Fitzgerald or Colin of the Aird.”

Another very significant fact to which no attention has been hitherto
directed by any writer is that from 1263 down to 1568—a period
of three centuries—not a trace of the name Colin is to be found in
any of the family geuealogies. Cailean Cam, who became chief in the
latter year, is the first of the name. 1lle was, on the mother’s side, de-
scended from the houses of Athole und Argyll ; and being a second son, he
wasg, no doubt, according to the almost universal custom, named after
some of her numerous relatives of that name. Is it at all probable, if
Colin Fitzgerald had really been the progenitor of the family, that his
name would have been totally ignored for 300 years in the face of the
invariable practice among the other Highland families to honour the
nawes of their ancestors by continuing them in the family names?
Keeping all this in view, we hLave no hesitation in commencing the
general History of the Clan Mackenzie with the first of the name,

I COINNEACH, or KeNNETH, according to our view and the MS.
of 1450, was the eldest son of Angus, a scion, and near relative of the
O’Beolans, the ancient Earls of Ross, who before and during the thirteenth
and fourteenth centuries were the superior lords of Kintail. Kenneth
was in all probability a nephew of Earl William. From all accounts it
appears that Kenneth, whose followers were already powerful, succeeded his
father in the government of Eileandonnan Castle, garrisoned by his own
immediate relatives, the Macraes and the Maclennans. The Earl of Ross
of the day (William, the third Earl) found his subaltern and relative
getting too powerful and influential for his own comfort and satisfaction as
supreme lord of the district. ~About this time he laid claim to the
superiority of the Western Isles, which he and his father Fearchair had
recently been chiefly instrumental in wresting from the Norwegians ; and
he naturally considered it safer to have the stronghold of Eileandonuan in
his own possession than in that of a dependant who was rapidly rising in
influence among the surrounding tribes ; who had given unmistakable in-
dications already of a disposition not to be treated contemptuously even by
such a powerful superior ; and who might, backed up by a powerful and
loyal garrison, at any moment assert his rights as hereditary governor
of the Castle, and from self-interest and other considerations act contrary to
those of his superior. He might even go the length of supporting the
other side, on condition that the prospects of his own house and those of his
more immediate kindred would be advanced. The Earl, in these circum-
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stances, demanded possession of the young governor of the fortress,* which
demand was peremptorily refused ; and, tinding that Kenneth was deter-
mined to hold the stronghold at all hazards, the Earl sent a strong
detachment to take the castle by storm, and, if possible, to carry away
the governor. Kenneth was, however, so very popular, among the
surrounding tribes that he was promptly reinforced by the Macivers and
brave Macaulays of Lochbroom, and by their aid he was able, in spite
of a desperate and gallant onset by the followers of the Earl, to maintain his
position, and drive back the enemy with great slaughter. The hitherto
generally successful Earl felt so exasperated by this defeat that he at once
decided upon returning to the attack with a largely increased force,
threatening the young governor with vengeance and extirpation.
Before he was in a position, however, to carry out his threatened retalia-
tion, he found himself in the clutches of another—a more powerful —
enemy. The king of terrors had now tuken him in hand to settle his
final a.ccount and having been conquered, he sucenmbed and died
about 1291-2. His son I[u(rh, the fourth Earl, was diverted from carry-
ing out the intentions of his father against the ;.,allant defender of Eilean-
donnan, in consequence of the distracted state of the nation, brought about
by the recent death of Alexander ITI., which took place in 1286. This
state of affairs proved advantageous to Kenneth, for in the general chaos
which followed he was able to strengthen his position among the local
tribes, and, through a combination of native prudence, popularity, and
power, heightened by the eclat of his having defeated the powerful Earl
of Ross, was able to keep order in the district, while his influence was felt
over most of the adjoining isles. He was married to Morba, daughter of
Macdougall of Lorn ; died about 1304, and was succeeded by his son,

II. TAIN,t or EOIN MACCHOINNICH—John, son of Kenneth,

ing whom we find little in history ; it has, however, been pretty

well established that he, almost alone among the Western Chiefs,
befriended Robert Bruce while wandering in the Western Isles, after his
defeat by and escape from Macdougall of Lorn, who tenaciously adhered
to the cause of Baliol, probably in consequence of the murder of his
cousin, the Red Comyn, by Bruce in the Greyfriars of Dumfries. Bruce
would certainly not be safe anywhere else in the Western Isles until
after the defeat of the Lord of the Isles in Buchan by his brother Edward
in 1308, and the discomfiture of Lorn, and the imprisonment of the Earl
of Argyll in 1309. After Bruce left the Island of Rachrin, in the
north of Ireland, he was for a time lost sight of—many supposing that he

* Dr Goor;o Mackentie, in his Histery, says that ‘‘at the same same time [1296
Williawe, Earl of Ross, laying a claim of superiority over the Weatern Isles, . . ]
thenght "this & fit o% rtunity to seize the Castle of Eileandonan. . . He sent
a messeager to the tail men to send their young chieftain to him as being hh nearest
kinsman by kis marriage with his aunt ;” and the Doctor goes on toinform us that Kenneth,
* joimed by the Macivers, Macaulays, Macbollans, and Clan Tarlichs, the ancient inhabi-
tants of Kintaile, all descended from Norwegian families, refused to deliver him up—in
short, the Earl attacked them and was beaten.”

+ We have oome across genealogies in which this chief is not included. His suo-
ocessor, Goinneach na Sroine is made to sueceed the first Kenneth, and to ecoupy the period
of the two reigns ; but most of the family genealogies follow the Earl of Cronattle, and
M us with three Kennoths in immediate succession. In view of such differences as

thess among the authorities, we pxefor tho genealogy of the MS, of 1450,
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had perished in his wanderings from the hardships which he had to endure
in his various contrivances to escape the vigilant look-out and rigid search
made for his capture. The traditions of Kintail has it that he was
concealed and protected by the Chicf of Clan Kenuetly, in the stronghold of
Eileandonnan, until he again found a favourable opportunity to take the ficld
against the enemies of his country ; and this tradition, which we record as
a proud incident in the history of the Clan, is supported by the family his-
torians.  Sir George Mackenzie of Tarbat writing on the subject says :—
“ Kenneth (John?) did owne ye other partie, and was one of those who
sheltered the Bruce in his retreat, and assisted him in his recovery.” The
Laird of Applecross, writing in 1669,says :—¢ e married Morba, daughter
to Macdougall of Lorn,* yet albeit Macdougall sided with the Baliol against
the Bruce. Kenneth (John?) did own the other party, and was one of
those who sheltered the Druce, and assisted in his recovery. I shall not
say he was the only one, but this stands for that assertion, that all who
were considerable in the hills and isles were enemies to the Bruce, and so
cannot be prusumed to be his friends. The Earl of Ross (William) did,
most unhandsomely and inhumanely, apprehend his lady at Tain, and
delivered her to the English, anno 1305, Donald of the Isles, or Rotholl,
or rather Ronald, with all the Hebrides, armed against the Bruce, and
were beat by Edward Bruee in Buchan, anno 1308.  Alexander, Earl of
Argyll, partied (sided with) the Baliol ; his country, therefore, was wasted
by Bruce, anno 1304, and himself taken prisoner by him, 1309. Mac-
dougall of Lorn fought against the Bruce, and took him prisoner, from
whom he notably escaped, so that there is none in the district left so
considerable as this Chict (Mackenzie), who had an immediate dependence
on the Royal family, and had this strong fort (Eileandonnan), whick was
never commanded by the Druce's encmies, either English or Scots; and that
his shelter and assistance was from a remote place and friend is evident from
all our stories. DBut all their neighbours, being stated on a different side
from the Mackenzies, engendered a feud betwixt him and them, especially
with the Earl of LRuss and Donald of the Isles, which were ended but
with the end of the Earl of Ross, and lowering of the Lord of the Isles.”
We find that the Laird of Applecross quotes the above extract—as
he indeed does largely throughout his work—uverbatim from his noble
kinsman, the Earl of Cromarty, whose manuscript, he informs us, he had
seen and perused.t

We can fairly assume, from subsequent events in the history of
these powerful families, as well as from the united testimony of all the
genealogists of the Mackenzies, that their Chief did really befriend Robert
Bruce against the wishes and united power of his own immediate superior,
the Earl of Ross, and the other great families of the Western Isles and
Argyll ; and here we discover the true grounds of the local rancour which
afterwards cxisted between them, and which only terminated in the

* This is & mistake ; she was kis mother.

+ Regarding the Earl of Cromarty’s MS., the Laird of Applecross says:—*1I¢
was communicated to me by that noble Lord and excellent antiquary, the Earl of
Cromarty, who wrote an essay on his own name and family of the Mackenzies, which is
in my hands in MS. The most exact copy I have seen of these memoirs is in the custody
of Mr John Mackenzie of Delvin,”
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collapse of the Earls of Ross and the Lords of the Isles, upon the ruins of
which, as a reward for proved loyalty to the reigning monarch, and as the
result of the characteristic prudence of the race of MacKenneth, the
House of Kintail gradually ros¢ in power, subsequently absorbed
the ancient inheritance of all the original possessors of the district,
and ultimately extended their influence more widely over the whole
province of Wester Ross. The genealogists further inform us that this
Chief of Kintail waited on the King during his visit to Inverness* in
1312. This may now be considered a cortainty, as well as that he fought
with him at the head of his followers at the Battle of Inverury, where
Bruce defeated Mowbray and the Comyn, in 1303.  After this important
engagement, Fenton informs us that ¢“all the nobles, barons, towns, cities,
garrisons, and castles north of the Grampians submitted to Robert the
Bruce,” when, undoubtedly, and with guod reason, the sceond Chief of the
Clan Kenneth was fully confirmed in the favour of his sovereign, and in the
government of the stronghold of Eileandonnan. The Lord of tho Isles
had meanwhile, after his capture at Inveraray, died in confinement in
Dundonald Castle, and his brother and successor, Angus Oy, declared in
favour of Bruce. Argyll and Loru left, or were driven out of the country,
and took up their residence in England. With Angus Og of the Isles
now on the side of Bruce, and the counties of Argyll and Lorn at his
mercy in the absence of their respective Chiefs, it was an easy matter for
the King, during his varied fortunes, in his gigantic struggle, defending
and wresting Scotland from the grasp of the English, to draw largely
upon the resources of the Western Highlouds and Islands, now unmo-
lested, particularly after the surprise of Pevth in the winter of 1312, and
the reduction of all the strongholds in Scotlund —except Stirling, Berwick,
and Dunbar—during the cosuing summer. The decisive blow was, how-
ever, yet to be struck, by which the independence and liberties of
Scotland were to be for ever established and confirmed, and the time
was drawing nigh when every nerve must be strained for a final eflort to
clear it, once for all, of the hated followers of the tyrannical and grasping
Edwards, roll them back before an impetuous wave of Scottish pluck and
wvalour, and for ever put an end to Englaud’s claim to lord it over a free-
born people whom it was impossible to erush or cow by such a tyrant. Nor
will we affect a morbid inditlerence to the fact that on the 24th of June
1314 Bruce's heroic band of thirty thousand warriors—who, on the glorious
field of Bannockburn, as regards Seotland, crushed for ever the great
power of England, and sceured to Scotland, in all futurejages, her independ-
ence, her laws, and her religion—contained ten thousand Western High-
landers and men of the Isles, under Angus Og of the Isles, Mackenzie of
Kintail (who led five hundred of his followers), and other Chieftains of
the mainland, of all of whom, Mujor specially relates, that “ they made an
incredible slaughter of their enemies, slaying heaps of them around
wherever they went, and running upon them with their broadswords and

® The MSS. Histories of the Mackenzies give the date of Robert Druce's visit
to Inverness as 1307, but from a copy of the ‘‘ Amnual of Norway,” at the negotiation
and arrangement of which ‘‘ the eminent Prince, Lord Robert, by the like grace, moble
King of Scots (attended) personally en the other part,” it will be seen that the date of
the visit was 1312, (Sec * Inverncs#iana,” by Charles Fraser-Maokintush, F.8,A.8,,
M.P., pp. 36-40.)
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daggers like wild bears without any regard to their own lives.” Allud-
ing to the same force, Barbour writes : —

Angus of the Isles and Bute alwae,
And of the mainlands he had mae
Of armed men & noble rout,

His battle stalwart was and stout.

General Stewart of Garth, in a footnote to his ¢ Sketches of the High-
landers,” informs us that the eighteen Highland Chiefs who fought at this
glorious battle were—Mackay, Mackintosh, Macpherson, Cameron, Sin-
clair, Campbell, Menzies, Maclean, Sutherland, Robertson, Grant, Fraser,
Macfarlane, Ross, Macgregor, Munro, Mackenzie, and Macquarrie ; and
that “ Cumming, Macdougall of Lorn, Macnab, and a few others were un-
fortunately in opposition to Bruce, and suffered accordingly.”

In due time the Western Chiefs returned home, where, on their
arrival, many of them found local feuds still glimmering—encouraged in
the absence of the natural protectors of their people—amidst the sur-
rounding blaze. John appears to have lived peaceably at home during the
remainder of his days. He was married to Margaret, daughter of David
de Strathboggie ; died in 1328, and was succeeded by his son,

III. COINNEACH NA SROINE, or Kenneth of the Nose, o called
in consequence of the great protuberance of that organ.  Little or nothing
is known of this Daron. It appears, however, that he soon found himself
in trouble, and quite unable to cope snccessfully with the difficulties by
which he was surrounded, by the Farls of Loss attempting to re-establish
their power in the district of Kintail.  In 1331, three years after
Kenneth'’s succession, we find Randolph, IKarl ot Moray, then Warden of
Scotland, dispatching his crowner to Eileandonnan to prepare the Castle
for his reception, and to arrest * Mysdoaris,” tifty of whom that officer
had put to death, and, accordiug to the cruel and barbarous practices of
* the time, exposed their heads, for the edification of the surrounding lieges,
high up on the castle walls. This state of matters clearly demonstrates a
sad lack of power aud influence on the part of Kenneth to govern his
people, and keep the district secure from lawlessness and ¢ Mysdoaris.”

It is evident that at this time the Earl of Ross regained a con-
siderable hold in the district, over which he had throughout claimed the
rights of superiority; for, on the 4th of July 1342, we find Earl William
granting a charter in favour of Reginald, son of Roderick of the Isles, of
the ten davachs of Kintail. The charter was granted at the Castloe of
Urquhart, was witnessed by the Bishops of Moray and Ross, and many
other influential dignitaries, cleric and laic ; and was confirmed by King
David in the year 1344.* It would have been already seen that in
1350, the same Earl William dated a charter at Eileandonnan. This
fact clearly proves that the line of MacKenneth was getting rather frail,
and almost at the point of snapping during the reign of Coinneach na
Sroine.

The “Person of Quality” informs us that Kenneth * married

* ¢ Inverneasiams,” p, 56,
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Finguala, daughter to Macleod of Lewis. Before his marriage he had
three bastard sons—viz, Hector Birrach, who married Helen Loban or
Logan, of Drumnamargne ; but forced from his rights by the oppressions
of the Earl of Ross, superior of Drumnamargne, he turned outlaw, and'
died at Edderachilish, in Sutherlandshire, leaving a son called Hendrie,
of whom are descended the Sleight Hendriech (‘Sliochd Ionraic) there.
The second bastard was called Tewald Deirgallach. From him des-
cended John Mackenzie, Commissary-Depute of Ross, afterwards in
Crumarty, and Mr Rory Mackenzie, minister of Croy, with several others,
The third bastard was called Alexander, of whom are descended many of
the Commons of Brae Ross. . . . . He had by Macleod's daughter
Murdoch Dow, and by another wife Murdoch Riach. He was surprised
by his enemy, the Earl of Ross, and murdered at Inverness.” The Earl
of Ciomarty gives substantially the same account, and concludes that,
murdered thus, “ his estate was possessed by the oppressor's followers ;
but Island Donain keeped still out, maintaining themselves on the spoyle
of the enemie, all being trod under by insolince and oppression, right had
no place. Thus was during David Bruce his imprisonment in England.”
Kenneth died about 1346, and was succeeded by his son,

IV. MURCHADH DUBH, or Black Murdoch. Duncan Macaulay
of Lochbroom, a friend of Mackenzie, commanded in Eileandonnan Castle
during Kenneth’s absence, and when he was murdered at Inverness.
Becoming apprehensive regarding the safety of Murchadl Dubh, who was
then very young, and under the charge of his relative, Macdougall of
Lorn, Macaulay sent away his own son, also named Murdo, to a relative, to
save him from the grasping clutches of the Karl of Ross, who, how-
ever, managed to seize him and pit him to death, out of revenge for
Macaulay’s gallant defence of Eileandonnan, during the absence of
Mackenzie, agninst the Earl's repeated attacks to reduce it. The
actual murderer of Murdo Macanlay was a desperate character, Leod
Macgillandries, a vassal of the Earl of Ross, who incessantly harrassed
the gallant defender of Castledonnan, and in one of his incursions dis-
covered the whereabouts of Macaulay’s son ; cruelly murdered him, and
for a time became master of Lochbroom and Kintail ; but the brave

n of the fortress, under Macaulay, continued to make desperate
reprisals, and held out, in spite of all the attempts made to reduce it,
until the restoration of King David, by which time Murdoch Dubh had
grown up a powerful and intrepid youth, fast approaching manhood. Re-
turning home, he immediately set out for tho Island of Lews with a consider-
able fleet, strongly manned by a desperate and determined set of his
followers and dependants, firmly resolved to revenge on Macgillandries
the death of his late friend, Murdoch Macaulay. He landed, in
passing, at Sanachan, in Kishorn, where he received intelligence of a large
hunting match about to be held by his enemy at Kenlochewe. He
instantly led his followers to that district, remained during the night in
ambush in the woods, and advanced early in the morning to Macgil-
landries’ trysting-place, at Ath-nan-Ceann, where, coming upon the enemy
unexpectedly, he made prisoners of every one of them, including their
leader Macgillandries himself, whom he dispatched, without preliminary
ceremony, on the spot. His son Paul was made prisoner, but afterwards



88 TIIE CELTIC MAGAZINE.

liberated on giving his solemn pledge that he would never again disturb
Kintail or any of his people.  He repaived to the confines of Sutherland
and Caithness, prevailed upon Murdo Riabhach, the Chief of Kintail's
brother, to join him, and according to one authority, became “a common
depredator,”  while according to another, he became what was perhaps
not inconsistent in those days with the characler of a common thief,
a person of considerable state and property.  They often spoiled
Caithness.  Ultimately Murdo Riabhach and Paul’s only son were killed
by Budge of Fortingall. Taul was so mortified at the death of his
promising young depredator son, that he gave up building the fortress of
Duncreich, which he was at that time erccting to strengthen his position
in the country still more. He gave his Jands of Strathoykel, Strathcarron,
and Westray, with his daughter and heiress, to Ross of Balnagown, on

which condition he obtained pardon from the Earl of Ross, their respective
Chief.

Murdo Riabhach's descendants are still known in Sutherland as Clann
Mhuirich, and from them can be traced Danicl Mackenzie, who arrived at
the rank of colonel in the service of the Statholder. He had a son,
Barnard, who was a major in Seaforth’s regiment, and was killed at the
battle of Auldearn. Ile left a sum, also named Barnard, who became a
distinguished Greek and Latin scholar. and who taught those languages
for four years at Fortrose. e was alterwards ordained as a clergyman
by the Bishop of LRoss, and preseuted to the Episcopal Church of ¢‘romarty,
where, after a varicty of fortunes, he died, and was buried in the Cathedral
Church of Fortrese.  His eldest son, Alexander, studied medicine under
Boerhave, and afterwards practiced lds profession at Fortrose.  He married
Ann, daughter of Alexander Mackenzie of Belmaduthy, purchased the
lands of Kinnock, and had a son, Barnard, and two daughters—Catherine
and Ann.

Young Kintail, after disposing of Macgillandries, returned to his own
country, where he was received with open arms by the whole population of
the distriet. e then marnied the only daughter of his gallant friend and
defender, Macaulay—whose only son, as already stated, had been killed
by Macgillandiies —aud through her Mackenzie succeeded to all the
lands of Lochbroom and Coigeach, cranted to Macaulay’s predecessor by
Alexander IL.  Mackenzie now engaged himself principally in preserving
and improving his possessions until the return of David II. from England
in 1357-8, when he laid before his Majesty a complaint against the
Earl of Ross for the murder of his father, and claimed redress ; but Earl
‘William dying in the interim, and his possessions having fallen, through
Euphemia his daughter, who had married Sir Walter Lesley, to Alexander,
her son and heir, the only redress he could obtain was a confirmation of
his rights previously granted by the King to ¢ Murdo filius Kennethi de
Kintaile, &c.,” dated “Edinburg 1362, et Regni Domini Regis V1., Testibus
‘Whaltero senescollo ¢t allis.”®  Referring to this Baron’s reign, the Laird of
Applecross says :—* During this turbulent age, securities and writs, as
well as laws, were little regarded ; each man’s protection lay in his own

* MS. Historios of the Mackenzies.
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strength.”  Kintail regularly attended the first Parliament of Robert II.
(1372), until it was deereed by that monarch and his Privy Council that
the services of the “lesser Burons” would not be required in future
Parliaments or General Councils. e then returned home, and spent
most of his time in hunting and wild sports, to which he was devotedly at-
tached, living peaceably and undisturbed during the remainder of his days.

Murdoch of Kintail took no share in the late rebellion under the Lord
of the Isles, who, backed by most of the other Wost Highland Chiefs,
attempted to throw off his independence, and have himself proclaimed
King of the Isles. The fechle and effeminate Government of David IL,
and the evil results consequent thereon throughout the country, en-
couraged him in this desperate enterprise ; but, as Tytler informs us in
his history of Scotland, King David on this occasion. ““ with an unwonted
energy of character, commanded the attendance of the Stewart, with the
prelates and barons of the realm, and surrounded by this formidable body
of vassals and retainers, procecded against the rebels in person.” This
expedition proved completely successful, and John of the Isles, with a
numerous train of the wild Chicftains who joined him in the rebellion,
met the King at Inverness, and submitted to his authority. He there
engaged, in the most solemn manner, for himself and for his vassals, that
they should yield themselves faithful and obedient subjects to David their
liege lord. And not only give due and prompt obedicnceto the ministers
of the King in suit and service, as well as in the payment of taxes and
public burdens, but that they would cocree and put down all others, and
compel all who dared to rise against the King's authority to make due
subinission, or pursue them from their respective territories. For the
fultilment of these obligations, the Lord of the Isles not only gave his
most solemn oath before the King and his nobles, on condition of for-
feiting his whol:: pussessions in case of failure, but offered his father-in-
law, the High Stewart, as his security ; and delivered his son Donald, his
grandson Angus, and his natural son, also named Donald, as hostages for
the strict performance of the articles of the treaty, which was duly signed and
attested, and dated the 15th November 1369.*  Fordun a Goodal informs
us, that in order to crush the Highlanders, and the more easily, as the King
thought, to sccure obedience to the laws, he used artifice by dividing the
the chiefs, and promising high rewards to those who would capture or kill
their brother chiefs ; and, the writer continues, ¢ this diabolical plan, by
implanting the sceds of dis-union amongst the chiefs, succeeded, and they
gradually destroyed one another.”

This was the turbulent and unsecure state of affairs throughout the
Kingdom when the Chief of Mackenzie was peaceably and quietly enjoy-
ing himself in his Highland home. He died in 1375. By his wife
Isabel, only daughter of Macaulay of Lochbroom, he had a son and
successor.

( To be Continued.)

* For a full copy of this intrument, see ** Invernessiana,” pp, 69-70,
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OUR OWN LYRICAL POETRY.
By THE REV. GEORGE GILFILLAN.
—_———

[CoxcLupED. ]

‘WE find in the next section of the century, after Milton and Dryden
flourished, some delicious drops of song, such as Gay’s ¢ Black-Ey’d Susan,”
and his ballad beginning
*Twas when the seas were roaring
With hollow blasts of wind,

A damsel lay depluring
All on a rock inclined,

and one or two fine Scotch ditties, by Allan Ramsay, such a8 “ The last
time I came o'er the muir.” Farther on we come to the hymns of Dr
‘Watts, and although I have heard of a clergyman dashing the book down
from his pulpit and exclaiming ¢ Watts’ whims,” yet I must confess a
sneaking kindness for “How doth the little busy bee improve each
shining hour,” and “ 'Tis the voice of the sluggard, I hear him complain,
you have waked me too soon, I must slumber again,” and * Let dogs
delight to bark and bite.” You always connect these with the figure of
a beautiful little child repeating them at her or his mother's knee, with
upcast looks and in those silvery rippling sounds which are perhaps
the swectest music on earth. James Thomson has written one song,
which, without the ‘ Secasons,” would have made him immortal—I mean
¢ Rule Britanuia.” I might reproduce it, but it would need to be sung, and
I don't profess to sing either songs or sermons. Thomson’s friend and
imitator, David Mallett, published Bolingbroke’s posthumous works,
concerning which Johnson made the characteristic remark * Sir Boling-
broke was a scoundrel and a coward—a scoundrel to load a blunderbus
against religion, and a coward to leave a crown to a beggarly Scot, to
draw the trigger after he was dead.” Yet this “beggarly Scot"—
and he was no great honour to Scotland on the whole—wrote one or
two fine lyrics. One is on the “ Birks of Invermay,” not perhaps good
enough to be quoted. There was, I think, an older and a better ballad
on the subject. 1 have heard of a Scottish gentloman in Paris hearing
children singing in the street the ‘ Birks of Invermay,” and it melted
him to tears. Mallett’s other lyric or ballad is “ William and Margaret,”
the story of the ghost of a seduced maiden who appeared to her lover and
drove him to distraction and death.

Then there are Beattie, and Shenstone, and Smollett’s magnificent
ode to Independence, and Oliver Goldsmith, whose beautiful ballad,
“Edwin and Angelina,” you may find in the “ Vicar of Wakefield,”
and there are also his stanzas on “ Woman,” which are so short and so
pathetic that I must quote them :—

When lovely woman stoops to folly,
And finds too late that men betray,

What charm can soothe her melancholy,
‘What art can wash her guilt away ?
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The only art her guilt to cover,
To hide her shame from every eye,
To give repentance to her lover, :
And wring his besom is to die.
And Dr Johnson himself who wrote some masculine verses on the death
of Levett and Chatterton. Then there was the marvellous boy Chatterton,
whose principal productions or forgeries were odes; and Christopher
Smart, whose ode to David (written by him in a madhouse, and, in the
want of ink and paper, with a key on the wainscot) is one of the most
sublime of strains, and might be so rendered as to make the hair of every
lover of poetry stand on end ; and Thomas Wilson with his fine odes ;
and Logan or Bruce with—I don’t very well know to which of them to
ascribe it—the ¢ Ode to the Cuckoo,” but here is one verse which Shak-

spere might have envied—

Sweet bird, thy bower is ever fair,
Thy sky is ever clear ;
Thou hast no sorrow in thy song,
No winter in thy year.
And Granger with his noblé ode to * Solitude ;” and in our own Scottish
dialect, John Lowe’s ¢ Mary’s Dream,” and Lady Aune Barnard’s ¢ Auld
Robin Gray,” and the Rev. John Skinner's ““Tullochgorum,” and the “Ewe
wi’ the Crooked Horn.” Besides these there are two lyrical writers in
the eighteenth century who stand towering perhaps above all—I mean
Thomas Gray and William Collins, the one the author of the ¢ Bard,”
and the “ Ode at the distant prospect of Eton College,” and the ¢ Elegy
written in a Churchyard,” a poem this that speaks to the human heart ;
and with nothing but a nameless character, and no story at all except the
common lot ; little incident but birth aud death, impresses us as much as
the largest biography would have done, and we feel as if we had known
the man for a lifetime, when we read his epitaph—
4 Here rests his head upon the lap of earth,
A yeuth, to fortune and to fame unknown ;
Fair science frowned not in his humble birth,
And melaucholy murked him as his own,
e was his bounty, and lLis soul sincere,
eaven did a recompense as largely send ;
He gave to misery all be had—a tear,
e gained frem Heaven (was all he wished) a friend.
No further seek his merits to disclose,
Or draw his frailties from their dread abode ;
There they alike in trembling hope repose,
The bosom of his Father and his God.
Bat William Collins enjoyed a far deeper afilation of the lyrical god.
He bad the true madness of the poet or prophet, and spoke as he was
moved. His ode to * Evening,” is written in a measure which is neither
thyme nor blank verse, but in his hands is more musical than either—
musical as the soft hush of evening herself. His ode on the ¢ Passions”
is the most elaborate of his productions, and yet its power is not at all
impaired by its polish. And of his “ Ode to Liberty” Christopher North
says that its voice is oracular as from a shrine. Poor Collins! Thy
fate was disastrous, more so than most even of those of thy own fortunate
kindred—
Whom Phebus in his ire
Has blasted with poetio fire,
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‘When he published his immortal odes (which are now classical) his little
volume fell still-born from the press, and the unfortunate author in proud
humility and indignaut despair burned the unsold copies with his own
hands. His mind afterwards became aftfected. He lived in retirement
at Islington. Dr Johnson visited him there, and found him sitting with
one book in his hand. His friend, curious to know what book was the
chosen companion of a man of letters, asked a sight of it. It was an
English Testament such as children carry to the school. “I have but
one book,” said poor Collins, “but it is the best.” His melancholy
deepened into phrensy, and at last he died in its cloud at Chichester,
where he was residing with his sister. There may be still seen it the
Cathedral a fine monument from the hand of Flaxman, representing the
poet in a lucid interval musing on the open page of a New Testament,
while his lyre and one of his odes lic neglected on the ground. Alas for
the poetic temperament, that electric wire stretching from heaven to hell,
conversant with all heights and all depths, with all ecstacies and all
agonies, but iznorant of the intermediate plains of peace, of calm, solid
enjoyment, of “ decp self-possession and intense repose.”

‘William Cowper is more of a didactic and pious than of a lyrical
poet, yet let it not be forgotten that the author of the ¢ Task,” and the
lines on the  Receipt of his Mother’s Picturc,” is also the author of the
diverting ¢ History of John Gilpin,” which has created more laughter—
and especially more laughter from children, the choicest of all—than
any other poem in the same compass since the world began, and has
also written the poem of “ Alexander Selkirk,” and the spirit-stirring
verses on the “Loss of the Royal George,” not to speak of his Olney
Hymns, which, though gloomy, are tender and touching.

But we come now to the greatest Iyrical poet that ever breathed, and
he was a Scotchman, and his name was Robert Burns. Yes, not more
was Shakspere the greatest dramatist, and Milton the greatest epic writer,
and Wordsworth the greatest reflective poet, than Burns was the greatest
of all lyrical bards. Ho has written masterly epistles, dialogues, satires,
letters, and one religious poem, “ The Cottar's Saturday Night,” of trans-
cendent worth. But while these are fragments, his songs are a world in
themselves, and a world how varied as well as vast ! You find every note
of the lyric muse sounded, every chord on that greater lyre, the human
heart, touched with equal mastery and with a skill in which untaught
Nature far exceeds the efforts of Art. The very essence of love may be
found in a hundred of his dittics, notably in “ Mary Morrison "—

Yestreen, when to the trembling string,
The dance guaed through the lighted ha’,
To thee my fancy took its wing—
I sat, but ncither heard nor saw.
Though this was fair, aud that was braw,
And you the toast of a’ the town,
I sighed, and said amang them a’,
“Ye arc my Mary Morrison,”

A deeper and more chivalrous sentiment still appears in the closing lines
of the same beautiful strain—
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If love for love thus wilt na gi’e,
At least be pity to me shown ;

A thought ungentle canna be
The thought of Mary Morrison.

Patriotism has inspired his “ Scots wha hac wi’ Wallace bled,” and the
spirit of a thousand battles for liberty has breathed through the words,
“Let us do or die.” Revelry in its wildest, maddest shape animates the
“Jolly Beggars” and “ Willie brew'd a peck o’ maut ;" manly independ-
ence glows in many a noble verse ; witness this—
I hae a penny to spend,
There’s thanks to naebody ;

I hae naething to lend,
I'll borrow frae naebody.

The love of Nature colours many of his songs besides ¢ Highland Mary,"
where he shows a passion for her charms only inferior to that for his lost
love, as he cries—
Yo banks and braes and streams around
The Castle of Montgomery,

Green be your woods and fresh your flowers,
Yoor waters never drumly.

And humanity itsclf, the love of tho whole human race, breaks out in
the words,—
The rank is but the guinea stamp,
The mun’s the gowd, tor a’ that.
It’s comin’ yet, for a' that,

‘When man to man, the world o’er,
Shall brothers be for a’ that.

Aye, this is the true Psalm of Life. The proof of the power of Burns’
songs—that they were designed to be the expressions of the universal
human heart, is the fact that they have actually become so. They are
not confined to Scotland or Britain. They are sung in every land, and
are a8 familiar and as enthusiastically welcome among the Rocky Mount-
ains, as among the lakes of Cloila ; amung the burning sands of Africa, as
amidst the heather bloom and green bracken of Caledonia—under the
Southern Cross of Australia and Queensland, as under the morning star
rising over Criffel, or the evening sun seen from Ayr setting over the
black mountains of Arran. Are there more than two or three sons of
song of whom so much can be said? Treading on the steps of Burns as
lyrists, there have been some eminent poets. Campbell has written some
songs almost equal, indeed, to those of Burns, such as his ¢ Exile of Erin,”
his ¢ Wounded Hussar,” and his “ Mariners of England,” the meteor flag
of which i3 still burning, and shall never be quenched. Sir Walter Scott
has added to the “many crowns” which are on his head a beautiful
coronet, composed of such strains as ““ Jock o’ Hazeldean,” * Blue Bonnets
over the Border,” “ Allan-a-Dale,” ¢ Young Lochinvar,” and a score of
similar lyrics scattered profusely through his novels and poems. James
Hogg, the “ Ettrick Shepherd,” has written a good many rough but
powerful songs and lyrics, such as his “ Skylark,” his “Donald Mac-
gillivray,” and his “ Kye come hame.” Lady Nairne has almost entitled
herself to the name of the “ Female Burns” by her “Land o' the Leal,”
“Caller Herrin’,” ¢ He's owre the hills whom I lo’e weel,” her “ Hundred
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pipers, an’ &', an’a’.” Allan Cunningham has in his “ Relics of Nithsdale”
and Galloway song written some very powerful and beautiful ballads, and
who has forgotten his “ It's hame, it's hame,” and his “ Wet sheet and a
flowing sea "—
A wet sheet and a flowing sea,
A wind that follows fast,
And fills the white and rustling sail,
And bends the gallant mast ;
And bends the gallaut mast, my boys,
While like the eagle free,
Awny the good ship flies and leaves
Old England on the lee.

Oh, for a soft and gentle wind,
T hear a fair one cry ;
But give to me the roaring breeze,
And white waves heaving high,
And white waves heaving high, my boys,
The good ship sailing free,
The world of waters is our home,
And merry men are we,

There’s tempest in that horned moon,
And lightning in yon cloud,

And hark, the music, mariners,
The wind is piping loud ;

The wind is piping loud, my boys,
The lightoing flashing free,

‘While the bollow oak our palace is,
Our heritage the sea.

It were unpardonable to omit the lady lyrists of the age, though, since I
cannot refer to all of them, such notable ones are Johanna Baillie, Mrs
Hemans, and Letitia Landon! Well I remember the late Henry
Glassford Bell describing himself ¢ handing the kettle to Johanna
Baillie, walking with Mrs Hemans round the Calton Hiil by moonlight,
and treading a measure with Letitia Landon.” It were unpardonable
too to omit in the catalogue of song-writers Tom Moore, the Bard of
Ireland,
The sweetest lyrist of her saddest wrong,

and whose Irish melodies, if they are no more comparable to those of
Burns than the bullfinch is to the linnet, or the wild harp of Erin to a
musical snuffbox, are still delectable ditties in their way, as the « Meeting
of the Waters,” “ Love's Young Dream,” and many others prove.

Byron has thrown down haughtily amid his more elaborate works,
and with an air full of the insolence of conscious wealth, sume power-
ful odes, such a8 “ There is no joy the world can give but what it takes
away,” *“The Isles of Greece,” &c. But he was too sullen and self-
involved to be a good lyrist, the essence of that kind of poetry being
abandonment and self-forgetfulness. There was far more of the love-
lyrical lilt in poor Shelley. In popular power and passions he was much
inferior to him whom he used to call “the Byronic energy.” Yetina
certain spiritual music, like the song of the angels which men have fancied
they have heard in the evening air, or under the moon of midnight
sinking and swelling, and as it swelled and sank mingling congenially
with the sighs of breezes through the woods, with the notes of lovely
streams singing to the stars, and with
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That seldom heard, mysterious sound,
‘Which, as it floats through endless day,
The world enkindles on its way,

nd in a refined and elaborate sentiment, fitted to be the burden of such
uperhuman melody, Shelley excells all poets ; and if of his “ Skylark,” his
*Lines to an Indian Air,” his verses on the Aziola, his * Love,” and
s ¢ Hymn to Night,” and to “ Sleep,” we are tempted to say, as was
aid of the strains heard on Prospero’s island, while to their music the
douds above were opening to show riches ready to drop—¢ This is no
nortal business and no sound that the carth owns.” Of Wordsworth, and
Joleridge, and Keats, and Tennyson, I have no space, and it is not
1eedful to write. Time weuld fail me to dilate on the exquisite little
nelodies sprinkled through some of the works of Alexander Smith, such
s his “ Barbara ;" of Gerald Massey, such as his nuptial song in “ Babe
Christabel ;” on Airel’s ¢ Swallow ;* on Dobell's “ Winter Night” in his
¢ Roman ;" on Swinburne’s “ Songs before Sunrise ;” on John Wright's
¢8ea Song ;" on my relation, R. Gilfillan’s “ Why did I leave my hame ;”
>n W. Allan’s nice little ITighland melodies, many of which appeared in the
Celtic Magazine ; on Surfaceman’s “ Song of Labour;” and there are
aundreds besides.

In closing this paper on a theme which has, to me at least, many
attractions, I have simply to recommend the study of poetry. It is
too much, I fear, neglected in the present day. Men immersed in
the absorbing pursuit of wealth, making haste to be rich, or lapped in
those pleasures which increasing wealth furnishes, hardened in the
fierce forge of political discussion, or busy in secking, by shorter or
longer cuts, by cheaper or by dearer methods, to frame in this age of
enquiry on the one hand, and of excitement on the other, a religion
for themselves which may form a resting-place for the soles of their
feet amidst the rolling waters of uncertainty which are around, or
while cultivating the more fashionable accomplishments of music and
painting are, I doubt, forsaking the Dicrian waters of poetry with their
English undefiled, with thdir pure pleasures, their humanising influences,
and their anticipation of celestial raptures, when vision has become perfect,
and when song shall proclaim the glorious consummation. But let me
fondly trust that to poetry, as the loftiest of all arts—the poetry which
God himself has not disdained to employ as the chief medium in his great
communications to the Hebrew nation, from the poetic and mythical
varsion of the Creation in the first chapter of Genesis down to the thunder
strains of the Apocalyps:, as voluntaries played off on the organ of
eternity—poetry which has been the mother-tongue of so many of
Britain’s illustrious children, from her Bacons, her Shaksperes, and her
Jeremy Taylors, to her Burkes, her Coleridges, and her Chalmerses—that
the age shall return with something of a feeling of remorse at having
abandoned it so long, and with a deep-felt conviction that no land can be
permanently prosperous or thoroughy educated which does not at once
love and create, appreciate and produce genuine poetry. No great age
eve failed to do so.
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ANCIENT MYTHOLOGY AND MODERN SUPERSTITIONS.

By tHE REV. ALEX. MAOGREGOR, M.A.

—_———

[CoNcLUDED. |

SoMEWHAT resembling the alleged faculty described in my last, yet different
from it, are certain prognostications of death, which are said to be seen in
the shape of blue, quivering lights, resembling the feeble flame of a taper.
These have been observed moving along in the course which some funeral
procession would soon take, or perhaps twinkling in or about the
‘bed on which some individual was soon to die. Many intelligent people
firmly believe in the existence of these lights.

Now for another subject. Some ages ago, if not even still, many in
the Western Isles believed in the existence of the “ Gruagach,” a female
spectre of the class of ¢ Brownies” to which the Highland dairy-maids
made frequent libations of milk. The Gruagach is said to have been
an innocent, supernatural visitor who frisked and gambolled about the
cattle-pens and folds. She was armed only with a pliable reed, with
which she switched all who annoyed her by uttering obscene language or
would neglect to leave for her a share of the dairy produce. Even so late
as 1770 the dairy-maids who attended a herd of cattle in the Island of
Trodda, at the north end of Skye, were in the habit of pouring daily a
quantity of milk on a hollow stone for the Gruagach. Should they
neglect to do so, they made sure of fecling the effects of Miss Gruagach’s
wand next day. The Rev. Dr Macqueen, then minister of Kilmuir, of
whom Dr Johnson spoke so highly, and who is buried within a few yards
of Flora Macdonald’s grave, went purposely to Trodda to check this grose
superstition. He might have then succeeded for a time, but it is known
that many believed in the existence of the Gruagach long after that
worthy clergyman bad been gathered to his fathers. Desides the votaries
of this ridiculous superstition, there arc others who confidently believe
in the existence of an evil eye, by which cattle and all kinds of pro-
perty are said to suffer injury. The glance of an evil eye is, therefore,
very much dreaded. It deprives cows of their milk, and milk of its
nutritive qualities, and renders it unfit for the various preparations made
from it. This superstitition can certainly lay claim to great antiquity.
Virgil, Ossian, and other writers seem to have dreaded the effects of it,
at least they allude to its existence. Virgil says (Eclog. III., 103)—

Nescio quis teneros oculus miki fascinat agnos.
(I know not, what malignunt eye bewitches my tender lamba.)

But equally superstitious are the means resorted to for the cure of these
sad afflictions, such as the use of certain charms, the repetition of strange
rhymes, putting living trout in a portion of the injured milk, and many
other such ridiculous appliances.

There is an endless varicty of superstit: :is in regard to things which
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are unlucky or unfortunate to be done. It is unfortunate if a stranger
counts the number of your sheep, cattle, or children. It is quite common
if one asks, “ How many children have you?” to add the words,  Bless
them” to the question. It is unlucky for an odd number to sit at a
table, such as 7, 9, 11; and 13 in particular is so unfortunate that
unless rectified, one of the party iz surc to die that year. It is
unlucky if a stranger walks across a parcel of fishing-rods on the sea-
beach, or over ropes, oars, or sailing gear, when a boat is about to go to
sea. Means are used for getting the stranger to retrace his steps. It is
unlucky to drink the health of a company, or to serve them round a table
except from left to right, as the sun goes in the firmament, or the hands
on the dial-plate of a watch. It is unlucky, in setting off, to row in a
boat, or o commence a procession at a marriage or funeral, but to the
right. The learned Lochaber correspondent of the Inverness Courier lately
alluded at length to these last two superstitions. It is unlucky to hear
the cuckoo, or see a foal or snail before breakfast. As to this there is a
Gaelic rhyme as follows, viz :—

Chunnaic mi an searrachan 'sa chulaobh rium,

Chunnaie mi an t-seilcheag air an lic luim ;

Chual mi’ &’ chuag gun ghreim "nam bhroinn,

Is dk’ aithnich mi fein nach rachadh @’ bhliadhn' g0 leam.

These lines may be translated thus--

‘With its back to me turn’d I beheld the young foal,
And the sunail on the bare flag in motion so slow ;
‘Without tasting of food, lo ! the cuckoo I heard,
Then judged that the year would not prosperously go.

It is unlucky to stand between an epileptic man and fire or water. In
Shetland there was once an idea that it was unlucky to save drowning
men. It is unlucky to throw out water after sunset, and before sunrise.
It is unlucky to have a grave open upon Sunday, as another will be dug
during the week for some of the family. If a corpse does not stitfen after
death, there will be another dcath in the family before the end of that
year. Fires and candles afford presages of death. Long hollow coals
spirted from the fire are coffing. Winding-sheets are indicated when the
tallow of the candle curls away from the flame. The howling of a dog at
night, and the resting of a crow or a magpie on the housetop, are warn-
ings of death. It is unlucky to weigh infants ; they are sure to die. Cats
sleeping near infants suck their breath and kill them. When children
begin to walk they must go up stairs before they go down stairs, other-
wise they will not thrive in the world, and if there is no stair they should
climb a chair. A mother after the birth of a child must not go outside
beyond her house door until she goes to be “kirked.” If you rock an
empty cradle you will soon rock a new baby in it. It is quite curious to
see the face of alarm with which a poor woman, with her tenth baby in
her arms, will dash across the room to prevent “the baby but one ” tfrom
the dangerous amusement of rocking the empty cradle. It is unlucky
that a stray swarm of bees should settle on your premises unclaimed b
their owner. It is customary in many parts of England when a death
tekes place to go and tell the bees of it, to ask them to the funeral, and
H
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to fix a piece a crape upon their hives ! It is unlucky to catch a sight of
the new moon through a window. It is a token of fine weather to see the
old moon in the arms of the new, and so is the turning up of the horns of
the new moon, as they retain the water which would fall to the earth if
the horns were turned down. It is unlucky to enter a house which you
are to occupy by the back door. If, when fishing, you count what you
have taken, you will catch no more. If you break your bones by accident
it is unlucky and useless to employ a physician or surgeon to bind them,
a8 it is believed that, however skilful these may be in curing all other
maladies, they know nothing whatever about the setting of broken bones.
Many remarkable cures are resorted to, such as healing sore eyes by
putting gold rings in the ears, by rubbing them with jewels of pure gold,
and by repeating certain thymes. Warts are removed by washing them
in rain-water or swine's blood. Serpents’ heads are preserved for years
to heal their own sting-wounds. If a man, cow, or any animal be stung
by a serpent, let the dried serpent’s head be cast into water, let the
wound be washed in it, and it soon heals. Fried mice are a specific for
small-pox. Whooping-cough is cured by whatever is recommended by a
person riding a piebald horse. A spider put into a goose-quill, well sealed,
and put round a child’s neck, will cure it of the thrush. In the Island
of Soa, near Skye, it was customary when the head of a family died that
a large lock of hair was cut off his head and nailed fast to the door-lintel
to keep uff the fairies. Sailors are sometimes very superstitious. They
greatly dread the stormy petrel (the Thalussidroma pelagica), or Mcother
Carey’s chickens, as they flutter at night around their masts and yards.
These birds are regarded as objects of superstitious fear, believing that
they are possessed of supernatural agency in creating danger for the poor,
hard-toiled mariner. At one time, a horse-shoe nailed to the mast of the
vessel was great security against all evil agencies, such as witches,
petrels, fairies, and evil eyes. To recapitulate all such superstitious frets
would be an endless task. There are many similar fanciful notions in
regard to births, baptisms, marriages, and deaths, but it is impossible
presently to enlarge upon them. It was once prevalent when a child was
baptised, that the infant was neither washed nor bathed that night, for
fear of washing off the baptismal water before it had slept under it.
Frequently, too, the water used in baptism was bottled up as an effectual
recipe for various disorders. Parents took all possible care lest their
female infants would be baptised with the same water used for male
children, for if they should, the females would grow up with beards! A
few years ago, I was baptising two or three children at the same time, in
a village near by, when the first presented was a boy, and the next a girl.
After the water had been sprinkled on the face of the boy, and when I
was about to do the same to the girl, an old worthy granny present
hastily snatched away the bowl containing the water, poured it out, and
filled it afresh, muttering aloud, “ Na leigeadh Ni Math gum biodh feus-
ag air mo chuileiq” (Goodness forbid that my lassie should have a beard).
It is also alleged by carpenters that, while in bed at night, they hear their
saws, hammers, and planes at work before being employed next day to
make a coffin. Highlanders in particular speak confidently of the ex-
pected nature of the weather, from the figure, appearance, colour, coming,
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and stages of the moon. They avoid slaughtering sheep, pigs, and cattle
in the wane of the moon, as then the meat would shrink in cooking. In
the same way they study to shear corn, to mow grass, to fell trees, and to
cut peats and turf in the wane of the moon, as the best time for the dry-
ing and seasoning of these commodities.

There are many superstitious observances at certain seasons of the
year, of which we must speak briefly. And we have

L “La Calluinn,” and * Oidhche Challuinn” (New-Year's Day and
New-Year's Night). Besides the first-footing,” which is a common
practice still, the Highlanders observed many in~loor and out-door cere-
monies. On New-Year’s Eve, they surrounded each other’s houses, carry-
ing dried cow-hides, and beating them with sticks, thrashing the walls
with clubs, all the time crying, shouting, and repeating rhymes. This is
supposed to operate as a charm against fairies, demons, and spirits of
every order. They provided themselves with the “flap,” or hanging part
of the hide on the cow’s neck, which they called * caisean-uchd,” and
which they singed in the fire and presented to the inmates of the
family, one after another, to be smelled, as a charm against all injuries
from fairies and spirits. A specimen of the rhymes they repeated with
loud chorus is as follows :—

Mor-phiseack asir an tig Great good luck to the house,

Piseach air an teaghlach’:, Good luck to the family,

Piseach air gach cabar, Good luck to every rafter of it.

Is air gack ni saoghalt’ ann. And to every worldly thing in it,

Piseach air eich a’s crodh, Good luck to horses and cattle,
air na caoraich, Good luck to the sheep,

Piseach air na k-uile ni, Good luck to every thing,

'S piseach air ar maoin ud’. And good luck to all your means.

Piseach air bean-an tighe, Luck to the good-wife,

Piseack air na paistean, Good luck to the children,

Piseach air gach caraide, Good luck to every friend,

Mor-phiseach agus slaint dhuibh. Great fortune and health to all.

IL The next principal season is * Di-domhnuich-caisg” (Easter
Sunday). This period is observed in the Highlands by preparing and
eating certain kinds of pan-cakes made of eggs, milk, meal, or flour.
Together with this the young people provide themselves with large
quantities of hard-boiled, dyed eggs, which they roll about, and finally
eat. It is said that the Anglo-Saxons were in the habit of eating con-
secrated cakes at their religious feasta. The English hot cross buns at
Easter are only the cakes which the Saxons ate in honour of their goddess
¢ Fastre,” and from which the Christian clergy, who were unable to
prevent people from eating them, sought to expel the Paganism by mark-
ing them with the cross. Hence the hot cross buns.

0L The next principal season is “ La Bealtuinn” (May-day, Whit-
suntide). The demonstrations of this day are now all but extinct. The
first of May was held as a great Druidical festival in honour ot the mighty
Asiatic god “ Belus.” Fires were kindled on the mountain-tops, through
which all the cattle of the country were driven to preserve them till the
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next May-day. On this day all the hearth fires were extinguished, in
order to be kindled from this purifying flame. Hence the word Bealtuinn
is Beil-teine, the “fire of Belus.” So that La Bealtuinn (Whitsun-
day) is “the day of Belus’ fire.” Of old in the Highlands the young
people went to the moors on this day, made a circular table on the grass,
cut a trench around it, kindled a huge fire, baked a large cake, which
they cut into as many similar pieces as there were persons present.
They daubed one of the pieces with charcoal, and made it perfectly black.
Then they put all the bits of cake into a bonnet, from which all of them,
blindfolded, drew a bit. Whoever drew the black bit was the person
who was doomed to be sacrificed to Baal; and in order to avoid the
execution of this doom, he was compelled to leap six times over the
flames. Even in Ayrshire Baal's fire was kindled till about the year
1790. In England we have to go back a couple of hundred years for the
complete May-day. The ceremonies of the day began at midnight, when
all went forth with music and the blowing of horns to some neighbouring
wood, where they gathered burdens of green branches. These they
brought back at an early hour, so that by daylight the whole village
looked quite a bower. We read of King Henry VIIL and Queen
Catherine riding from Greenwich to Shooter’s Hill, attonded by lords and
ladies, to join in the May morning sports. In most villages May-poles,
as tall as ships’ masts, were erected, and were painted with all colours,
and decorated with flags. Around these poles young and old danced for
hours to the sound of the pipe and viol. On May-day morning, it is still
customary, for the fair sex in particular, in the south country to go to the
fields to wash their faces in the dew, while in other quarters hundreds
frequented sacred wells for health and refreshment.

V1. The only other season noted for superstitious observances is that
of ¢ Hallowo'en,” on which just a few words may be said. Hallowe’en in
Gaelic is Samhwuinn, that is Samh-theine, the “fire of peace.” Tt is
a Druidical festival, at which the “fire of peace” was regularly kindled.
There is no night in the year which the popular imagination has stamped
_ with a more peculiar character than Hallowe’en. It was the night, above
all others, when supernatural influences prevailed. It was the night for
the universal walking abroad of all sorts of epirits, fairies, and ghosts.
All had liberty on that night. It was customary in many parts of Scot-
land to have hundreds of torches prepared in every district for weeks
before Hallowe'en, so that, after sunset on that evening, every youth able
to carry a blazing torch, or samhnag, ran forth to surround the
boundaries of their farms with these burning lights, and thereby protect
all their possessions from the fairies. Having thus secured themselves by
the “fires of peace,” all houscholds congregated to practice the various
ceremonies and superstitious rites of that eventful evening. As these
are pretty fully alluded to in Burng'’ poem of ¢ Hallowe'sn,” it is un-
necessary to enlarge here. There is still a remarkable uniformity in the
fireside customs of this night all over the kingdom. Nuts and apples
are everywhere in requisition, These the old matron of the house has
generally in store beforehand for the youngsters’ good luck on that night,
or, as the Ayrshire Bard has so naturally expressed it—
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The auld gunidwife’s weel-hoerdit nits
Are round and round divided,

And mony lads’ and lasses’ fate
Are there that night decided :

¢  Some kindle coutbie, side by side,

And burn thegither trimly ;

Some start awa’ wi’ saucy pride,
And jump out-owre the chimley,

Fu' high that night.

The ceremonies of that evening were numerous—such as, ducking for
apples in a tub of water, the pulling of kail stocks, the three dishes or
“luggies,” the wetting of the shirt sleeve, the sowing of hempseed,
pulling the stalks of corn, throwing the clue of blue yarn into the pit of
the kiln, the white of eggs put into a glass of water, reading fortunes in
tea-cups ; these and many more were the superstitious ceremonies of
Hallowe'en.

We will just, before concluding, mention one other instance of
superstitious delusion, and that is, the veneration that has been paid for
ages to ¢ sacred wells,” and the confidence placed in their charms all over
the kingdom for the curing of diseases both mentally and bodily. It
appears of old that if a well had a peculiar situation, if its waters were
bright and clear, it was dedicated to some tutelary saint, by honouring it
with his name. Thus we have St Fillan's well, St Conel's well, St
Catherine'’s, St Bernard’s, St (Cuthbert's wells, and a host of others in
Scotland. We have hundreds of holy wells in England, such as St
Chad’s, St John's, St Mary’s, St Madern’s wells, all remarkable for some-
thing. We have St Winifred's holy well in Flintshire, the most famous
in the three kingdoms, at whose shrine Geraldus Cambrensis offered his
devotions in the twelfth century. The vast majority of holy wells were
frequented for any disease, while rome wells were visited for special
ailinents, for the cure of which they had been celebrated. St Tegla’s
well was patronised by sufferers from the falling sickness ; St John’s,
Balmanno, Kincardineshire, by rickety children, and sore eyes. The
waters of Trinity (rask, Perthshire, will render all baptised thercin proof
against every plague. In the Island of St Kilda there are two wells—
Tobar nam buadh (the spring of virtues), cclebrated for deafness, and
Tobar a' chleirich (the clerk’s well)—which, though covered twice a
day by the sea, never become brackish. At Kirkden, in Angus, there is
a well said to cure all sores, by mere washing, after tho applications of
skilled physicians had proved ineficetunl. But by far the most interest-
ing wells in this country are those formerly resorted to for the cure of
insanity. Of these may be mentioned St Fillan’s well, near Tyndrom,
Perthshire, onc in the Island of Marce, in Loch Maree, Ross-shire, as well
a3 St Nun's celebrated fountain, in Cornwall.  The ¢uring process at St
Fillan's may be described as a specimen.  The lunatics were first plunged
into the water, wherein they were tumbled and tossed about rather
roughly. They were then carried into the adjacent Chapel of St Fillan's,
and there secured with ropes, tied in a special way. A celebrated bell,
which has a history of its own, was then placed with great solemnity on
the patient’s head. There the poor creature was left all night alone in
the dreary chapel, and if in the morning he was found unloosed, hopes
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were entertained that he would recover his reason, but the case was hopeless
if found still in his bonds.  Very frequently the patients were released from
the bonds and tormentors by death, caused by the cold, and all the cruelties
inflicted upon them. St Catherine’s well, near Edinburgh, was regarded
in olden times with great awe, because there appeared a black substance
on its surface which could be set on fire. This dark-looking, greasy sub-
stance, or oil, was supposed to proceed from the strata of coal underneath,
and it was believed to cure all sorts of cutaneous diseases. In the north
end of Skye, and a little beneath the towering cliffs of the far-famed
Quiraing, there is a conflux of pure, fresh-water springs, which form
a small elliptical pond of considerable depth. It is a beautiful spot,
pleasantly hemmed in with shrubs and bushes. It is called “Loch
Sianta,” or the “ Holy Lake.” Owing to the natural beauty of this little
Hebridean Siloam, the natives conceived it to be favoured with its
divinity, to whom, in the days of darkness and superstition, they were ex-
tremely punctual in making offerings of various kinds. Invalids resorted
thither, drank of its waters, washed themselves therein, and received
thereby cures for their mental and bodily silments. These superstitions
have, however, long ceased, and Loch Sianta, though beautiful as ever,
has lost its ancient charms in this more enlightened age. On the first
Sunday of May (old style) the well at Creagag, or Craigie, in Munlochy
Bay, was believed to possess powerful charms against diseases, witchcrafts,
fairies, and such like. For weeks before the time old and young prepared
for their pilgrimage to Tobar Chreagag. All behoved to bring their
offerings. Coloured threads and rags of cloth were brought in thousands,
and hung upon the rocks and brushwood, as propitiatory gifts to the
saint of the healing waters. Even in St Kilda the divinities of Tobar
nam buadh, and Tobar @' chleirich, had to be propitiated by offerings,
in the shape of shells, pins, needles, pebbles, coins, or rags, otherwise
their tutelary saints would be inexorable. So common, indeed, was this
habit, that at the Rag-well, near Newcastle, the shrubs and bushes near
the spring were densely covered with rags. And many of my readers are
old enough to have seen crowds of the good citizens of the Highland
Capital flocking on a May morn eastward to the well at Culloden to taste
of its waters, and to cover with their offerings of rags the branches of the
surrounding trees. There is a place beyond Kessock Ferry, near the
point of Kilmuir, called * Craigie-How,” where there is a cave close to
the sea-beach. In this cave a little water falls down from the roof in
drops on the stones below. These drops are to this day considered a
complete cure for deafness, if properly applied. The patient lies down,
and lays his head on the flags, and lets the water fall first into the one
ear and then into the other. After some formalities are gone through the
patient rises, and the deafness is believed to be gone !

There was a superstition in Ross-shire whereby it was believed
that the soul did not finally and completely leave the body until the
corpse had been laid in the grave. There was a similar superstition in

- Perthshire, whereby it was believed that at the moment of dissolution,
whether by a natural death or by any accident, the soul or spirit was
visibly seen leaving the body in the shape of a little creature like a bee.
Witches frequently put themselves into the appearance of animals,
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such as a hare, but when arrows were pointed at them, barbed with silver,
or muskets loaded with silver coins for shot, the semblance of the hare
disappeared at once, and some shrivelled, dem,plt hag of a witch w1fo
stuod before the shooter in full size !

‘We have now finished the remarks which we had prepared in lllustra-
tion of what formed the subject of these papers, and have to crave the
reader’s indulgence to its many imperfections. We ought, all of us, to
learn one lesson from the subject under review, and that is, gratitude to
the Great Ruler of all things, becauss he has cast our lot under more
favourable circumstances, and bccause we live in these realins under the
light and the liberty of a preached Gospel. The piess and the pulpit
have now opened the eyes of wmen, the schoolmaster is abroad, and the
many superstitions by which past ages have been deluded have greatly
vanished before the pure light of evangelic truth. Where are now the
multitudinous creations of the old Greek and Roman mythologies ?
‘Where are their Lares, and their Penates, their Fauns, Satyrs, Nymphs,
Dryads, Hama-Dryads—their gods and goddesses?  Where are they now §
In many quarters of the world they have disappeared before the lustre of
that revelation which has brought the truth of immortality to light, and
which impresses the imagination of man with truer notions and simpler
imagery. The true but stern morality of the Christian religion will make
man sensible of his duty here, and of his responsibilities hereafter, and
will wean his mind from every superstition and idolatry. We cannot
but admire the dauntless courage of Paul, when, at Athens, he boldly
faced the Epicurian and Stoic phllosophers—whcn “he stood in the
midst of Mars’ Hill, and said, Ye men of Athens, I perceive that in all
things, ye are too superstitious.” There he met a people, the most
distinguished for the wisdom of their political constitution, for the
brilliancy of their achievements, for the extent and variety of their learn-
ing, and for the refinement of their manners ; yet a people who, amid all
their glory and renown, were ignorant of the true God, and lived the
blind and deluded victims of the grossest idolatry and superstition. It
behoves us all, therefore, to follow the example of this great advocate of
religious liberty. Be it remembered that idolatry and superstition have
not as yet passed away from the earth, but still continue, in many regions,
to exercise an oppressive tyranny over the minds of a large section of the
human race. An extensive field lies outstretched before us, where the most
laudable conflicts in the cause of true Christianity may be maintained, and
where the noblest triwmphs may be won. Yes, every Christian has a
sphere for himself wherein to labour, a vineyard wherein to work, a
battlefield whereon to fight, and thus an opportunity to forward the great

cause of truth. Oppm'tumty is given to all, high and low, to quit them-
selves like men, oven to the honest, dlhgeut “ workman," who, with the
mighty advantages of his ¢ club,” will stand fast and firm to the interests
of truth, and to the cherishing of those principles of loyalty and integrity
by which he is himself appreciated as a useful, respected, and im-
portant member of society.
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THE DOOM OF DUNOLLY.

By WiLLiaM AvLrax.
B/ ——

V.

TuE full-browed moon leapt from her shrouds,
And left behind the darkening clouds,
And flung o’er mountains, hills, and braes,
The softened splendour of her rays ;

O'er Cruachan Ben they nimbly crept,

On dark Loch Awe they gently slept,
And westward far she sent her smiles,
Till silver-bathed appeared the Isles.

The moon was up ! then wide and far
Arose Macdougall's cry of war ;

From Etive's shore, from sweet Bonaw,
To Killinver and grey Kintraw,

It wildly pealed on Avich’s side.
Dalmally and Kilchurn replied ;

And gloomy Brander’s echoes rung,

As speedy clausmen rushed along.

Thro’ tangled brake, o’er stretching heath,
And poured their startling cry of death,
‘Which summoned from each distant cot
The clansmen to the mustering spot.

Ere rcached the moon her half-way mark,
From mountain-side, from gorges dark,
From heath, from hill, from every glen,
Rushed forth full-armed, stout, plaided men,
Whose distant forms were oft revealed

As flashed the moonbeams on each shield ;
Obedient to the call they flew,

Nor aught of toil or fear they knew.

As singly some carcered along,

They lowly hummed a battle-song,

The distance lessening 'neath tho lay,
‘Which cheered them on their lonely way ;
Till on Dunolly’s tow’r they gazed,

Upon whose northern wall still blazed
The beacon’s fitful, lurid light,

Betok'ning danger, foes, or fight.

Around the walls were gathered then,
Two hundred of Macdougall’s men,

‘Wild, unkempt, shaggy warriors grim,
Broad-chested, strong in arm and limb ;
From youth to ceaseless warfare trained,
A terror far their names remained ;

Before their Chief, in armed array,

The horde stood ready for the fray.
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“ Swift, to the galleys, swift !” he cried,
“ We must away ecre falls the tide.”

Ten oaken, broad-beamed galleys lay,
Rocked with tho tide, in Oban’s Bay,
Now from their moorings soon they danced,
As oars upon the waters glanced.

And 'neath their Chieftain’s eye and word,
The clansmen lightly sprang on board,
Four brawny arms seized every oar,

And soon the fast receding shore

Was left behind, and fainter grew,

As past Keorrera's Isle they tlew.
Macdougall led ; the course was west ;
In whispers low his clansmen guessed
That, ere the morning sun arose,

Their swords would smite some island foes.
As huntsmen steal with caution near
The browsing, unsuspecting deer,

As wild-cats crouch and trailing creep,
Before is made their deadly leap,

As eagles circle in the sky

Ere on their prey they downward fly,

So silently the waters o'er,

Macdongall neared the hazy shore,
‘Where Duart’s keep, in hushed repose,
In frowning grandeur looming rose.
Calm, standing on his galley’s prow,
‘With anxious glance and cloudy brow,
The Chieftain led the dubious way,

And sought the sheltered, western bay,
‘Whose shelving shore gave footing meet
For landing, or for safe retreat.

Tho’ steering in the hazy band

‘Which hugged the confines of the land,
He cleared the rocks that gird the shores,
And Duart passed with muftled oars.

Ah ! knew he not the warder there,
Skilled in the night sounds of the air,
Had heard with ready, well-trained ear,
Oar echoes softly stealing near,

‘Which all too measured, faint, and slow,
Betokened some advancing foe ;

Quick from the ramparts, quick, he sped,
“And roused young Hector from his bed—
“ Up, Hector, up ! a foe is near,

Their galleys 'neath the walls appear ;
Arm ! arm ! arouse ! they seek the bay,
Their coming brooks of no delay.”

Up from his couch bold Hector leapt,
And o'er his startled count’nance crept
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A smile of joy, which seemed to show
His readiness to meet the foe.

¢ Rouse, Malcolm, our retainers all,

‘Who slumber in the banquet hall,

Then speed thee on, ere dawns the day,
To Auchnacross and Tarosay ;

Away ! away ! rouse every man

Who owes allegiance to our clan ;

With lightning footsteps tireless go,

‘We must, and shall repel this foe !”
Devoid of bonnet, hose, or plaid,

He snatched his shield and glittering blade ;
With eye that flashed red battle fire,
And step that told of rising ire,

With lips compressed till void of blood,
He sought the hall, where ready stood
Scarce thirly stalwart clansmen leal,
Whose hearts and arms were like their steel
“Nosound ! no word ! Men, follow e,
A foe comes on us from the sea,

The lark pipes now its morning strains ;
Come on ! it wakens the Macleans !”

VL

The momn was calm, bright in the east afar,

As a lone sentinel, the morning star

Glimmered its welcomes in the deep-hued blue,

As o’er the highbauked clouds the Monarch threw
His sceptre gleams of living, glowing gold

‘Which vanquished Night, and space illuming, rolled
In all the grandeur of a conqueror’s might,

Whose path is victory, whose throne is light.

The sullen shadows fled from mountain crests,

And scowling sought the gorges in their breasts,
Their ling’ring footsteps in the trailing mist,

The airy smiles of light with fondness kissed,

Till grandly lone, witL broad, uncovered brows,

As hoary worshippers each mountain rose.

Adown each glen the Messengers of dawn

Danced merrily o’er forest, heath, and lawn,

The wonder-chorus of cach stream was heard,

And joyous trillings rose from every bird.

Swift o'er the heaving bosom of the sca

They lightly flew with love-inspiring glee,

And kissed the pale lips of the wavelets cold,

Till gleamed their foam-flow’rs with the hues of gold.
They wooed the haze, that wrapt the slumb’ring Isles,
‘Which gently rose beneath their chast'ning wiles,
But ere it faded from the shores away,

The sounds of battle burst in Duart’s bay.
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Macdougall led the van, and well had steered

Into the bay, where on each side appeared

Brown, sea-washed rocks, whose unseen, stretching arms
Broke the wild fury of the northern storms.

Thus guarded from the ocean’s wildest rage,

It gave a safe and sheltered anchorage.

His ready henchman, with inverted spear,

Probed the still depths, and found the shore was near,
Then passed a whispered signal to each crew ;

To 1ight and left the boats in order drew,

Their toil was o’er, the oars were placed on board,
And every clansman seized his shield and sword.
In line abreast the galleys forward went,

As, from the stern, they shorewards all were sent ;
No word was uttered, and arose no sound,

Save when the hard keels creaked upon the ground.
The Chieftain first leapt nimbly on the sand,

Then followed fast his fierce and warlike band.

The shore was still, no foe their landing barred,

No Hector stood his island home to guard,

No clansmen rushed impetuous to th’ attack,

To drive with might the wild invaders back.
‘Where ! where is Hector's deathful arm and blade
Where ! where the men he oft to victory led ?

Alas ! has valiant Hector’s prowess waned ?

His foes, unchallenged, have a footing gained.

Hark ! hark ! now pealed an agonising yell,

As in the sea Macdougall’'s henchman fell,

Pierced by an arrow that still quivering swayed
Within the wound its brazen point had made.
Again ! again! again ! with deadly aim,

The messengers of death loud whizzing came

From watchful hands, unscen amid the haze,

‘Who crouched with Hector on the furzy braes.

The feathered shafts from full-drawn bows were sprung,
And 'mid the startled foes their challenge flung ;
Brave warriors fell, and writhed upon the sands,
And wildly drew the barb with dying hands,

Yea, vainly strove in agony to stay

The pulsing stream of life which ebbed away ;

And sodden sands the hot blood greedy drank,
Leaving no stain to mark wherein it sank.

Full well Macdougall knew, without dismay,

That Hector and his men around him lay ;
Oblivious to the thickening arrowy storm,

His looks betrayed no fear or dire alarm,

His ringing voice its chief-like orders gave,

‘Which cheered the heart of each desponding brave—
“Down ! down, men ! down, until the fading haze
Flies from Maclean's safe ambush on the braes.”
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Obedient all, they sank upon the shore,

And o'er their heads their shields aloft they hore,
Against whose sloping fronts the arrows rung,
And skyward far into the ocean sprung.

Then Hector knew, as far that voice was borne,
His foeman was Macdougall, Chief of Lorn ;
Undaunted, undismayed, yea, rather glad

To measure swords with once who oftimes had—
In other years with devastation dire—

Ravaged the lands and clansmen of his sire ;
Outnumbered now, no rash onslaught he tried,
His skilful tactics numbers well supplied.

The dread confusion of attack on flanks

He early learned, and on the grassy banks

He placed his little but determined force

In two divisions 'mid the sheltering gorse,
Where, leading steeply downward to the bay,
The rugged, bouldered path between them lay,
Which thus commanding, with advantage great,
Their foemen's charge they anxiously did wait ;
Nor waited long, for, as the sun arose,

The haze evanished, and they saw their foes.
Now as the dark tide wave on Etive's shores
Rears its high crest and forward rolling roars,
Or as a pent-up spate, with mighty force,
Rushes upon its broad resistless course,

So rose Macdougall's men, and forward dashed,
And brightly in the sun their weapons flashed,
Swift-footed o’er the sands, with yelling wrath,
They sought the only upward-tending path ;
O'er rocks and stones disorderly they flew,

And to the ridge in breathless hurry drew.
Macdougall led them on, and upward pressed,
To reach the gap upon the grassy crest ;
Unswerving, unfatigued, be scaled the height,
And gazed around, but saw no foe to fight.
‘When suddenly from out each shady bush

The valiant Hector and his men did rush,

And loud arose their startling battle yell,

As on the elambering foe they ficreely fell,
‘Who staggering, beheld with madd’ning grief,
Macleans between them and their warrior Chief.
Swords rung on swords, fire flashed from cvery blow,
Blood rushed in streams unto the sands below ;
Forward, and forward still, Macdougalls rushed,
The foremost fell, to be by kinsmen crushed.
Upon the quivering corses of the slain,

They fighting came, and strove the ridge to gain,
But as a compact phalanx stood their foes,
‘Who mercilessly showered their deadly blows,
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Which crashing clave each high-raised shining shield,
And smote the man beneath, who downward reeled.
8till on they came, in wild despairing might,
Unyielding stood the braves who held the height ;
Not all Macdougall’s warlike numbers now

Could backward drive the thirty from that brow,
‘Who spoke not, quailed not, but resolved to give
Their dearest blood for liberty to live.

(To be Continued.)

Torrespondence.
GARES
POPULATION IN BADENOCH "—BAILIFF BUTTER, &o.
TO THE EDITOR OF THE CELTIC MAGAZINE.

{,—As a native of Badenoch, I read with more than ordinary inte-
o paper on the above subject in your September issue. Local
 is not, however, so wholly silent on the subject of the evictions
ntury ago as our much-to-be-praised northern antiquary supposes.
logies, songs, and local names of persons and places, current even
iong some of the old, evoke tales and memories which they would
llingly let die, of that fine race of Macdonalds of Brae-Badenoch—
ellovies, Tullich-croms, and Aberarders—who, at one time, could
that corner as almost exclusively their own, although the places that
new them, and for so long, know them no more. The ¢ Ministear
alias the “ Ministear Laidir,” alius * Parson Robert,” figures in
narratives, nor are the doings of that worthy, Henry (Scottice
) Butter, by any means forgotten. “ Am Buttaireach” is still a
ible name in Badenoch, and I have more than once heard the
nable sound, in recounting his exploits, dwelt upon with the most
le emphasis—buttair, in Gaelic, in contra-distinction to eatable ime,
ing butter that literally stinks in the nostrils. I shall attempt to
aly one anecdote, as recently related to me, which shows the feel-
th which this person was regarded.

wpherson of Strathmashie (who, for reasons best known to himself,
| a matrimonial connection with one of the breed) invited, on a par-
- occasion, Bailiff Butter to dinner. Among the other invited guests
1 old lady of the Clan Macpherson, to whom her host introduced,
her attempted to introduce, the obnoxious bailiff. Turning from
ith a look of supreme disgust, she indignantly faced her would-be
sner with an ¢ How dare you insult me, Strathmashie! I came
o dine, but,—confound you, Lachlan ! not to—not to swallow Hairy
:1” saying which she took a haughty leave of her twice confounded
nd his luckless guest. DButter's office was at best an odious one,
is “ unscrupulous” character made it more so. It has been told of
hat he even tried to prevent the escape from the country of the tired
ve of the '45—-the unfortunate Cluny—for whose capture, as is well
n, a handsome reward was offered. Nor have the doings of the
{ been left unnoticed by the bards. A native poetess, in a fine con-
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gratulatory poem on the restoration of the forfeited estates, speaking,
inter alia, of her chief, Lochiel, says :—

Ach pillidh mi nis mar an ceudn.

Ri'm Cheann-cinnidh deadh Lochiall sin,

Slat de’n chuilean aluinn chiatach,

Bu mhor an gliocas, ’s bu phailt an riaghailt,

Db’ fhulbh do Ghuiseach na duslach fasaich,

’S tha do dbaoin’ air sgaoil s gach aite,

Aig a Bhutt'rach ga'n cuir o aiteach

Nuair thig thu dhathigh gu’n cuir thu aird orr, &e., &o.
And in another song by the same poetess, inscribed to ‘ Alastair Ban
Domhnullach, Tullicherom,” one of the dispossessed Macdonalds of whom
Mr Fraser-Mackintosh speaks, we have, in allusion to those very legal
proceedings, the following : —

’S an uair theid thu do Dhunedin,

'8 an tigh-lagha gheibh thu eisteachd

Chu do chuir’ thu duil san eucoir,

Il tboid'thu Lu:nuin le.iu mu’n.geill tl:u.

The revelations of the old records, unearthed by Mr Fraser-Mackin-
tosh, and now so interesting, have very naturally recalled to memory the
recent Glenbanchor evictions on the Belleville Estate in the same district,
a heartless proceeding on the part of the gallant proprietor, i
which opinion is unanimous throughout the country, although no blame
does, or ean, attach to his pious and literary lady, who is all kindneas aud
benevolence to the sick and indigent of her neighbourhood. When
James Macpherson, of Ossianic celebrily, who was particularly kind to his
poor tenants and dependants, acquired the estate of which Glenbanchor
forms a part, he often used to say to them when bestowing a favour, and
with reference to his illegitimate son, uncle of the present proprietor,
“ Mo thruaighe 8ibh dar thig an Sassunach /" Poor, kind James, of un-
happy connections, seems to have been vouchsafed a true and bitter fore-
cast of the future. The stranger has come—a stranger in every sense to
the old possessors of the soil. He knoweth them not. He merely
receiveth their rents, and asserteth all his legal rights—nay, sometimes
more. A few years ago he arrogated to himself the right of shutting u
the access to the old burying-ground of St Bridget, at Banchor, a p .
ing in which he was foiled in the law-courts through the public-spiritedness
of a native of the district. Notwithstanding the experience thus gained,
and at some cost, I was this year grieved to observe that the same gentle-
man had caused a stone march dyke to be built right through the ancient
burying-ground of St Maluag, situated immediately below the farm house
of Chapel Park, and adjoining the public road, thus incorporating it
within his arable land, and encouraging its total obliteration—a monstrous
desecration and misappropriation of “ God’s acre,” which ought not to be
allowed to pass unchallenged. Our forefathers believed that such acts
carried their own proper retribution along with them, and even the stolid
Saxon looked upon such deeds with much the same feeling ; as witness
the well known lines :—

Good friend ! for Jesus’ sake forbear

To dig the dust inclosed here,

Bleat be tho man that spares thrse stones,
Axad cursed be he that moves 1.y bones,

The grave-yard in question was attached ta the Chapel of St Maluag, one
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of the chapels of pre-Reformation times, in the parish of Alvie, from which
the present name, Chapel Park ; and the ¢ Croft of Maluag” appears to
have belonged in the early part of the seventeenth century to Donald
Glas Mackintosh (holding of the Bishop of Moray), ancestor of the Mac-
kintoshes of Strone, grandson of “ Lachlan Dadenoch,” and son of
William, fifteenth Chief of Mackintosh, who married the heiress of Dun-
achton, and I have no doubt many a good Mackintosh lies buried there.
Time was when their descendants would have resented such an insult to
their ancestors’ bones. Mr Fraser-Mackintosh (to his credit be it told)
has, I understand, done for St Eata’s Church-yard at Dunachton in the
same parish, what renders its consecrated precincts safe, for some time at
least, from the hands of an alien violator. I am, &ec. M. J.

[, W—
“BONNIE DUNDEE”
TO THE EDITOR OF THE OELTIC MAGAZINE.

Sir,—I have reason to congratulate myself that the few words which
I wrote regarding the character of Bonnie Dundee, misinterproted as
they have been, have yet proved the means of eliciting so much curious
and valuable information from your Nether-Lochaber correspondent.

It appears that we are quite at one as to Dundee's character.

I have to apologise for having supposed that your correspondent had
not read Lochiel's Memoirs. I could only judge from his letter, which,

ing no allusion to the new lights which are thrown upon the
history of the period by that very valuable work, made me suppose that
he had not perused it.

I think, however, his assumption that I thought no one had read
these Memoirs but myself rather an uncalled for attempt at sarcasm.

I have further to inform your correspondent that I have studied the
history of the period with as much minutencss as he can have done—at
least, I will be obliged to him to inform me of a single work on the
subject which I have not read repeatedly—although, I admit, I may
not have profited more by my studies than your correspondent has
apparently done.

As to the colour of Dundee’s hair, I do not think that the difference
between light brown and sandy red can be so great as to make a serious
difficulty.

Sir Walter Scott wrote his description of Dundee in “Old Mortality,”
as I have every reason to believe, before the portrait in question came
into his possession, and according to the note in the Inverness Courier, its
authenticity is doubtful.

All, however, I have said is, that if my memory served me right, the
Abbotsford portrait has reddish hair.

Now, if your correspondent and yourself will come to Edinburgh, we
can arrange a trip to Abbotsford, and examine the picture ; and you shall
be the umpire, and decide whether my memory be correct or not, and the
loosing party shall be mulcted in the expenses of the trip, including a
dinner to the trio, capped by a reasonable modicum of “ mountain dew,”
which will be found of very good quality, either at Melrose or Selkirk.—
I remain, dear Sir, yours truly, J.M. W. 8,
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THE BLACK CAPTAIN—AN T-OFFIGEACH DUBH.
— e —

THERE are few in the Highlands who have not heard of the Black Ceptain
and the awful catastrophe which took place in the Forest of Gaick, in the
beginning of the present century ; and they are still living in, Badenoch
and Strathspey who personally knew the Black Captain, and who have a
vivid recollection of the incidents which then occurred—incidents which
will be long remembered by the inhabitants of the district. The version of
this story which I am about to submit to the reader is the one current in
Badenoch at the present day.

The Forest of Gaick is a wild and uninhabited tract of country, situ-
ated between the south side of the parish of Kingussie and the Grampian
. range of mountains. In the lonely but fertile valley of Gaick, in which
the deer roam in their numberless droves, was, at the time, a summer
shealing, a strong structure of its kind.  Its walls were built
of stone and sods, and for greater stability, its couples were driven deep -
into the ground below the foundation of the walls. The valley, which is
upwards of twelve miles from Kingussie, is surrounded by wild and rugged
mountains, and the shealing, facing the north-west, stood on a somewhat
elevated spot at the base of the mountains on the ecast side of the valley.

About midway between Kingussie and Newtonmore is an ancient
building called Ballachroan House. It is pleasantly situated in a clump
of evergreen and other trees on the northern slopes of the valley of the
Spey. It is built in the old baronial style, of granite or whinstone, is two
storeys high, and slated with grey stones taken from a neighbouring
quarry. It is said to be the oldest inhabited house in the district.
Some of its dungeons, in all their ancient feudal gloom, are still entire.
Tradition affirms that an underground passage connects its secret chambers
with Ruthven Castle, which is nearly two miles distant, on the opposite
side of the Spey. This castle, as the rcader is aware, was erccted
by the Comyns, who came from England and settled in Badenoch
during the reign of David I. It was afterwards the stronghold of Alex-
ander Stewart, better known and generally detested as the ¢ Wolf of
Badenoch,” whose whole life and history is characterised as one of the
most cruel and savage that can possibly be conceived. Ruthven Castle
was also a temporary residence of Queen Mary. She frequently took up
her residence in it that she might have easy access to the adjoining
forests, for she was extremely fond of the chase. It was here, too, that
the Highland Chiefs assembled their forces—from 1200 to 1400 men—
two days after the Battle of Culloden, in the vain hope that Prince
Charles would again take the field. ,

Ballachroan House was in the latter end of the eighteenth century
occupied by a military gentleman—Captain Macpherson of the * Black
Watch,” or 42d Highlanders. He was of middle height, stout and
handsome. Whether it was on account of his raven-black hair, swarthy
complexion, and dark piercing eyes, that he w..; known in his native glen
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by the cognomen of “An t-Offigeach Dubh” (the Black Officer), I know
not ; but this I do know, that if we take into consideration the many dis-
reputable methods he adopted for pressing his fellow-countrymen into the
then broken ranks of the 42d Highlanders, a more appropriatc name he
could not possibly have received. An, be it remembered, that when the
affix Dubh is applied by Highlanders to an individual, it means much
more than what at first sight appears. For instance, ‘“ Am Fear Dubh,”
and “ Domhnull Dubh,” are terms frequently applied to the Evil Spirit,
with whom, as was generally believed in Badenoch, the Black Captain
was in league. Tt was even said that he had sold himself to Satan. We
need not therefore wonder much to find that he was more feared than
loved in his native district.

A portion of the terms of the confidence which existed between the
Captain and the Devil is handed down to us. The Evil One pro-
mised to give him whatever he might desire for a specitied period, -
with a few trifling reservations. The Captain’s first request was, that the
crops planted in the lands of Ballachroan should for their extraordinary
fruitfulness be a wonder to all who saw or heard of them. To this
¢ Clooty " agreed, provided he would get the roofs. That year the Captain
put down a grain crop only, and for quality and fertility the like of it was
never seen in Badenoch, He reaped his fields in the usual way, and
when “ Sooty ” came for his share of the crop, the Captain coolly told
him to take the roots according to agreement. Satan complained of this
treatment, and insisted that he had been cheated. ¢ Well, then,” said
the Captain, “T'll give you the crop next year, and I'll take the roots
myself.” To this ““ Hornie” readily agreed ; and the following year the
Captain planted a green crop—potatoes, turnips, carrots, &c.—which
turned out the best and most productive ever seen in the country. At
the proper time he began to raise his crop, but scarcely had he begun when
Satan appeared on the scene, and demanded his share. The Captain
mockingly pointed to the “shaws,” and said, “There it is, take it.”
“ Clooty ” grinned with rage, and told the Captain that he would not
cheat him a third time. Ho next asked for a crop of cattle,
which for quality, beauty, and fruitfulness was never excelled.  Domhnull
Dubh agreed to give this, on condition thatallthe animals next the corners in
the steading should be his share. The Caprain immediately set to
work, pulled down his farm steading, and built a circular one in its place,
and he had a crop of cattle the following year which far cxceeded
anything ever heard of  ‘“Hornie” . called for his share of the
cattle at the proper time, and was told to take all he could claim. On
looking at the steading and finding that there were no corners in it, he
frowned and grinned, and immediately disappeared.

The Captain’s modus operand: to secure recruits for the 42d was to
attend every market, ball, and gathering in the district, and there mingle
freely with all the beau-ideals present, to whom he would give the
mountain dew in unmeasured quantities, and when they became wholly
insensible, he would hand each man a shilling in the King's name. If,
however, any present were wary enough, as not unfrequently happened, to
decline more mountain dew than was good for him, the Captain would

G
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put a shilling into his glass, or slip one unawares into his pocket, and then
with stern and fearful imprecations declare that his man was now enlisted,
and thus compelled to leave all that was near and dear to him in tbis
world. It was no uncommon thing for him to follow a handsome
young man sometimes slyly on the road, and slip a shilling unobserved
into his pocket ; or, if meeting one going in the opposite direction, he
would throw a shilling into his bosom, sometimes into his mouth, and
then send him off to the wars. DMany a fond mother, loving sister, poor
widow, and other loved ones in the districts of Badenoch, Strathspey,
and Strathdearn, who heaped their blackest curses upon his head for
these cruel acts, invoked heaven’s direst vengeance to fall upon him, and
secretly prayed that the Devil himself would take him away from their
midst to the place of torment, for his pernicious proceedings. Whether
those impious prayers of the poor afflicted women were answered or not,
we shall leave the reader to judge.

On one occasion going to church, in his native strath, on a pleasant
Sunday afternoon, the Captain found himself, within a few hundred yards
of the place of worship, walking immediately behind the reverend gentle-
man who was to preach there that day. He was a young man of prepos-
sessing appearance, and in the handsome black suit in which he was
attired, was the very model of a real Highlander—five feet ten inches in
height, proportionably stout, erect stature, well defined limbs, and square
shoulders, above which was a fincly-shaped head, with glossy dark and
curly hair. “You are too fine a figure,” muttered the Captain to himself,
as he gazed at the minister, ““to be dressed in black clothes. A red coat
would set you off to greater advantage, and I shall be much disappointed
unless you have a red one on your back before long.” The Captain went
to church, but derived littlo benefit from the earnest and impressive
discourse delivered by the young preacher, for his mind was wholly
absorbed with a different theme—how he could enlist the minister for a
soldier—and every time the preacher turned his massive chest in the
direction of the Captain, his determination to enlist him at whatever cost
increased. And he never lost an opportunity to invent a scheme for that
purpose. The minister was the only son of a poor widow, who lived in
an obscure corner of the strath, and by ten o’clock the following Monday
morning the Black wretch was seen standing at the door waiting for
admission. He had hardly seated himself when he made known
his errand, a circumstance which, as might be expected, threw the poor
widow into fearful paroxisms. On recovering somewhat, she appealed
to the Captain, in the most feeling terms, to have some compassion on the
tender feelings of a devoted mother and poor widow, and abandon his
intention of taking her beloved and only son from her side ; that if he
persisted in his cruel design he would send her long before her time
broken-hearted to the grave. The only response vouchsafed to her
earnest cntreaties was, “It is a pity and a shame to see such a
good-looking young man dressed in black clothes.” Without any further
preliminaries he threw a shilling into the minister’s bosom, and left. The
young wminister was soon marched off to Edinburgh, where the depét
of the 42d Highlanders was then stationed. Being honest, pleasant,
obliging, and, with all his other good qualities, an excellent scholar,
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the minister soon rose to the rank of licutenant, and he was thus enabled,
though a soldier, to keep his mother in casy circumstances all her days.
He more than once visited her in her lonely cottage before she died. How
long she lived after her son’s forcible enlistiment is not recorded, but that
it was some considerable time is evident.

The Black Captain saw a good deal of active service in his day. e
touk part in several severe engagements in the West Indies, where he
greatly distinguished himself, demonstrating to all that he was a warrior
of no mean order. Having retired from the army with a captain’s pension,
he resided almost continuously afterwards with his wife and family at
Ballachroan House, spending his time at the chase, a sport to which he
was devotedly attached. Although there were little or no restrictions on
deer forests in Badenoch and Strathspey in those days—they were all free
to the Black Captain—his special and favourite place of resort was the
Forest of Gaick, and more than once did he remain over night in the
shealing referred to. On these occasions a firc was lighted, and kept
burning during the night, for one of the party which accompanied him to
the deer hunt—and he was always accompanied by a number of active
men, the best shots in the district, as gillies—each of whom had a
dog and a gun—took his turn at the fire during the night.

On the morning of the 25th December 1799 the Captain, accompanied
by six of these stalwart Highlanders, started for the Korest of Gaick.
They took provisions along with them sufficient to last for three days,
intending to lodge as usual in the shealing, into which a quantity of
peats and moss fir had previously been stored to be ready for use when
required. The weather was all that a sportsman could desire—calm,
bright, and frosty. The hunters’ success that day was rather indifferent,
but that was of little consequence as they could have any amount of
venison on the morrow. Entering the shealing in the evening they
lighted a tire, and on the red embers broiled a portion of their newly-
killed venison. After doing ample justice to an excellent repast, they
sat round a brilliant fire cheerfully burning before them, reciting stories,
singing songs, and emptying their cups of mountain dew. The night
thus wore on unperceived, and the hilarity was increasing, when a loud
knock was heard at the door which started every one in the shealing,
Terror seized the bravest man; yea, even the Black Captain himself
looked aghast, and stared wildly around him. ¢ That was not the knock
of an earthly being—no human creature could be there to-night—what
in earth could it be?’ were thoughts that passed with lightning speed
through their minds. But scarcely were their thoughts conceived, when
the knock was repeated, and louder than before—so loud that the sound
apparently shook the shealing. The Captain immediately started up,
and, as his comparions looked ut each other in blank amazement, and quaked
with fear, procveded to the door, which he boldly opened, and stepping
outside, closed the door behind him. Secing this, one of his companions,
Alex. Macpherson, more courageous than his fellows, crept softly up to the
door, and peeping through the chink in the wood, was horrified to observe
a large he-goat, with huge horns, and keen restless eyes sparkling fierce
and bright like those of the rattle-snake, in deep conversation with the
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Captain.  As they spoke in an inaudible tone, Macpherson, tho igh quite
close to them, heard but little of what passed between them, but that little
was enough to make the stoutest heart quail, for he heard enough to
satisfy Lim that their nocturnal visitor was none other than the Prince of
the Lower Regions, who had that night in terms of a previous agreement,
come in person for the Black Captain. 1lle gathered further from their
conversation that the Captain denied that this was the night on which he
had agreed to deliver himself up ; that it was that night week ;
that the he-goat agreed to postpone the fulfilment of the original compact
for a week from that night, provided the Captain would have five
men in addition to himself in readiness to join them in the valley of Gaick ;
also, that the Captain agreed to these stipulations. Macpherson began now
to tremble so violently that he was unable to hear anything further that
passed between them ; and was in great danger of being discovered by them
80 he crawled back to his companions, who were, like himself, almost
prostrate with terror. On reaching the fire, he communicated the fearful
intelligence. ~They looked at each other in blank amazement, and
trembling in every limb. Macpherson had hardly done speaking when the
Captain joined them, exhibiting an unusually gloomy and sullen aspect.
Some terrible thoughts seemed to occupy his mind during the remainder
of the night. None of them went to rest. The heather shake-
downs which were arranged along the wall opposite the fire were left un-
occupied, and, although the Captain tried hard to keep up a conversation,
and look cheerful, he singularly failed ; and it was only after he had
emptied several cups of the best Kerrintosh that he mastered proper
command of his usual composure and natural ease. Few words were
exchanged between him and his companions during the rest of the
night. They were carly astiv next morning. Having been more than
usually successful at the chase this day, they left the forest early in the
evening with heavy burdens of venison. Reaching their respective
homes shortly after nightfall, they thanked Providenco for bringing them
safe out of the forest, and vowed that they would never again
accompany the Black Captain to the same place.

The report spread rapidly through the whole of Badenoch that Satan
had at last come for the Black Captain, and that it was arranged between
them to meet in the Forest of Gaick, preciscly a week from the date of
their last meeting.  This report, especially that part of it which referred
to the Captain’s promising him five men along with himself;
threw the district into the greatest alarm, and this profound excite-
ment grew more intense as the end of the week of grace approached.
The men who formed the Captain's hunting expedition on the last occasion
were those who generally accompanied him to the chase in the past,
and fearing that he might compel them to go with him again to
Gaick, some of them left the country, some hid in caves and caverns,
and in their houses. A day or two prior to the night on which the
Captain promised to meet the he-goat, he called upon his gillies for
the purpose, as he alleged, of accompanying him to the forest to procure
a supply of venison for the Christinas feast, which was then observed in
Badenoch in the good old style; but with the exception of Alex. Mac-
pherson, he found that they had all disappeared. This circumstance
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infuriated him so much that, in order to discover them, or be
avenged if he failed to find them, he set fire to some of their houses, and
pulled others down, for he well knew that they disappeared from fear of
the consequences expected when he again met Domhnull Dubh. He
found none of them, and having no time to lose, he immediately went to
Strathdearn, where he easily procured four fox-hunters who promised to
accompany him to the chase in Gaick Forest. These, with Macpherson, the
Badenoch man, made up the necessary number. It was considered re-
markable that Macpherson, knowing as he did so much of what had passed
between the he-goat and the Captain on the night of the 25th December,
offered no objection to go there again. Such was the case ; but he
was the only one of the hunters who did not avow that he would not
go. On the evening of the day prior to that on which they were to start,
Macpherson’s wife was indefatigable in her endeavours to get her husband
persuaded from going. She pressed him so hard that he exclaimed,
¢ Surely you do not know the Black Captain's nature when you would
urge me to act thus. Let me tell you that if I refuse to go along with
him he will shoot me like a dog the next time he sees me.” The men
were to meet the Captain on the appointed day at a point on the south
gide of the river Spey, nearly opposite Ballachroan House; and when
Macpherson was leaving his house for the place of rendezvous, he was
attacked by his own dogs, forcing him to re-enter his house. His wife
then advised him as he valued his life to remain at home ; that Providence
had put it into the heart of the dogs to withstand him ; and that if he
still refused this warning the consequences would be alarming. He yielded
at last to her importunities, and said, * Where can I go and conceal my-
self that he will not find me?” ¢ Leave that with me,” she answered,
and immediately placed him in an all but forgotten cavity in an out-of-the
‘way corner in his own house. .

It was on the morning of the 31st December 1799 when the Black
Captain met the Strathdearn hunters at the place of rendezvous on the
south side of the Spey. Having waited some time for Macpherson, and
seeing that he did not join them as promised, the Captain went to his
house to see what had detained him. Finding that he too disappeared,
he became furious, swore dire vengeance against himself and his wife, and
set off at once to join the Strathdearn men. They started forthwith for
the Forest of Gaick. It had been freezing keenly for several days, and
now it was clear and frosty. The Captain was dressed in a singularly
strange garb—a pair of coarse home-spun, undyed, plaiding breeches, vest,
coat, and plaid, and on his head a black fur bonnet ; his stockings were
of grey wool ; his shoes, made by himself, of untanned hide. To give
some idea of the severity of the frost at that time, it may be mentioned that
the Captain crossed the Spey on the ice opposite his own house. The party
took sufficient food with them for three days. In consequence of the
delay caused by the various disappointments before setting out on their
journey, the day was far advanced before they reached their destination ;
but whether they went to the hurt that evening, or waited till the dawn
of the next day, it is impossible to say, for the last that was seen of them
alive was ascending the hills above Nuide Beag, then a flourishing hamlet,
in the direction of the forest. .
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On that night (31st December) the heavens were calm and
cloudless, but a teriffic storm suddenly burst forth, and swept over the
mountain tops with great fury. The flashes of lightuing were so vivid and
in such rapid succession that the sky over Gaick seemed all ablaze, while the
thunder peals were so loud and terrible that the stoutest heart in Bade-
noch quaked with terror.  And although this storin swept over the whole of
Scotland, its raging fury secmed to be concentrated in the Forest of Gaick,
where its awful magnitude was beyond all power of description. This
unparalleled tempest of wind, snow, thunder, and lightning ceased with the
break of the following morning, the wind and drifting snow continued,
without any abatement, during the next two days and nights, when it
moderated down almost into a dead calm. The dreadful storm that pre-
vailed, combined with the no less dreadful personage, who was to mect the
Black Captain in Gaick the very night on which the storm began, excited
a universal presentiment in Badenoch that the hunters and their Captain
had perished. As soon, therefore, as the weather aduntted, a party con-
sisting of twelve brave men set out to the forest to look for the Captain
and his companions, and on reaching the valley, which presented a
melancholy and dreary waste, they were horrified to find that the shealing
had entirely disappeared. As they proceeded from the lower end of the
valley towards the place where it stood, they came upon some stones which
formed part of the walls, pieces of wood, and the divots which formed
the roof, cropping up here and there among the snow, at a distance of
from two to three hundred yards from the site of the shealing. The
lintel of the door, which was a heavy block of granite, lay at least a
hundred and fifty yards distant, and, on account of the immense depth
of snow (at least six feet) on the ground, it was only discovered
after the most diligent and persevering search.  All that was found of the
once strong shealing was a small portion of the back wall which was
below the level of the surrounding earth. The bodies of four of the un-
fortunate sutferers were found dreadfully mangled—some say they were
torn from limb to limb—in different parts of the valley. The body of
the other unfortunate man was found some three months afterwards, two
or three hundred yards from the place where the shealing stood.

‘When the snow cleared away from the valley the very heather, for
a considerable distance all round where the shealing had stood, was found
to be uprooted clean out of the earth. Many pieces of mountain rock
were torn away by the storm, and lay strewn through the valley. The
dogs were not only killed, but their bones were broken in pieces. Some
of the guns were found broken to atoms, and others bent and twisted like
a cork-screw.

One other anecdote in connection with this remarkable affair. It is
positively affirmed that when the bodies were being removed from Gaick
it was utterly impossible to remove the Dlack Captain’s from the spot
until it was first turned face downwards, and that when the procession
was formed the body was, out of respect for his rank, placed at the head.
But one mishap after another occurred in such rapid succession to those
who carried it, that it was found impossible to make any progress on the
journey, Observing this, a sage who was present said,  Place the fellow
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in the rear, and I venture to promise that you will meet with no futher
hindrance till you reach home.” FEffect was immediately given to this
suggestion, and the procession proceeded without further interruption to
Kingussie. Considering all these circumstances, we need hardly wonder
that the whole affair was ascribed to supernatural agency. The storm,
the destruction of the shealing, and some of the other terrible events
connected with this catastrophe are recorded in the muse of a Celtic
bard who flourished at the time.

The Black Captain’s remains were interred near the west end of the
burying-ground which is now known as *‘ Cladh a Mhuillinn Chardaidh,”
and situated at the west end of the village of Kingussie. The conclusion
of the inscription on his gravestone is as follows :—¢ Died 2d January
1800, aged 62 years.” How it could be ascertained that he dicd on the
2d January formed then, and still forms, a matter of much controversay
in the district—the general belief being that he and his companions were
killed during the first night of the tempest, or the moruing of the lst
January 1800.

The Forest of Gaick is the property of Sir George Macpherson Grant,
Bart., of Ballindalloch, and now a beautiful shooting lodge is built on the
site of the old shealing.

MAQ IAIN,

THE CROFTER SYSTEM.—Woe think we may fairly congratulate
ourselves, the Highlands, and even the country generally, for the result of
the article on this subject, under the title of ‘ The Poetry and Prose of a
Highland Croft,” which appeared in the Celtic Magazine for October last.
‘We have exposed a sore which has been the principal subject of discussion
since. The Inverness Courier and the Highlander took the matter up.
Leadingarticles upon it appcared in the Sunderlund T'imes,and other English
newspapers ; almost every newspaper in the country quoted or referred to the
article. Charles Fraser-Mackintosh, M.P., was asked by the writer, at a large
public meeting of his constituents in Inverness, to move in his place in
Parliament for a Royal Commission to enquire into the whole question,
which he promised to do (amid great demonstration of approval from the large
audience) if properly backed up by the public. 'W. E. Gladstone, M.P.,, the
Duke of Argyll, and other influential public men have written on the subject.
The Scotsman followed with a couple of leading articles, and opened its
columns to a long and able correspondence on the various phases of the
system. The Gaelic Society of Inverness have been discussing it for
soveral weeks, have petitioned Parliament for a Royal Commission,
and are now discussing a proposal for a general conference of representa-
tives from all our Celtic Socicties at Inverness ; while the Scotsman has
sent a “ Special Commissioner” to the Highlands to enquire as to the
actual state of things, and place the result before the public in a series of
articles. Inshort, this is now the question of the hour, and if Highlanders
do their duty nothing but good can come out of the discussion now going on,
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Tha maise a’s uaisle, suairceas a’s ceanal,
A’ direadh a suas an grusidh mo leannain ;
Ma bheir thu dhomh fuath, ’s nach buan do ghealladh
Ni uaigh a’s anart mo chomhdach.
Tha maise no dha ri ’sireamh fhathast
Air bean a’ chuil bhain, nam blath-shul meallach ;
Ma bheir thu do lamh, gu’m fas mi fallain,
’S bu shlainte mhaireann do phog dhemh.
Do shlios mor an fhacileann, tacbh na mars,
Do ghruaidh mar an cuorann, sgoilt’ air mheangan ;
8uil ghorm is glan aoidh, fo chacin-rosg thana:
'S tu 'n oigh a mhealladh gach oigear.
Tha smuaine no dha an trath-s’ air m’ aire;
Cha ’n innis mi ‘chach ceann-fath mo ghalair:
Ged laidbeas mi trath, cha tamh dhomh cadal,
'S do gradh ga m’ sgaradh an comhunuidh.
Gur math’thig an gun o’n bhuth do’n ainnir,
'S an fhasan is uire 'n cuirt nan Gallaibh ;
Troidh ghloin am broig wir—’s i duint’ le barr-iall—
Nach lub air faiche am feoirnein,

NoTE.—The above air is popular all over the Highlands, and numerous other words
bhave been wedded to it, such, for instance, as James Munro’s excellent ** Cumba Inbhir
Garaidh,” Who composed the abeve words and cir I never could asoertain.—W, M‘K,



CELTIC MAGAZINE.

No. XXVIIL FEBRUARY 1878, Vor. III.

HISTORY OF THE CLAN MACKENZIE,
WITH GENEALOGIES OF THE PRINCIPAL FAMILIES,
By tar Ebiror.

—_——
| ConriNuED. |

V. MURCHADH NA DROCHAID, or MURDOOH OF THE BRIDGE, 80
called from the circumstance, as the Laird of Applecross relates, that
¢ his mother, being with child of him, had been saved after a fearful
fall from the Bridge of Scotall (Conon Bridge) into the water of Conon.”
During the early years of his government at least, Murdoch appears to
have lived quietly, following the example set him by his father, keeping the
laws himself, and compelling those under his jurisdiction to do the same.
Nor was such dutiful and loyal conduct allowed long to go unrewarded.
At Edinburgh, 1380, a charter is granted in his favour attested by
¢ Willielmo de Douglas, Archibaldo de Galloway, et Joanne Cancellario
Scotie.” * He was one of the sixteen Highland Chiefs who accompanied
the Scots, under James, second Earl of Douglas, to England, and defeated
8ir Henry Percy, the renowned Hotspur, at the famous battle of Otter-
burn. This engagement raged furiously for several hours. Douglas, who
wielded a battle-axe with both hands, cut his way into the tlnckest of
the enemy, where, getting separated from his men, he was overcome and
mortally wounded. The English were, however, ultimately defeated all
along the line. Hotspur and his brothar, 8ir Ralph Percy, were taken
prisoners ; and scarcely a single man of note among the English escaped
death or captivity. Froissart informs us :—* Of all the battles that
have been described in this history, great and small, this was the best
fought and the most severe.” It is related that in a personal encounter,
a faw days before the battle, Hotspur lost his pennon, and Douglas boasted
in his hearing that he would place it on the tower of his castle of Dalkeith.
‘- That,” eaid Percy, stung to the quick, ¢ shalt thou never do ; you shall
not even bear it out of Northumberland.” ¢ Well,” replied Douglns,
¢ your pennon shall this night be placed before my tent ; come and win
it if you can.” The battle of Otberburn three days after was Hotspur's
reply to this bold challenge.

* M8, Histories of the family.




122 THE CELTIC MAGAZINE.

This was a turbulent period among the Highlandera. At that time
occurred the feuds among the Lochaber and Badenoch tribes which only
culminated for a time at the celebrated conflict before King Robert
IIL, in 1396, on the North Inch of Perth ; the ferocious and savage
cruelties, murders, and spoliations of the “ Wolf of Badenoch,” and
of his son Alexander Stewart, afterwards Earl of Mar. In a desperate
encounter between the latter and Sir Walter Ogilvy, Sheriff of Angus, an
incident occurred which is preserved by Winton, illustrating, in a ghastly
manner, the fierceness of Mar's followers. Sir David Lindsay had run
one of them, a powerful and “ brawny” man, through the body with a
spear and brought him to the ground ; but although in the agonies of
death, he writhed himself up, and, with the spear sticking in his body,
struck Lindsay a desperate blow with his sword, which cut through his
stirrup, his boot, and into the bone, after which he instantly expired, We
have also the feuds and fights in Sutherlandshire between Mackay of Farr,
his son Donald, and the Earl of Sutherland, in which many lives were
sacrificed and gpeat depredations were committed on both sides, and which
ultimately resulted in tho death of Mackay and his son, by the Earl’s own
hands, in the Castle of Dingwall. Then follows the fearful conflict be-
tween Mackay, aided by Alexander Murray of Cubin, against Malcolm
Macleod of Lewis, at Tuiteam Tarbhach, on the marches between Ross
and Sutherland. Great valour was here displayed on both sides, and Sir
Robert Gordon describes the contlict as “ long, furious, cruel, and doubt-
ful, rather desperate and resolute.” Macleod was crushed, himself and all
his men slaughtered—-only one man escaping to carry back the sorrowful
news ; and he was 8o severely wounded that he had scarcely told the sad
tale when he expired.

These feuds were followed by the formidable invasion by Donald,
Lord of the Isles, which threatened to overturn the Government, and
bring about the dismemberment of the Kingdom of Scotland, and which
culminated in the memorable battle of Harlaw. We extract the following
account of the cause, conduct, and result of this fearful conflict from
Brown’s ‘“History of the Highlands and Highland Clans” :—The
male succession to the Earldom of Ross having become extinet, the
honours of the peerage devolved upon a female, Euphemia Ross, wife of
Sir Walter Lesley. Of this marriage there were two children—Alexander,
afterwards Earl of Ross, and Margaret, afterwards married to the Lord of
the Isles. Earl Alexander married a daughter of the Duke of Albany.
Euphemia, Countess of Ross, was the only issue of this marriage,
but becoming a nun, she resigned the Earldlom of Ross in favour
of her uncle, John Stewart, Earl of Buchan. The Lord of the
Isles conceiving that the Countess, by renouncing the world, had forfeited
her title and estate, and moreover, that she had no right to dispose thereof,
claimed both in right of Margaret his wife.

The Duke of Albany, Governor of Scotland, at whose instigation the
Countess had made the renunciation, of course refused the claim of the
prince of the Islands. The Lord of the Isles having formed an alliance
with England, whence he was to be supplied with a flest far superior to
the Scottish, at the head of an army of 10,000 men, fully equipped and
armed after the fashion .of the islands with bows and arrows, pole-axes,
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knives, and swords, in 1411 burst like a torrent upon the earldom, and
carried everything before him. He, however, received a temporary check
at Dingwall, where he was attacked with great impetuosity by Angus
Dubh Mackay of Farr, or Black Angus, as he was called ; but Angus was
taken prisoncr, and his brother Roderick Gallda and mnny of his men were
killed.

Flushed with the progress he had made, Donald now. resolved to
carry into execution a threat he had often made to burn the town of
Aberdeen. For this purposc he ordered his army to assemble at Inver-
ness, and summoned all the men capable of bearing arms in the Boyne
and the Enzie to join his standard on his way south. This order being
complied with, the Lord of the Isles marched through Moray without
opposition. He committed great excesses in Strathbogie, and in the dis-
trict of Garioch, which helonged to the Earl of Mar. The inhabitants
of Aberdeen were in dreadful alarm at the near approach of this marauder
and his fierce hordes ; but their fears were allayed by the specdy appear-
ance of a well equipped army, commanded by the Earl of Mar, who bore
a high military character, assisted by many brave knights and gentlemen
in Angus and the Mearns. Among these were Sir Alexander Ogilvy, sherift
of Angus ; Sir James Scrymgeour, constable of Dundee and hereditary
standard -bearer of Scotland ; Sir William de Abernethy of Salton, nephew
to the Duke of Albany ; Sir Robert Maule of Panmure, Sir Alexander
Irving of Drum, and Sir Robert Melville. The Earl was also joined by
Sir Robert Davidson, the Provost of Aberdeen, and a party of the burgesses.

Advancing from Aberdeen, Mar marched by Inverury, and descried
the Highlanders stationed at the village of Harlaw, on the water of Ury,
near its junction with the Don. Mar soon saw thet he had to contend
with tremendous odds ; but, althongh his forces were, it is said, only a
tenth of those opposed to him, he resolved, from the confidence he had in
his steel-clad knights, to risk a battle. Having placed a small but select
body of knights and men-at-arms in front, under the command of the con-
stable of Dundee and the Sheriff of Angus, the Earl drew up the main
strength of his army in the rear, including the Murrays, the Straitons,
the Maules, the Irvings, the Lesleys, the Lovels, the Stirlings, headed by
their respective chiefs. The Earl then placed himself at the head of this
body. At the head of the Islemen and Highlanders was the Lord of the
Isles, subordinate to whom were Mackintosh and Maclean, and other
Highland chiefs, all bearing the most deadly hatred to their Saxon foes,
and panting for revenge.

On a signal being given, the Highlanders and Islemen, setting up
those terrific shouts and yells which they were accustomed to raise on
entering into battle, rushed forward upon their opponents ; but they were
received with great firmness and bravery by the knights, who, with their
spears levelled, and battle-axes raised, cut down many of their impetuous
but badly armed adversaries. After the Lowlanders had recovered them-
selves from the shock which the furious onset of the Highlanders had
produced, Sir James Scrymgeour, at the head of the knights and
bannerets who fought under him, cut his way through the thick columns
of the Islemen, carrying death evu‘ywlnero around hnn but the slanghter
of hundreds by this brave party did not intimidate the ]:[ighlandors, who
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kept pouring in by thousands to supply the places of those who had
fallen. Swrrounded on all sides, no alternative remained for Sir James
and his valorous companions but victory or death, and the latter was their
lot. The Constable of Dundee was amongst the first who suffered, and
his fall so encouraged the Highlanders, that seizing and stabbing the
horses, they thus unhorsed their riders, whom they despatched with their
daggers. In the mcantime the Earl of Mai, who had penetrated with his
main army into the very heart of the enemy, kept up the unequal contest
with great bravery, and, although he lost during the action almost the
whole of his army, he continued the fatal struggle with a handful of men
till nightfall. The disastrous result of this battle was one of the greatest
misfortunes which had ever happened to the numerous respectable families
in Angus and the Mearns. Many of these families lost not only their
head, but every male in the house. Lesley of Balquhair is said to have
fallen with six of his sons. Besides Sir James Scrymgeour, Sir Alexander
Ogilvy, the Sheriff of Angus, with his eldest son, George Ogilvy ; Sir
Thomas Murray, Sir Robert Maule of Panmure, Sir Alexander Irving of
Drum, Sir William Abernethy of Salton, Sir Alexander Straiton of
Lauriston, James Lovel, Alexander Stirling, and Sir Robert Davidson,
Provost of Aberdeen, with' 500 men-at-arms, including the principal
gentry of Buchan, and the greater part of the burgesses of Aberdeen, who
followed their Provost, were among the slain. The Highlanders left 900
men dead on the ficld of battle, including the Chiefs of Maclean and
Mackintosh. This memorable battle was fought on the eve of the feast
of St James the Apostle, July 25th, 1411. It was the final contest for
supremacy between the Celt and the Teuton, and appears to have made
at the time an inconceivably deep impression on the national mind.

For more than a hundred years, it is said, the Battle of Harlaw con-
tinued to be fought over again by school boys in their play.

It fixed itself in the music and poetry of Scotland ; a march, called
the  Battle of Harlaw,” continued to be a popular air down to the time
of Drummond of Hawthornden, and a spirited ballad, on the same event,
is still repeated in our age, describing the meeting of the armies, and the
deaths of the chiefs, in no ignoble strain.®

Mar and the few brave companions in arms who survived the battle,
ed the night on the field ; when morning dawned they found that the Lord
of the Isles had retreated during the night, by Inverury and the hill of
Benochy. To pursue him was impossible, and he was therefore allowed
to retire without molestation, and to recruit his exhausted stre

As soon as the news of the disaster at Harlaw reached the ears of the
Duke of Albany, then Regent of Scotland, he set about collecting an
army, with which he marched in person to the north in autumn, with a

* We have also thut famous poem, *‘ The War Song, by Lachlan Mor lhol!mirlﬁ
to Donald of the Isles, King of the Isles, and Earl of Rouss, on the day of the Field
Harlaw,” composed to excite the enthusiasm of the Highlunders at that famous battle,
There are, in alphabeticul order, lines beginning with every letter in the Gaelic alphal
except the letter H—the poem altogether comsisting of three hundred and thirty-:
lines, each letter being exhausted in its order, seme of them having forty alliteratives,
and the whole ferming a chain of epithets no copious, but so peinted and incisive, as to
excite astonishment and admiration. This poem will be found, most appropriately, the
first in Stewart’s collection, published in 1804, and now very rare. It should be studied
by those who maintain that the Gaelic language is of limited compass.

Py
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letermination to bring the Lord of the Isles to obedience. Having taken
possession of the Castle of Dingwall, he appointed a governor, and from
thence proceeded to recover the whole of Ross. Donald retreated bhefore
him, and took up his winter quarters in the islands. Hostilities were
renewed next summer, but the contest was not long or doubtful—not-
withstanding some little advantages obtained by the King of the Isles—
for he was compelled to give up his claim to the Earldom of Ross, to
become a vassal to the Scottish crown, and to deliver hostages to secure
his future good behaviour.

Murdoch Mackenzie must have felt pretty secure in his stronghold of
Eilean Donnan, and must have been a man of great prudence, sagacity,
ind force of character, when, in spite of all the solicitations of his Superior
—the Lord of the Isles—to support him in these unlawful and rebellious
proceedings against his King, and threats in case of refusal, he manfully
md resolutely refused to join him in his desperate and treasonable
wdventures ; at the same time informing him that, even were his claims
just in themselves they would not Justlfy him in rising against the ex-
isting Government and, independently of that important conmderatxon,
be boldly told his chief that he felt no great incentive to aid in the cause
of the representative of the murderer of his grandfather. Mackenzie
was one of those prudent and loyal chiefs who kept at home in the High-
lands, looking after his own affairs, the comfort of his followers, and lay-
ing & solid foundation for the future prosperity of his house, “ which was
80 characteristic of them that they,” as one authority informs us, “always
esteemed the authority of the magistrate as an inviolable obligation.”

The Macraes were always on the best terms of friendship with the
Mackenzies—were, indeed, from the aid they always afforded them, known
a8 * Mackenzie's shirt.” They originally came from Clunes, on the

of the Frasers of Lovat, under the following circumstances :—
% One of the brothers went to Bracross and lived at Brahan, where there
is & piece of land called Knock Vic Ra, and the spring well which affords
water to the Castle is called Tober Vic Ra. . . Other two of
MacRa’s sons, elder than the above, went ot from "Clunes several ways ;
one is said to have gone to Argyleshire and another to Kintail. In the
meantime their father remained at Clunes all his days, and had four Lord
Frasers of Lovat fostered in his house. He that went to Argyle. accord-
ing to our tredition, married the heiress of Craignish, and on that account
took the surname ot Campbell. The other brother who went to Kintail,
earnestly invited and encouraged by Mackenzie, who then had no kindred
of his own blood, the first six Burons, or Lords of Kintail, having but one
lawful son to succeed the father, hoping that the Macllas, by reason of
their relation, as being orginally descended from the same race
would prove more faithful thau others, wherein he was not dlsappomted
for the MacRas of Kintail served him and his successors very faithfully
in every quarrel they had with neighbouring clans, and by their industry,
blood, and courage, have been instrumental in raising that family.”* The
statement here made respecting the succession of the Mackenzies is certainly

Zied ix lmln‘id Aoccount of the MacRas, by Joha MacKa, minister of Dingwall, who
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remarkable, but it is borne out by every genealogy of the House of Kin-
tail we Lave hitherto seen. There is no trace of any other children
during the first six generations, beyond the immediately succeeding Chief.
Murdoch married Finguala, daughter of Malcolm Macleod of Harris, by
his wife Martha, daughter of Donald, Earl of Mar, and nephew of King
Robert the Bruce. By this marriage the royal blood of the Bruce
was introduced into the family of Kintail, as also that of the
ancient Kings of Man. Norman, third son of Olaus, King of Man, mar
ried Finguala MacCrotan, the daughter of an Irish Chief. She bore to
him Malcolm Macleod of Harris, whose daughter had now become the
wife of Murdoch Mackenzie, and the mother of Alastair Ionraic, who
carries on the succession of the ancient line of MacKenneth.  Murdoch
died at Achilty about 1416, leaving issue, an only son and successor.

VI. ALASTAIR IONRAIC, or ALEXaxDER the UPRIGHT—s0 called
“ for his righteousness.” He was among those western barons summoned
to meet King James L at Inverness in 1427, who, immediately on his
return from his long captivity in England, in 1424, determined to put
down the rebellion and oppression which was then, and for some time
previously, so rampant in the Highlands. In a Parliament held at Perth
on the 30th Septewber 1426, James exhibited a foresight and appreciation
of the conduct of the lairds in those days, and passed laws, which might
with good effect, and with equal propriety, he applied to the state of
matters in our own. In that Parliament an Act was passed which, among
other things, ordained that, north of the Grampians, the fruit of those
lands should be expended in the country where those lands lie.  The Act
is as follows* :—¢ It is ordanit be the King ande the Parliament that
everilk lorde hafande landis bezonde the mownthe (the Grampians) in the
quhilk landis in auld tymes there was castellis, fortalyces, and maner-
plaicis, big, reparell, and reforme their castellis and maneris, and duell
in thame, be thameself or be ane of thare frendis for the gracious gournall
of thar landis, be gude polising and tv expende ye fruyt of thar landis in
the countree where thar landis lyis.”

James was determined to bring the Highlanders to submission, and
Fordun relates a characteristic ancedote in which the King pointedly ex-
pressed this determination. When these excesses were first reported to
him by one of his nobles, on entering the kingdom, he thus expressed
himself :—¢ Let God but grant me life, and there shall not be a spot in
my dominions where the key shall not keep the castle, and the furze bush
the cow, though I myself should lead the life of a dog to accomplish it ”;
and it was in this frame of mind that he determined to visit Inverness in

1427 or 1428,+ to establish good government and order in the Highlands,
then in such a deplorable state of insubordination, that ncither life nor
property was secure. The principal chiefs, on his order or invitation, met
him there,from what motivesit is impossible to determine—whether hoping
for a reconciliation by a ready compliance with the royal will, or from a
dread, in case of refusal, to suffer the fatc of the southern barons, who

* Invernessiana, p, 102.
+ Fordun gives the date as 1427, the History of $he Mackintoshes as 1438,
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1ad already fallen victims to his Majesty’s severity. The order was, how-
wer, obeyed, and they all repaired to meet him at the Castle of Invernesa.
As they entered the hall, however, where the Parliament was sitting,
hey were, one by one, by order of the King, arrested, ironed, and im-
risoned in different apartments, and debarred from having any communi-
ations the one with the other, or with their followers. Fordun informs
18 that James exhibited marks of great joy as these turbulent and haughty
ipirits, caught in the toils which he had prepared for them, came within
he clutches of his regal power, and, according to this authority, he
¢ caused to be arrested Alexander of the Isles, and his mother, Countess
f Ross, daughter and heiress of Sir Walter Lesley, as well as the more
1otable men of the north, each of whom he wisely invited singly to the
Jastle, and caused to be put in strict confinement apart. There he
lso arrested Angus Duff (Angus Dubh Mackay) with his four sons,
he leader of 4000 men from Strathnarven (Strathnaver). XKenneth
More, with his son-in-law, leader of two thousand men ;* John Ross,
William Lesley, Angus de Moravia, and Macmaken, leaders of two thou-
and men ; and also other lawless caterans and great captains in proportion,
© the number of about fifty. Alexunder Makgorrie (MacGodfrey) of
sarmoran, and John Macarthur (of the family of Campbell), a great chief
unong his own clan, and the leader of a thousand and more, were con-
ricted, and, being adjudged to death were beheaded. Then James Cam-
sel was hanged, being accused and convicted of the slaughter of John of
e Isles (John Mor, first of the Macdonalds of Isla). The rest were sent
aere and there to the different castles of the noblemen throughout the
tingdom, and were afterwards condemned to different kinds of death, and
jome were sct at liberty.” Among the latter was Alexander of Kintail.
[he King sent him, who was then quite a youth, to the High School at
Perth, which was then the principal literary scminary in the kingdom,
while Perth was frequently the seat of the Cowt. During young Kin-
ail’s absence, it appears that his three bastard uncles were ravaging the
listrict of Kenlochewe, for we find that, insulting and troubling “ Mac-
tenzie’s tenants in Kenlochewe and Kintail, Macaulay, who was then
Jonstable in Islandonan, not thinking it proper to leave his post, proposed
Finlay Dubh Mac Gillechrivst as the fittest person to Le sent to Saint
fohnston, now Perth, and by gencral consent he accordingly went to
nform his young master, who was then there with the rest of the King's
vard children at school, of his Lotdship’s tenants being imposed on as
tbove, which, with Finlay's renonstrance on the subject, prevailed on
Alexander, his young waster, to come home, and being backed with all
be assistanco Finlay coukd conunand, soon brought- his three bastard
incles to condign punishment.”™t

The young Lord oi’ tic Isles was at the same time sent to Edinburgh,
rum which Le soon afterwards escaped to the North, at the instigation of
he old Countess, raised his vassuls, and joined by all the outlaws and
" * All writers on the Clan Mackenzie have bitherto claimed this Kenneth More as
beir Chict, aud argued from the above thut the Chief of Muckenzie had a following of
wo shousand fightivg men in 1427. It will be scen that Alexander was Chief at this
‘i:::, but Keunsth More may have been intended for MacKenneth More, or the Great

kenzie,
+ Genealogical Aocount of the Maoras,
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vagabonds in the country, numbering about ten thousand, and with this
formidable body, he laid waste the country, plundered and devastated
the crown lands, against which his vengeance was specially directed,
razed the royal burgh of Inverness to the grouund, pillaging and burning
the houses, and perpetrating all sorts of cruelties, after which he besieged
the Castle, unsuccessfully, however, and then retired precipitately towards
Lochaber, where he was met by the King’s forces, commanded by His
Majesty in person. Alexander prepared for battle, but he had the morti-
fication to motice the desertion of those of Clan Chattan and Clan Cameron
who had previously joined him, and to see them going over to the Royal
standard. The King immediately attacked him, and completely routed
his whole army, while he himself sought safety in flight. He was
vigorously pursued, and finding escape or concealment equally impossible,
and being reduced, to the utmost distress, hunted from place to place by
his vizilant pursuers, the haughty chief, who had always considered him-
self on a level with kings, resolved to throw himself entirely on the mercy
of His Majesty, and finding his way to Edinburgh in the most secret
manner, and on the occasion of a solemn festival on Easter Sunday, in
1429, at Holyrood, he suddenly appeared in his shirt and drawers before
the King and Queen, surrounded by all the nobles of the Court, while
they were engaged in their devotions before the High Altar, and implored,
on his knees, with a naked sword held by the point in his hand, the for-
giveness of his sovereign. With bonnet in hand, his legs and arms quite
bare, his body covered only with a plaid, and in token of absolute sub-
mission, he offered his sword to the King. This picture, coupled
with the solicitations of the affected Queen and all the nobles,
made such an impression on His Majesty that he had to submit completely
to the promptings of his heart, against the wiser and more prudent
dictates of his better judgment. He accepted the sword offered him, and
spared the life of his captive, but at once committed him to Tantallon
Castle, under the charge of William Douglas, Earl of Angus. The spirit
of his followers, however, could not brook this mortal offence, and the
whole strength of the Clan was mustered under Donald Balloch, a cousin
of the Lord of the Isles. They were led to Lochaber, where they met the
King’s forces, under the Earls of Mar and Caijthness, killed the latter,
gained a complete victory over the Royal forces, and returned to the Isles
in triumph, with a great quantity of spoil. James again came north in
person as far as Dunstaffnage, Donald Balloch fled to Ireland, and, after
several encounters with the rebels, the King received the submission of
most of the chiefs who were engaged in the rebellion, and others were
apprehended and executed to the number of about three hundred, after
which he released his prisoner from Tantallon Castle, and granted him a
free pardon for all his rebellious acts, confirmed him in all his titles and
possessions, and further conferred upon him the Lordship of Lochaber,
which had previously, on its forfeiture, been granted to the Earl of Mar.
After the first escape of the Lord of the Isles from Edinburgh,
when he again raised the standard of rebellion in 1429, on which
occasion he burnt the town of Inverness, we find that the Baron of Kin-
tail was at the time attending to his duties at Court, but was recalled by
his followers, who, armed for the King, and led by their young Chief on
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his return home, materially aided in the overthrow of Alexander of the
Isles, at the same time securing peace and good government in his own
extensive domaicrs, and among most of the surrounding tribes. We
also find him actively supporting the King, and fighting with the Royal
army during the turbulent rule of John, successor to Alexander, Lord of
the Isles, who afterwards died in peace with his sovereign in 1447, James
L died in 1460, and was succeeded by James II. 'When, in 1462, the Earl
of Douglas, the Lord of the Isles, and Donald Balloch of Isla entered into
a treaty with the King of England for the subjugation of Scotland, on
condition, in the event of success, that the whole of Scotland, north of
the Firth of Forth, would be divided between them, Alexander Macken-
zie stood firm in the interest of the ruling monarch, and with such success
that nothing came of this extracrdinary compact. We soon after find
him rewarded by a charter in his favour, dated 7th January 1463,

ing him in his lands of Kintail, with a further grant of the “5 merk
lands of Killin, the lands of Garve, and the 2 merk lands of Coryvulzie,
with the three merk lands of Kinlochluichart, and 2 merk lands of Acha-
na-Clerich, the 2 merk lands of Garbat, th3 2 merk lands of Delintan, the
4 merk lands of Tarvie, all lying within the shire and Earldom of Ross,
to be holden of the said John and his successors, Earls of Ross.”

Alexander continued to use his great influence at Court, as also with
John, Lord of the Isles, with a view to bring about a reconciliation during
the rebellion of Angus Og against his father. The King, however, proved
inexorable, and refused to treat with this chronic rebel on any other con-
dition than the absolute and unconditional surrender of the Earldom of
Roes to the Crown, of whom, however, he might hold his other possessions
in fature. These conditions he refused, again flew to arms, and invaded
Moray in 1376, but finding he could offer no effectual resistance to the
powerful forces sent against him by the King, he, by the scasonable grants
of the lands of Knapdale and Kintyre, secured the influence of Argyle in
his favour, and with the additional influence of Kintail, procured remission
of his past offences on the conditions already stated ; and resigning for ever
in 1476 the Earldom of Ross to the Crown, he  was infeft of new ” in the
Lordship of the Isles and the other possessions which he had not been
called upon to renounce. The Earldom was irrevocably annexed to the
Crown in the 9th Parliament of James III. in the same year, where the
title and the honours still remain, held by the Prince of Wales. The
great services rendered by the Baron of Kintail to the reigning family,
especially during these negotiations, and throughout his long rule at
Eileandonnan generally, were recognised by a charter from the Crown,
dated Edinburgh, November 1476, of the lands renounced by the Earl of
Roes, viz, Strathconnan, Strathbran, and Strathgarve, and after this the
Barons of Kintail held their lands independently of any superior but the
Crown.

During the disputes between the Earl of Ross and Mackenzie none
was more zealous in the cause of the Island Chiefthan Allan of Mcydart,
who made several raids into Kintail, ravaged the country, and carried
away large numbers of cattle. After the forfeiture of the Earldom of
Roes, Allan’s youngest brother, supported by a faction of the tenantry
rebelled against his elder brother, and possessed himself for & time of the
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Moydart estate. John of the Isles was unwilling to appear so soon in
these broils ; or, perhaps, favoured the pretensions of the younger brother,
and refused to give any assistance to Allan, who, however, hit upon a
device as bold as it ultimately proved successful. ~He started for Kinellan,
“being ane ile in ane loch,” where Alexander resided at the time, and
presented himself personally before his old enemy, who was naturally
much surprised to receive a visit from such an enemy, and from one to
whom he had never been reconciled. . Allan coolly related how he had
been oppressed by his own brother and his nearest friends, and how he
had been refused aid from those from whom he had a right to expect it. In
these desperate circumstances he thought it best to apply to his greatest
ememy, who perhaps might in return gain as faithful a friend as he bad
previously been his “diligent adversary.” Alexander, on hearing the
story, was moved by the manner in which Allan had been oppressed by
his own immediate relatives, promised him support, went in person with
a sufficient force to repossess him, and finally accomplished his purpose,
The other party at once represented to the King that Alexander Mac-
kenzie invaded their territory as a “ disturber of the peace, and ane
oppressor,” whereupon he was cited before His Majesty at Edinburgh,
‘“ but here was occasion given to Allan to requite Alexander’s generosity,
for Alexander having raised armies to assist him, without commission, he
found in it a transgression of the law, though just upon the matter ; so to
prevent Alexander’s prejudice, he presently went to Holyrood House,
where the King was, and being of a bold temper, did truly rclate how his
and Alexander's affairs stood, showing withal that he, as being the occasion
of it, was ready to suffer what law would exact rather than to expose so
generous a friend to any hazard. King James was so taken with their
reciprocal heroisms, that he not only forgave, but allowed Alexander, and
of new confirmed Allan in the lands of Moydart.”*

A desperate skirmish, which took place some tlme previous to this, at
a place called Bealach na Broige, “betwixt the heizhts of Fearann Donuil
and Lochbraon” (Dundonald and Lochbroom), was hrought about by some
of Kintail’s vassals, instigated by Donald Garbh M‘lver attempting to
seize the Earl of Loss, but the plot having been discovered, Maclver was
seized by the Lord of the lsles’” followers, and imprisoned in Dingwall
He was soon released, however, by his undaunted countrymen from Ken-
lochewe, consisting of Macivers, Maclennans, Macaulays, and Macleays, who,
by way of reprisal, pursued and seized the Earl's second sun, Alexander,
at Balnagown, and carried him along with them. His father, Earl John,
at once apprised the Lord Lovat, who was then His Majesty’s Lieutenant
in the North, of the illegal seizure of his son, and he at once dispatched
northward two hundred men, who, joined by Ross's vassals, the Monroes
of ¥owlis, and the Dingwalls of Kildun, pursued and overtook the west-
ern tribes at Bealach na Broige, where they were resting themselves.
A most desperate and bloody contlict ensued, aggravated and exasperated
by a keen and bitter recollection of ancient feuds and animosities. The
Kenlochewe men seem to have been almost extirpated.  The race of Ding-
wall were actually extinguished, one hundred and forty of their men having

* The Bazl of Cromartie's M8, History of the Mackenzies,
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been slain, and the family of Fowlis lost eleven members of their house
alone, with many of the leading men of their clan.* No authority has
ever identified the Baron of Kintail, or Clann Choinnich, with this deadly
skirmish, and it is quite evident from this that the Clan Tarlich, or Mac-
lennans, and the Macraes, although usually following the banner of
the Mackenzies, were at that time independent septs. It also points to a
reversion of ancient animosities between those tribes from the west, and
those of Brae Ross, in the east, with which the personal followers of the
Chief of Clan Kenneth could have had nothing to do ; and besides, by
all accounts, Alexander of Kintail was absent from home attending to his
duties at Court, attempting a reconciliation between the King and the
Earl of Ross ; and, even if at home, he was usually found more zealous
and successful in the past in suppressing such disturbances of the King’s -
peace than in fomenting them.

There has been a considerable difference of opinion as to the date of
this desperate encounter, but it is now finally sot at rest by the discovery
of a positive date in the Fowlis papers, where it is said that ¢ George, the
IV. Laird, and his son, begotten on Balnagown’s daughter, were killed at
the conflict of Beallach na Brog, in the year 1452, and Dingwall of Kil-
dun, with several or their friends and followers, in taking back the Earl
of Ross’s second son from Clan Iver, Clan Tarlich or Maclennans, and
Clan Leod.”t *

Angus Og, after many bloody conflicts with his father, finally over-
threw him at the battle of the Bloody Bay,} at Ardnamurchan, obtained
possession of all the extensive territories of his clan, and was recognised
as its legitimate head. He was now determined to punish Mackenzie for
having taken his futher's part at Court, and otherwise, during the rebellion,
and swore that he would recover from him the great possessions which
originally belonged to his predecessors, the Lords of the Isles, but now
secured by Royal charter to the Baron of Kintail. With this view he
marched to attack him, and made tor Inverness, where he expected to
meet the now aged Mackenzie returning from his attendance at Court.
He, however, reckoned without his host, and instead of killing Mackenzie,
be was himself assassinated by an Irish harper. This foul, but well-
merited, tragic close to such a diabolical career, is recorded in the “ Red
Book ” of Clanranald as follows :—* Donald, the son of Angus that was
killed at Inverness by his own harper, son of John of the Isles, son of
Alexander, son of Donald, son of John, son of Angus Og.” This must
have occurred about 1485. Alexander was the first who lived at Kinellan,
while he had Brahan as a “ maines,” or farm, both of which his successors
held from the King for a yearly rent until Kenneth feued Brahan and
Colin, his son, feued Kinellan. The Earl of Sutherland had shown many

* *“Among the rest ther wer slain eleven Monroes of the House of Foulls, that wer
to succeed oue after avother; so thut the succession of Foulls fell unto a chyld then
lying in bis cradle.”—Sir Robert Gordon's History of the Earldom of Sutherland, p. 35,

+ The Eurl of Cromarty gives a different veision, and suys tLat the battle or skir-
mish took pluce in the year immediately after the Battle of Harlow. In this he is
manifestly incorrect. The Highlunders to defend themselves from the airows of their
enemies, with their belts tied their shoes on their breasts, hence the name * Bealach nam
Brog,” or the Pass of the Shoes,

3 Tobermory.
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kindnesses to Mackenzie, whom he appointed as his deputy in the manage-
ment of the Earldom of Ross. On one occasion, the Earl of Sutherland
being in the south at Court, the Strathnaver men and the men of the
Braes of Caithness took the opportunity to invade Sutherland. Their
intention soon spread abroad, and reached the ears of the Chief of Kintail,
who at once, with a party of six hundred men, passed into Sutherland,
and the Earl's followers joining him, he defeated the invaders, killed
many of them, forced the remainder to sue for peace, and compelled them
to give substantial security for their peaceful conduct in future. * At
this time he begat, on a gentlewoman in Sutherland, a son who was called
Dougall ; and the Earl of Sutherland, in kindness to his father, caused
him to be carefully educated, and he profited so in letters that he was
made Prior of Beauly by the Pope, and is yet memorable for prudence
and piety in the records of that Priory. He repaired the Church of
Beauly, enlarging it with a south aisle . . . . in which Priory
Dougall lies buried in a tomb built by his own directions.*

Kintail was now a very old man. His prudence and sagacity well
repaid the judicious patronage of the First King James, confirmed aud
extended by his successors on the throne, and, as has been well said of
him by his biographer, secured to him the love and respect of three
Princeg in whose reign he flourished, and as his prudent management in
the affairs of the Earldom of Ross, showed him to be a man of good
natural parts, so it very much contributed to the advancement of the
interest of his family by the acquisition of the lands he thereby made ;
nor was he less commendable for the quiet and peace he kept among his
Highlarnders, putting the laws punctually in execution against all delin-
.quents.” Such a character as this, justly called Alastair Ionraic, or the
Just, was certainly well fitted to govern, and deserved to flourish, in the
age in which he lived. Various important events occurred in his latter
years, but as Kenneth, his son and successor, was the actual leader of the
Clan for many years before his father’s death, and especially at the cele-
brated Battle of Park, we shall record them under the next heading.

Alexander died at Kinellan, in 1488, about ninety years of age, and
was buried in Beauly Priory. He was twice married—first to Anne,
daughter of Macdougall of Dunolly, and secondly to Margaret, daughter
of Macdougall of Morar, a relative of Dunolly. He had also, as already
mentioned, a natural son, who was superior of, and repaired, the Priory of
Beauly, about 1478, where he is buried.+ By his first wife he had a son,
Kenneth, who succeeded him, and Duncan, from whom descended the
families of Hilton and Loggie. By the second marriage he had a son,
Hector, known among the Highlanders as Hector Roy, or Eachainn Ruadh,
from whom is descended the House of Gairloch, and of whom more here-
after. Alexander was succeeded by his eldest son by the first marriage.

(To be Continued.)

A PorTrAIT of WILLIAM ALLAN, with a Biographical Sketch by the Rev.
. George Gilfillan, will appear in our next.

T Ec;r-l#o? Cromul tlo s MS. History of the Mackenzies.
+ Anderson’s Historical Acoount of the Family of Fraser, p. 66, and MS, Histery

of the Mackensios,
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THE DOOM OF DUNOLLY.

By WiLLiaM ALLAN.
—— (s .
VII.

Maopouvearr’s chieftain breast with anger burned,
And swiftly on the foe he fiercely turned,
But ere he could his sudden stroke bestow,
A readier sword met the descending blow.
*T'was nimble Hector’s, on whose features played
A smile of triumph, as he quickly weighed
The issues of a fight with Lorn's dread lord,
‘Who now had raised his yet untarnished sword,
Then backward drew a pace, then scowling glared
Upon the half-clad youth who thus had dared
To thwart his onset, and to turn aside
The blade that had the Royal Bruce defied.*
With sudden bound he on the stripling dashed,
‘Whose quicker weapon like a sunbeam flashed,
And kissed with joy Macdougall’s baffled steel,
‘Which now, for once, an equal match did feel.
His groaning clansmen roused his ireful heart,
Again on Hector did he fiercely dart,
To be repelled with skilful blow or guard,
And backward hurled upon the trampled sward.
11l could he brook defiance thus disclosed,
And with the youth in deadly conflict closed ;
Now rung their blows upon each guardian shield,
And rugged dents their angry might revealed.
‘With equal skill the contest wildly raged,
Each knew a worthy foe he had engaged,
Tho’ round them played the steely gleams of death,
They thrust and struck with unabated breath.
Each lightning eye was fixt, each sparkling gleamed,
Each marked the point where an advantage seemed,
And as each willing blade the opening sought,
The sudden guard made sudden efforts nought ;
And vict'ry, wav'ring 'tween such sons of fame,
‘Withheld the luurels that each well could claim ;
Till youthful Hector's unabated strength
Proclaimed him victor in the fight at length,
For fast Macdougall’s furious ire decayed,
And feeble blows his waning pow’rs betrayed—
Pale grew his face, his watchful eyes grew dim,
Less swift to guard, he shook in every limb,
* The Macdougalls defeated Bruce in the battle of Dalree, at the head of Loch
Tay. One of the Macdougalls seised the King by the plaid, which was fixed across his
breast by a large brooch. The King killed his assailant, but left the plaid and brooch in

the grasp of the clansman, His brooch was long kept iu the family of the Macdewn, 3
I may here ask where is it now? v wlls
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Fast heaved his breast with ever less’ning breath—
And as he struck he reeled upon the heath.
Defeat’s dark demon raged within him now,

Its with'ring shade sat scowling on his brow,

And fanned the feeble flame of hope in vain,
‘Which mocked the hero as his strength did wane ;
But Hector, tireless still, the conflict sought,

And by a subtle cut Macdougall smote

Upon the sword arm, which all pow’rless hung,
Then fell the blade which he in valour swung ;
Triumphant o’er his foe young Hector stood,

Nor sought he now to shed defenceless blood.
“Yield thee, Macdougall, yicld !” he hoarsely cried.
“ And who art thou, bold youth?” the Chief replied.
“ Hector Maclean, of an illustrious line !

Yield thee, Macdougall, now thy life is mine ;
Behold thy clansmen unto these succumb,

To foil aggression, see, our kinsmen core !

Back to their galleys now thy men will be

Driv'n with the vengeance born of victory !”

Now rushed Macleans along the grassy fields,

And loudly struck their swords upon their shields,
With wild impetuosity they sought

The ridge whereon their dauntless kinsmen fought,
Nor checked their speed, but thro’ the thin rank dashed,
And on the foe with headlong fury crashed,

‘Who shivered, fled across the sands, and sought
Safety on board tLeir galleys still afloat.

Out from the bay with terror’s speed they drew,
‘While in their midst thick showers of arrows flew ;
Eastward they sped with fav'ring tide and wind,
And left their wounded and their Chief behind,
‘Who, 'midst a throng of savage Islesmen, stood
Unmoved, tho' clam'ring for his dastard blood,

Till Hector spoke, then hushed was every voice—
‘“ Clansmen, Macdougall’s fate must be my choice ;
He nobly fought in his unrighteous cause,

‘We triumph best when ruled by Honour's laws ;
No deed of wanton blood shall stain our name,
Untarnished vict'ry is our highest fame.
Macdougall’s Chief, thy life I now bestow,

Back to Dunolly, vanquished, thou must go ;

Be thou the bearer of thy wounded men,

And war no more unjustly 'gainst Maclean.”

The gen’rous impulse filled the silent band,

‘Who loved the virtue in their Chief’s command;
With tender grasp the dying and the dead

‘Within a galley were devoutly laid,

The wounded next fraternal care received—

Such love from foes their hearts had ne'er conceived.
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‘When all were placed, between the conqu'ring clan
Macdougall marched, a stern and gloomy man,
And as he, frowning, slowly stepped on board,
Hector, with princely grace returned his sword.
The proffered gift with haughty grasp he took,
And thanked the donor with a threatening look ;
Then, as the blood-fraught galley scaward drew,
He kissed the blade, and waved its dark adieu !
Undying hatred, and revenge combined,

Stood warders at the portals of his mind,

And filled his heart with their demoniac fire,

Till the strange maduess of their one desire
Reigned as the lord of his embittered lifeo,

And chained him slave unto its fearful strife.

The visions of his hate-disturbéd brain

Were bloody spectres muttering ¢ Maclean !”

In horror’s dreams he saw a ghastly train,

That, passing, whispered in his ear, “ Maclean !”
Lone on Dunolly’s ramparts every day

His restless cyes were fixed on Duart’s bay ;

No light of joy illumed his breast elate,

His life was now unfathomable hate.

His lovely daughter’s smiles had lost their charm,
Her soothing voice no more his heart could warm,
Her constant fondnesses, her tears, her sighs,
Changed not the fierce gleam of his loveless eyes,
Macdougall knew not that erelong her love
Would of his conqueror the conqu'ror prove ;
Decreed by Heav'n to meet her father’s foe,

They loved, 'twas death, their death her father's woe.

VIIL
Bewitching, mild-eyed Nature bright,
‘Woke when her misty veil of night
Had left her vernal bosom bare,
And vanished in the sun-souled air.
The lark had risen from its nest,
The deer had sought the mountain crest,
Tho sea had lost its nightly hue,
The flowers had parted from their dew,
The streamlets poured their wanton lays,
The lambkins frisked upon the braes,
The hinds had yoked their oaken ploughs,
The rosy maids had milked the cows,
The clouds, in smiling beauty high,
Sailed o'cr the blue deeps of the sky,
‘When from her sudden slumber yoke,
Macdougall’s dark-haired daughter woke,
And gazed around the chamber strange,
While Memory, with contracted range,
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From dreamy retrospection sought

The flickering truths of dawning thought
That ushered in with stern delight,

The horrors of the former night.

Then ope’d the door and forward came
A stately, gentle-featured dame,

‘Whose mother-looks, and smiles, and voice,
‘Were such as made the heart rejoice.
The wakeful maid she fond caressed,
And hugged her to her joyous breast ;
She kissed her cheek, and kissed her brow,
And welcomed her awakening now—

“ Daughter of warriors,” she said,

“1I joy to find my care repaid.”
Dunolly’s maid, half-rising, sighed,

And strove the welling tears to hide,
Her eyes beamed thro’ her-love's surfeit,
Her voice was tremulously sweet.

“ Tell me, good mother, tell me true,

To whom my life and thanks are due ¢
‘Where am I now? Whose home is this,
‘Where dwells such Christian tenderness ¢ ”
¢ Child of the waves ! calm the unrest
That lingers in thy anxious breast,
‘Within our bosoms kindness reigns,
Know we are friends although Macleans.
My Hector was by Heaven decreed

To save thee in thy hour of need ;

Start not ! no harm to thee will come,
Our clansmen will convey thee home
Unto Dunolly’s warrior lord—

His daughter will be safe restored.”

The tearful maiden warmly kissed

The Chieftain-mother, whom she blessed,
Then from her couch she lightly rose

At peace, though in the halls of those
'Gainst whom her father erstwhile fought,
On whom his ire was still unwrought.
The morn’s repast was quickly spread,
And by the Chieftain’s lady led,

The blushing maiden entered then

The hall where sate the Chief, Maclean,
‘Who rose and gave, with kindly smiles,
A lordly welcome to the Isles.

His hair, touched by Time'’s silvern spell,
Adown his shoulders streaming fell ;

Of kindred hue his flowing beard

In snowy, furrowed waves appeared,

And gave a charm unto his face,

‘Which glowed with patriarchal grace
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His eyes beamed with the soul repose
‘Which years of happiness disclose ;

His broad brow showed in sundry scars
The valour emblems of his wars ;

His countenance was calm, benign,

His smile was fatherly, divine.

Of stalwart mien unbowed by years,

His voice dispelled the maiden’s fears,
And as she heard his gentlo tone,

She gazed with reverence upon

The hoary Chief, the Island lord, .
‘Who welcomed her unto his board.

Ere seated round the table all,

Young Hector strode into the hall,

One hurried bow he gave the maid,
‘Whose simultaneous glance betrayed,
The strange confusion, unexpressed,
Which bodes a maiden’s feelings best,
As on her saviour she gazed .
Love’s tumult in her bosom blazed,

Her meed of thanks refused to come,
Her eyes spoke now, her lips were dumb,
She heard of Hector as of one,
Blood-thirsty, cruel, scarce a man,

‘Who drove her father from the shore,
In battle, nigh two months before ;

Her father's ire she deemed unjust,

She saw in Hector one to trust.

As Hector gazed upon the maid,

His heart from every theme was swayed,
His morning meal before him lay
Untouched, save in a listless way,

A feast of tire oerfilled himn now,

He knew not why, he felt not how.
With truthful eye the Chief divined
The thoughts that racked the maiden’s mind,
And ere the simple meal was o’er,

He sent his henchman to the shore

To launch his boat, to bend the sail,

To spread his banner to the gale.

¢ Sweet Maid of Lorn, thou must away,
Though welcome here, thou must not stay;
Thy fathers grief none can reveal,

Thou can’st alone his anguish heal ;
Hector shall steer thee o’er the sea,

And thy deliverer shall be.

Adieu, sweet maid, our prayers are thine,
May future joys around thee shine !”

( To be Continued.)
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A CURIOUS LOVE ADVENTURE.
D s —

THE old saying that ¢facts are stranger than fiction” has seldom been
more curiously confirmed than by incidents related in a tradition current
in Skye and Lews, forty years ago, and probably so at the present time.
Many years ago a young seafaring man, named Donald Macleod, a
native of the Lews, married a young girl belonging to the little sea-port town
of Stornoway. He owned 4 small sloop, with which he made provision -
for his young wife by trading with the neighbouring coast and Islanda
A child was born to Donald, a boy, whom he called Murdoch. Things
went fair enough with the young couple till little Murdoch was four years
of age, when his father was lost in a storm which overtook him returning
from one of his trips, and swamped his boat. This sad calamity was a
heavy blow to the young mother ; but after a while, when she came to
realise her now altered position, she wisely considered that giving way to
unavailing grief at her great loss would only incapacitate her for perform-
ing the other duties and tender cares still devolving upon her. She had now
her boy dependant upon her unaided efforts, and, to her credit, she re-
solved not to sink under the burden. Her late husband had saved a little
money, with which, and a little aid from friends who sympathised with
her, she started a small shop in the town, which, with care and frugality,
ultimately proved sufficient to keep them in ordinary comfort, independ-
ent of all outside help. 'When her son arrived at a suitable age, he was
sent to the parish school, at which he continued till he was thirteen. Hs
+ was then taken into a small shipping office, where, after a time, he ob-
tained a seat at the desk as an embryo clerk. Young Murdoch was ofa
‘ively, hearty, and a rather romantic turn of mind, and very fond of such
Sjorts and games generally engaged in by boys of his age. It was re-
myked of him, that whatever idea took hold of his fancy, he would go
thnugh it with all the ardour of his young mind, aud yet in none of the
spors in which he was sure to be the leading spirit, did he ever allow
hims{f or any of his companions to conduct them so as to annoy or injure
a neig\bour.  Of all his hobbies, that of dancing was his chief enjoyment.
Such poficiency did he attain to in this accomplishment that he was
known 4r end wide in the district as Murchadh Dunnsair, or Dancing
Murdoch, 1t was a frequent occurrence, that when any of the better
class famijes had a party of young people, Murdoch was invited to lead
them in the dance. Notwithstanding his duties during office hours wers
houestly atiended to, he did not neglect to improve and extend what
knowledge le had acquired at school. In this little office he continued
till he was \7. By this time he began to wish for a more extended
knowledge of the commercial world, which could only be obtained in the
south. Knowing that his mother had a relative employed in a large °
mercantile establishment in Liverpool, he got her consent to write to him,
asking his aid in procuring a situation. He, in due course, received a
reply, inviting him to go to Liverpool. Our young hero soon got his
traps in order, and, full of bright dreams of the future, he set off in due
time, and landed efely in the great mart of commercial enterprise, where
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his relative soon procured him a situation as junior clerk in a large ship-
ping office. Murdoch, by diligence and close attention to whatever he
wus asked to perform, soon felt himself at home in his new situation,
‘When there a few months, his aptitude and willingness to make himself
useful, drew the attention of his superiors towards him. In abouta year
be was gradually advanced, step by step, till at the end of the fourth
year he was one of the most trusted of his class in the establishment.

He frequently had to be at the docks on business with foreign ship-
ping, and one day, while walking along a tier of large vessels, the figure-
head of one of them attracting his attention, he stood still gazing at it.
He knew perfectly well that it was only a painted block of wood cut and
shaped into the likeness of a beautiful young maiden ; yet such was the
impression its charming beauty made on his romantic imagination, that
he was oblivious of the fact that many of the passers by turned round to
look at the evidently spell-bound admirer of the tigure. At last he took
his gaze off the object, and went his way. The next two days he was at
the same spot, lonking at the inanimate block as if his whole soul would
burst out through his eyes. The captain of the ship that owned the
magic figure noticed him, and in the blunt, off-hand fashion peculiar to
sailors, accosted him with, “ Well, my young gentleman, have you fallen
in love with the figure-head of my ship?” Poor Murdoch suddenly
awakened out of his trance, looked confusedly round, answered that he
certainly felt interested in the thing, and asked if it was a representation
of a living creature, or merely the creation of the artist’s fancy, ¢ Well,
air,” the captain replied, it is a fair attempt at the likeness of a living
iou.ng lady, but beautiful as it is, it comes far short of the charms of its

iving original. She is the daughter and only child of the owner of this
noble ship ; he is reputed to be one of the richest merchants in the part
of America to which he belongs ; he owns several such vessels, trading to
all parts of the world.” Murdoch, getting still more interested, asked the
young lady’s age. “ Well, sir, she is 18 this fall, and, in spite of her
father's great wealth, as kind-hearted, unassuming, a young creature as
ever breathed.” Murdoch hinted to the Captain that he felt disposed to
go over to America to see the young lady for himself, saying, that so
strong a hold the wish of seeing her took of his whole heart and mind,
that he might as well waste a portion of his time by going over, as waste
it a home in misery and suspense. The kind American thought the young
man must either have a screw loose aloff, or was vain enough to think
his decidedly handsome appearance would cause the young lady to fall
into his arms at first sight. Still he seemed to be s> earnest in all he
said on the subject, that he could not help pitying him, and to avoid the
possibility of the people passing hearing their conversation, he politely
iuvited Murdoch on board the ship, that they. might converse in private.
Seated in the cabin, the Captain said that his employer, the father of the
lady, was one of those plodding, careful men, who knew the value of
time and money, and one who had raised himself to his present position,
from a very humble beginning, by sheer dint of persevering industry, and
not at all a likely man to entrust the happiness of his motherless and only
child to the keeping of a moonstruck adventurer, who might have little
else to recommend him than his good looks, and the ridiculous folly of
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falling in love with a young maiden through seeing her likeness painted
on a piece of timber. He advised him to banish all thoughts of her from
his mind ; said he felt sorry to see a young and intelligent gentleman like
him giving way to such absurd wild-goose-chase ideas, and he felt bound
to tell him candidly that, in his opinion, to carry out his insane resolve
could only result in the ruin of his prospects, and make him a laughing-
stock to his associates ; besides, he said, that probably enough the young
lady might have admirers in her own circle at home, with good standing
in society to recommend them to her hand. “Take a friend's advice,
young man, and go home to your duties, reflect upon what I have said,
and if this romantic idea has not entirely upset your brains, you will soon ,
be back to thank me for saving you from destruction.”

Young Murdoch deeply felt the force of the kindly advice of the
Captain and owned he did so ; still he declared he felt that no reasoning,
reflection, nor any difficulties he could overcome would prevent him trying
to see her, if he should perish in the attempt. “ I will come back to see
you, sir, while you are in port, if you will allow me, but I fear my resolution
cannot be shaken. I am fully alive to the consequences, but I feel a
power over which I have no control, impelling me on whether to ruin or
happiness time can only tell.” He then rose to go. The Captain looked
at him and felt for him as if he were his son. He saw the young
enthusiast ashore, and on his way along the quay.

The next day Murdoch was seen as before feasting his eyes oppogite |
the figure-head, but a little farther back into the shade to avoid the notice :
of passers-by, but not enough hidden to escape the eye of the friendly
Captain, who walked over to him, asking if he was a wiser man than
when they parted yesterday. Murdoch ouly shook his head. His friend
asked him on board again, and when seated in the cabin Murdoch began
with a serious and distressed air to state that do what he would he could
not get over that mysterious drawing power, which appeared to him
as powertul as if set in motion by the very living original of the likeness
on his ship, though thousands of miles away. His imagination pictured
her as standing on the far-off shore waving her invitations for him to go.
No doubt, he said, the wish might be father to the thought, in the opinion
of others, but to him it seemed a living reality. “I am aware, sir,” he
continued, “ all this will appear to you as the effects of a diseased brain.
I know you sincerely pity me, and would aid me if you could in recover-
ing from what you believe to be a fit of infatuation, which is sare to
destroy my prospects in life, and, if not checked, may ultimately peril
my life. Now, sir, I ask you to give me a passage across with you, and
let me have one sight of the lady. 'Who knows but it may cure me of
what you call my infatuation, and should it not, I cannot be much worse,
for my feelings now are such as make them almost unbearable. I do not
beg the favour ; I am prepared to pay for that and for everything else I
may reasonably require till my return. And I beg to assure you, sir,
that your refusal will not prevent me putting my resolution into practice
in the first ship that sails.”

The honest American, quite taken aback at the young man’s prompt
decision, told him to call next day, when he would let him know whether
he could accommodate him or not.  After he had left, the Captain began
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o consider as to the wisest plan to refuse or grant the request, and being
little tinged with superstition (as most sailors are less or more), he
hought there might be some fate in the case of the young Britisher, and
§ might not be lucky for him to stand in the way of its accomplishment.
o had already done what he could to advise him, and if he made ship-
rreck of his prospects, on his own head be the consequence. So when
durdach called again, the Captain told him that if he meant to go with
im to be down at the ship at a certain hour on the third day after.

Punctual to the hour, Murdoch was there with all he thought neces-
ary to take along with him. A few hours after they were out on the
mroad Atlantic. During the passage Murdoch gained so much on his
riend’s confidence and goodwill that the captain made up his mind to aid
im all he could, not only in procuring an interview with the old
aserchant and his daughter, but to endeavour to bring them into closer
ontact than a mere casual visit. When within a week of landing, the
’aptain told Murdoch that it was an annual custom with the owner to
ive a supper and ball to the crews of all his ships which happened to be
t the home port, in honour of his daughter'’s birthday, and if all went
rell with them they would be just in time for it ; and that he, being the
ldest and longest in the service of all the captains, generally had some-
hing to do with the arrangements for the ball. He would try to procure
is friend an invitation, and if possible get him to be the partner of the
oung heiress for the evening. Murdoch was delighted at this idea,
nowing that he could acquit himself to some purpose on the floor.

The good ship at length arrived in port. After seeing the ship safely
aoored, the Captain went ashore to report himself to the owner, desiring
furdoch to stay on board till his return. The Captain took occasion to
1ention to the owner that he brought a young English gentleman a
asenger from Liverpool. He believed he was a confidential clerk in
ne of the largest shipping houses in the city, and as he might not make
long stay in the place he wished to hurry on board to see him before he
ft. The old merchant, thongh a very fortunate man in business, was
ever famed for that grasp of international enterprise which distinguish
> many of the merchant princes of the present day—a shrewd enough
an in his way, yet he lacked much of that early training and education
» necessary for a successful commerciul career. He was well aware of
is shortcomings in that respect, and perhaps this made him respect and
Imire these advantages in others the more. Nothing pleased him better
1an & quiet conversation with such men on business matters. It struck
im that this gentleman might be one from whom something new might
o learned, and he asked the Captain to bring the stranger to his house
1 the evening if he was staying in town all night. On the Captain
forming Murdoch that he was invited to the vwner's house that evening
long with him, instead of being elated at the prospect of so soon being
itroduced to the lady he came so far to see, he exhibited more of the
ir of a man who had to engage in the settlement of a difficult and intri-
ite piece of business, and was fully determined to master it.

The two set out for the mansion of the owner, Murdoch dressed in his
est, his whole face lighted up by the varied conflicts agitating his mind,
1e motions of his body indicating the determination with which he
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meant to bear himself as a man in the ordeal he had to undergo in the
first meeting with the object which cost him so many restless days and
wearisome nights. When they arrived at the house, little ceremony was
used by the servants, the old Captain being a privileged friend, they were
shown to the master’s room at once. The stranger was duly introduced,
and the old merchant very warmly welcomed him to America. The two
were in a few minutes deep in discussing the comparative merits of the
English and American systems of commerce. It was soon evident that
the old merchant appreciated the intelligent remarks of the youny man.
Murdoch at the outset completely won his esteem and admiration ;
but the crisis, so ardently looked forward to, was now at hand—the
meeting face to face with the living original of the painted likeness. It
is perhaps better to leave the interesting scene at their first meeting to the
imagination of the reader, than damage it by any frail attempt on our
to do it justice.

At length the young beauty entered the room ; her father introduced
the stranger. Fortunately for young Macleod, the lady herself came to
his aid. She evidently had noticed his agitated state on seeing her—she
knew she was beautiful—and where could we find a young beauty, either
of ancient or modern times, who was not gratified at any proof of admira-
tion by the other sex in their presence, especially if the admirers were
young and handsome, and this young lady’s kindly heart could not take
pleasure in prolonging embarrassment on the part of any gentleman in her
presence, if she could help it. She soon had our hero at his ease by
means of her sensible, unaffected simplicity of manner and conversation.
During the evening, the merchant asked the young man how long he in-
tended staying in that part of the country. The Captain cleverly
remarked that as Mr Macleod came a passenger with him, and made him-
self very useful, he begged to claim him as one of his crew to honour
them by gracing their annual ball so soon to come off. This off-hand
remark of the Captain’s very much pleased and amused both father and
daughter, so it was settled that he was to come. The ball was to come
off in a week, and Murdoch promised to be back in good time for it.

Next day he went to another town at some distance. In the interval
the useful Captain sounded the young lady about the propriety of honour
ing the young English gentleman by having him as a partner at the ball,
and he was pleased to observe that she was not averse to that arrangement.
He next hinted the same thing to the father, who at once consented, if
his daughter had no previous engagement. So far the coust was clear for
the Captain’s scheme. Murdoch returned the day hefore the event, and
spent another evening with the old merchant. When the evening came
and the company assembled for the hall, the young heiress and Macleod
opened the ball in the first danee.  When they stood up together for
that purpose, & buzz of admiration was distinetly hearnd from all parts of
the room, for a more handsome couple could searcely pace the floor in any
country or in any socicty. ,Murdoch's early experience in dancing enabled
him to feel perfectly at home and at ease, and during the evening he and
his partner had the lion’s share of the amusement. It was remarked by
several of the company, that if any of the other young ladies present
wished to dance with the stranger, his own partner appeared anything but
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suited. 8he would never acknowledge any fatigue as long as he wished
to dance. This young Macleod observed with great delight ; still he did
not wish her to over-exert herself, and from time to time he feigned fatigue
himself to save her. She noticed, and valued, this consideration on his
part, which advanced him still more in her estimation. She clearly saw
that he was not indifferent to her comfort, but although she afforded him
some private opportunities during the evening to hint about what was
ever uppermost in his mind, he did not breathe as much as a single sigh
in that direction.

The young heiress seemed to have enjoyed so much pleasure in the
dance that for days after the thoughts of it was apparent in her conversa-
tion. Murdoch, while he stayed in the town, was more frequent at the
residence of the merchant, and on the best of terms with both father and
daughter. This state of things could not last long in the circumstances ;
each of the young lovers had little doubt of the mutual affection existing
between them. Yet romantic as he was, Murdoch could not declare his
love in words. But what need is there for words when true love reigns
in the heart of either young man or young woman? Oh, that Free-
masonry of love! A look, a touch of the hand, or a half-smothered
sigh is far more eloguent to convince and satisfy the heart of love's
existence than the most anxiously studied set of words. Poor Murdoch,
much as he wished to be near her who had possession of his heart, he
could not in strict propriety prolong his stay. He told the Captain how
peinful the separation was to him ; that he was satisfied she loved him,
and asked his advice as to the propriety of speaking to her father about
it. “Not so fast, my brave youth,” replied the Captain ; *let things
have their natural course. Leave the tuwn at once, and come back when

are sent for.”

Heartless old bachelor, who perhaps never felt a genuine pang of real
love in his life, how could he give such a cruel additional stab to the
already lacerated heart of the young dover. Murdoch called at the mer-
chant’'s house in the evening to bid them farewelll When the old
gentleman heard that he was leaving for good, he said that he felt as if
parting with an old friend, and sent for his daughter, who entered the
room in her usual joyous and hearty manner, and seemed so glad to see
their young friend ; but when her father told her that Mr Macleod had
called to bid them farewell for good, she turned pale, and appeared to be
fainting. The revulsion of feeling was so real that it quite alarmed both
the men. After a little time she looked up into our hero’s face with such
a sorrowful and agonising expression as to almost upset him. She told
them she felt very unwell, and would retire, at the same time holding out
her hand to Murdoch, and expressing the hope that he would always be as
happy as they had hitherto felt in his company, and then left them. He
mechanically found his way to the door, and walked out not caring
whither he went. The poor old man of ships and wealth felt himself as
unable to comprehend the situation in which he was left by both, as if
he had been a newly awakened child in its cradle when seeing strange
faces around it. When able to collect his thoughts, he sought out his
daughter, whom he found weeping in her room ; and asking her what
ailed her, she answered, saying that she would try to get over the
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effects of the sudden pain which had seized her. Her father had no
doubt of this having been caused by the dancing at the recent ball.
People may often make pretty near guesses without knowing it !

Murdoch, after leaving the hospitable house, sought out his friend, to
whom he related what had just taken place. The Captain requested
him to start at once to a place at a distance, and to remain there till he
heard from him., 'When the Captain met the owner after these events,
the latter ruefully informed him of his daughter's indisposition, saying
that she did not seem to be the same happy girl she used to be. He
was sure something was wrong with her health, although she did not
complain of anything in particular, The Captain asked permission to be
allowed to see his favourite playmate, whom he often carried in his arms
when a little toddling thing. Of course he was at once permitted to see
her, and immediately left the office for the house. When the Captain saw
the young lady, he was surprised to sec the change which a few days had
made in her appearance. She made every effort to look cheerful, but
every now and again she forgot her task, and relapsed into her listless
state. After the two men—the Captain and her father—Ileft her, and
were by themselves, the father asked his friend what he thought was the
matter, or if he thought it prudent to call in their medical adviser. The
Captain at once divulged the secret by declaring that, in his opinion, no
doctor in the world but one could cure her trouble, and if within reach,
and could be found, he would stake his life she would be as well as ever
in half-an-hour. The old man, as well he might, looked up in the other’s
face, as if not sure whether his old and faithful servant was not trifling
with him as to his daughter’s condition, and asked him at once what he
meant. “I mean what I say, sir,” said the blunt and candid seaman,
“ you're daughter is in love, sir, and I guess it is the most natural trouble a
young woman can catch.”

These outspoken remarks opened the eyes of the father to some incidents
he had noticed between the young pair, but to which he paid no attention
at the time. But oven if the Captain’s idea was correct, he said *her
present romantic notions will wear off in time.” The Captain answered,
“T do not think so, but I would that you as her father should satisfy
your own mind as to the state of her feelings on this delicate subject before
you come to any rash conclusion.” He took this advice, and went at
once to his daughter, and put the question direct to her, whether her
present state of health had anything to do with the absence of their late
visitor. The young lady truthfully and at once answered that his absence
had everything to do with it, that she dearly loved him, and could never
be happy with another, and declared to her father (her only protector and
adviser) that if Mr Macleod took her for his wife she was willing to lay
aside all her previous expectations, and join her fate to his, and aid him
by every means in her power to make a living for them both, if she only
had her father’s consent and blessing. He asked her if the young man
had made any propositions of that nature to her, to which she answered
that he never said a word on the subject to her ; but that for all that she
thought he loved her. The old man loved his daughter dearly. Her
statement sorely distressed him, and without saying another word he left
her and came back to his friend the Captain, to whom he told what occurred,
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and that he had proof of his child’s love for their late visitor from her
own lips, and asked him what he would advise him to do. The Captain
said, “ Well, sir, as you ask my advice in good faith, I will candidly give
it. In the first place, if T were in your place, and the father of such a
daughter as yours, before I would wreck her happiness for life, I would
sail twice round the globe without my grog ; and in the second place, the
young man, the object of her affection, is one who only requires some
iary help to make him one of the most prominent and successful
merchants of the day. You are not under the necessity of continuing
your business pursuits for a living. In a few years you must either make
your trade over to some one else, or put a period to the business which
has been the envy and admiration of many. Could you not from this
time forth, as long as spared in life, take pleasure and enjoyment from
obeerving at your ease the prosperous continuation of the trade you
have begun and so nobly carried on, and all for the benetit of your own
child by at once saving her from misery, and a spirited young gentleman
from making shipwreck of such talents and prospects as he undoubtedly
! Give him an opportunity of using his youth, his energies,
and his large experience in making your child, yourself, and all of us"
happy.”

The old man listened all the time of this earnest address with his
head resting on the table at which they sat. When the Captain ceased
speaking, he looked up at him, and held out his hand to him, saying, “Few
of my servants would have the pluck and candour to tell me to my face
what you have just said. I appreciate your good advice, and believe it
the best in the circumstances, although it is in some respects different
from what I once anticipated. I may tell you that I am satisfied the young
man has the making of a successful merchant in him. As you say I am
able to give his abilities ample scope. In the meantime, if you know
where he is, you might communicate with him and let him understand
his friends here would be glad of another visit from him before leaving
for home, if he can make it convenient. I would like to know his own
sentiments on the subject before taking any decided steps in the matter.”

The Captain lost no time in writing to his young friend, Murdoch,
deeiring him to come to him at once as he had some important news to
tell him. After the Captain left, her father sent word to his daughter
that he wanted to speak to her. She at once came to him, when he told
her that he expected a visit from Mr Macleod shortly. This piece of
intelligence acted upon her like a charm, and she immediately jumped up
from her seat exclaiming, “ ('h ! papa, have you sent for him?” Answer
ing in the affirmative, she flung her arms round his neck and sobbed as a
very child. Her agitation, however, soon subsided, and she appeared
almost like her old self.

Immediately Murdoch received his friend’s letter, he set off on his return
journey. On seeing the Captain, he was prevailed upon to moderate his
impatience to see the object of his love. His friend advised him to see
her father first at his office. 'When he entered along with the Captain,
the old gentleman received him very kindly, but with a little more re-
serve than formerly. On the delicate subject being introduced, the mer-
chant asked Murdoch if he really loved his daughter, and whether he had



146 THE CELTIC MAGAZINE.

given her any reason to think he did 507 Murdoch answered that he loved
his daughter dearly ; but that he never, to his knowledge, hinted to her
how completely she had gained his affections ; and if he at any time had
betrayed his feelings towards her in her presence, it was quite involuntarily
on his part. “ But,” he continued, “if my position and circumstances
were anything near equal to hers, I would not so silently crush my great
love for her, but would have spoken to you, sir, before now on the sub-
ject. Let me at once tell you, sir, that I have nothing in the shape of
means to recommend me to her, or to you as her father ; all my hopes of
success in life are based on my conscious possession of integrity of pur-
pose, with industry and perseverance in the calling in which I have had
years of experience, and during which I have acquired some knowledge of
commercial pursuits.” At the conclusion of young Macleod’s little speech,
the old gentleman rose to his feet, and took him by the hand, saying, ¢ I
claim you as my son, may God bless you buth.” The three gentlemen
then went to the house of the intended father-in-law. The re-union of
the young lovers need not be described—we may rest assured that it was
a happy one, everything being now plain sailing to the haven of matrimony.
The father of the bride resolved to install our hero as manager of his
immense trade, giving him the advantage of his own riper judgment in
any cmergency. When all the details were settled, and the marriage
day fixed, the Captain informed the bride how Macleod fell in love
with her so curiously as the figure-head of her father’s ship. This was the
source of great amusement to her, and the subject of repeated teasings to
her lover. After the marriage, Murdoch told his wife that he had a
widowed mother at home, who would be much distressed if she happened
to hear of his having gone to America, he being her only child ; he must
write to her and see to her well-being. His wife urged him to send for
her, and stay with themselves, saying she was herself early deprived of
the care and guidance of her mother, and begged him to bring her a new
parent, to fill up the void she often felt in many of her little difficulties,
since she grew up to womanhood. Murdoch accordingly wrote to his
mother in Stornoway, inclosing a sufficient sum to defray the expenses of
the voyage out. 'When his mother received his letter, she could hardly
understand what it all meant, yet, knowing her boy, as she yet called
him, was always a truth telling lad, she resolved at once to prepare for
the long journey. In due time she arrived in America, and was joyfully
received by her son and daughter. She was yet a comparatively young
woman—little over forty—a fine, good-looking woman of her age. Their
old friend, the Captain, when in port was a frequent visitor at their
house. Mrs Macleod, jun., had observed, in course of time, that the
Captain seemed to have new attractions in his visits, and this was
confirmed when their old friend had one day signified his intention
of retiring from sea and living on shore the rest of his days. Murdoch
informed bis wife of this resolve, who only laughingly said that she had
suspected it for some time. Ho answered that if that was really the
case, and if his mother was willing and disposed to marry the Captain, he
would be delighted to have his old and faithful friend for a father, ob-
serving that he deserved every favour at his hands, secing that he was
the means of procuring for him the greatest treasure a man can have—a
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good and loving wife. 'Well pleased at the neat compliment, she, with a
lovely little blush, of course declared that it was all gammon. At length
the Captain formally asked Murdoch’s consent for his mother in marriage,
who was only too happy to have their friendship, if possible, more firmly
cemented. The old captain was well able to keep a wife in all the com-
forts money could buy, having saved a fair competency during his long
career at sea. The old merchant, a fow years after these events, paid the
debt of nature, and left all his great wealth to Murdoch and his wife. Not
the least remarkable incident in the narrative is that after Murdoch's
second child was born, he had a son and a brother christened on the same
day. Let us hope some of their descendants are still living, enjoying the
wealth of the old merchant, and the happiness along with it which even
wealth without a good life and easy conscience can never give.
LODA.

NOTES ON GAELIC PHILOLOGY.

Amhaire, look thou; derived from the Aryan root rac, are “to
radiate.” From this root comes also Welsh Liygat, “ eye.” Cornish and
Armoric Lagat. The secondary Keltic root losc, ¢ to burn,” is traced to
the same origin.

Aog, eug, death ; Breton. ankow ; Cornish, ancow ; Middle Welsh,
anghen ; Mod. W., angeu; from angh, “to choke, strangle, tighten.”
From the same root come eang, a footstep, track, year; eangach, a net ;
etgin, a strait ; aingidh, wicked ; fachd, choke thou =do—ac. The Latin
Ango, I strangle, and angustus, narrow, are derived from the same source,
Ar, ploughing, from which airean, a ploughman ; aran, bread; ¢rionn,
land, from which fearann is formed ; uir, mould ; arancha, a pantry ;
and aranoir, a baker. Welsh Aradr, a plough ; ar, ploughed land.

Bear, bior, a spit. Welsh, Bir. Latin, Veru ; from ghvar, to turn.,

Bruich, cook thou ; from Bhar, to fry, parch, roast ; from which also
breo, fire ; bruthainn, heat ; Irish bearbham, I melt or disolve ; bearbhadh,
boiling or sesthing ; breogham, I bake ; Welsh lerwt, to boil ; and Latin
Jrigere, to fry or parch.

Conas, anger, fretfulness ; furze ;—derived from con, the genitive
plural of cu, a dog. Breton Kounnar, konnar, rage ; Welsh cynddaredd,
derived from cwn, or cun, plural of ¢/, dog, and daredd, tumultuous noise,
from dar, noise. Cognate with dar are the Gaelic torann, torman, toirm,
noise ; starum, trampling noise ; and stararaidh, rattling noise.

Dombhainn, deep. Breton, Doun. Cornish, Down. Middle Welsh,
Dufyn. Mod. W., Dwfn. Gaulish, Dumnos. Obviously akin to these
words are Gaelic Domhan, the worll ; dwmnhail, domhail, thick, bulky,

large ; and dubh, great.
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Dobhar, water ; Welsh, dwfr; Breton, dour ; Gaulish, dubron ;—
derived from Dhu, to stir, or agitate. From one of the secondary forms
of this root, Dhav, to flow or run, come deubk, to dry up ; dabhach, a vat ;
dabhar, a bucket or pitcher ; and dubhach, a tub.

Druchd, dew ; Druigh, to ooze, to drain through ; derived from Dru,
to run, drop, or trickle. From this root comes drubk, a chariot.

Falc, bathe thou ; Irish, folecaim, I bathe ; Welsh, golchs; Breton,
gwelchi, to bathe. These word are akin to the Slavo-Germanic root valg,
to wash.

Garr, a belly enlarged by over-eating ; garrach, a filthy, impudent
fellow ; gragaire, graigin, a glutton ; from gar, to devour, or swallow ;
from which also Latin gurges and gurgulia ; and Sanscrit gargara, an
abyss.

Gionach, greedy, voracious; from gion, mouth ; Breton, genou ;
Cornish and Welsh genau ; Gaulish, genava.

Guidh, pray thou ; Irish, guidhim, I pray ; guidhe, a prayer, an im-
precation ; gadan, guth, voice ; from gad, to speak.

Lochran, a light, lamp, torch ; Old Irish, luackarn and locharn—from
ruk, luk, to shine. From the same root are the Latin lucerna and the
‘Welsh llugorn.

Muc, a hog ; literally an animal with a snout, derived from Mak, root
of the French moucher, to blow the nose ; so muc-mhara, a whale ; muc-
bhiorach, a porpoise, are go called from being snouty. Breton, Moch.

Nigh, wash thou ; Irish, nigkim, I wash.

Nightin, soap. Root nig, nag, to wash.

Solus, light ; from svar, to shine. Sorcha, an obsolete name for light,
is derived from the same root. Sorcha is found as the name of a country
in old Gaelic tales and ballads. In Dean Macgregor of Lismore’s Book,
this name has the form Sorchir, i.e., Sorcha thir, Land of Light. In the
middle ages the Irish applied this name to Portugal. This was no doubt
in a restricted sense. The primary meaning is evidently the land of light
or of the south—the land that corresponds in a northern latitude to the
apparent daily course of the sun from east to west. The land of the north
was Lochlann, which anciently included Germany and all northern lands
known to the Kelts ; but this name was restricted to Norway and Den-.
mark subsequent to the invasions of Scotland and Ireland by the Scandi-
navians. Lochlann is derived from lock, *black,” and means Dark land
—that land which would seem to those situated south of it never to be
visited by the sun. The old whimsical etymological method derived
Lochlonnach from loch, an arm of the sea, and lonnr, “strong.” * Loch-
lonnach, t.e., Duine laidir fa fhairge, Lochlonnach signifies a sea-faring
man"”!! Eastern lands were denoted in olden times by oirthir, Airthir,
and Tir-shoir, and western by Erin, or Eirinn, which signifies the western
country. In our old traditions the name Eirinn evidently applies to the
Western Isles of Scotland as well as to Ireland, which is specially desig-
nated Innis-Fail.

Suil, eye =svail ; from Svar, “ to burn.” From the same root come
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seall, look thou ; sealladh, sight ; Welsh, selu, to espy, to gaze ; selw,
gaze, beholding ; haul, sun ; Breton, sll, a look, sight ; heaul, the sun.

Tuath, tenantry. This word formerly meant ¢ people,” and is derived
from Tu, to grow large, to increase, to be powerful. From Tu have come
tuagh, dominion ; tuathach, a lord or sovereign ; tuir, a lord, general
sovereign ; fura, much, plenty, abundance ; tormach, an increase ; and
Zuirean, a troop, a multitude. Teo, an old Gaelic name for god, is traced
to the same source, us is also Teutates, the name of a Gaulish deity. The
root is found in Teutomatus, the name of a king of the Nitiobriges, and
in Teutobodiaci, the name of a people of Galatia.

Tugha, thatch. Welsh, 70 ; derived from Stag, *to cover” whence
the Latin Zoga.

Dorn, a fist, a buffet. Welsh, Dwrn ; Breton, Dorn, a hand ; dourna,
to beat ; derived from Dhar, to support, to carry, to fortify ; whence
dorar, a battle : dorr, anger ; dorr, very harsh, or rough ; dorrdha, fierce,
cruel ; duras, a house: and the terminution—durum, in the names of
Gaulish cities ; also the Latin fortis, firmus, and frenum. The primitive
Ayran consonants bh, dh, gh have become b, g, d in Gaelic, and f in Latin.

Aqre, strait, difficulty ; derived from are, to hold fast, to tighten, to
strain ; whence also arcan, cork ; earcam, I fill ; earc, a tax, or tribute ;
also the Latin arceo, arca, and arcus.

Saile, salt water. The primitive meaning is ¢ that which flows” ;
derived from sar, to flow ; whence Sanskrit sara, saras, water, milk ;
sarila, water ; sarit, river. In Sanskrit sala, sabila, water, sar becomes
sal. Old Irish Saile, salonn, salt ; Welsh hal, halen ; Sanskrit sara, &l ;
so called from its fusibility. To sal, in its proper acceptation of flowing,
are to be traced the Gaelic seile, the Welsh Zaliw, and the Latin saliva,
spittle. As sar has become sir, &ir, in the Sanskrit sird, canal ; sird,
river ; so sal has become s, slol, in the Gaelic, sil, to shed, distil, drop ;
slolaidh, to filter.

Flaith, or flath, a prince, lord.  Flaitheas, flaitheamhnus, sovereignty.
Flaithchiste, a royal treasure. [Fluthanas, heaven. Welsh, Gwlad,
country—O. W.. gulat ; guledig, a prince. Gaulish, Vlatos, primitive
form, vlat = valt, from a root which in its Slavo-Germanic form is given
as Valdh. German valfen, Lithuarian valdyti, Old Bulgarian viadatt, to
rule ; viadykas, lord, prince,

IsLay, HEQOTOR MAOLEAN,

Books Receivep.—* The Queen’s Book,” translated into Gaelic by
the Rev. J. P. St Clair, from Edmouston & Co. ; and ‘ Antient Erse
Poems,” collected among the Scottish Highlands, by Thomas F. Hill (a
reprint), from Maclachlan & Stewart, Edinburgh.
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THE HIGHLAND CEILIDH.

By Avuasrair Og.
—_————
[ConTiNvED.]

THE worthy hostess of the Dunvegan Hotel met the Gauger at the door,
and dropping a courtsey, gave him a hearty welcome, while Somhairle
Dubh told Eachainn to lead the pony to the stable ; but seeing the poor
lad hardly able to stand, and having been told the reason, he immediately
helped him into the kitchen, and seating him by the fire, called for the
whisky bottle—the usual panacea in those days for all evils in the High-
lands—and giving Eachainn a good dram, he applied the same remedy to
the wounded limb, rubbing it in before the fire, while a messenger was
despatched for his mother, who was noted for her skill in the use of herbs.

In the meantime Mr Gillespie bad been shown to his bedroom to
change his wet clothes, while his dinner was preparing, Before he began
his meal, the landlord brought out his own peculiar bottle—a mixture of
whisky, camomile flowers, and coriander seeds—and offered his guest a
glass as an appetiser, which was gladly accepted, for he was feeling far
from well He ate but little of the good plain dinner provided for him,
and soon after went to his bed. Before doing so, however, he asked for
Eachainn, wishing to give him a tritlo for his guidance, but on being told
that the lad had gone home with his mother, he gave Somhairle Dubk a
shilling to give him.

Although Gillespio was very tired, he could not sleep. He tossed
and turned, and only as the day was breaking did he fall asleep, but
it did not refresh him, for the incidents of his journey haunted him
in his sleep. He was again riding the pony, going at a furious rate,
while Eachainn sat at his back holding him in a grasp of iron. There
aroso before him the figure of the snake of gigantic proportions, which,
writhing round his neck, was nearly strangling him, but instead of hissing
it uttered the * craik, craik,” of the T'rian-ri-trian. With an effort he
awoke, and found himself stiff and feverish, and his throat very sore. In
a word, the honest man was in for a bad attack of quinsey or inflammation
of the throat. After a few days had elapsed, he expressed his surprise
that Eachainn had not called to enquire for him ; but he was told the lad
had gone to a village ten miles oft to lay out his shilling. Somhairle Dubh
and his goodwife became very concerned about their guest, and nothing
could exceed their kindness and attention to him. They sent for the
doctor, but he was away some distance and could not come at once. On
the fourth day of Gillespie’s, illness, Svomhairle Dubh scating himself by
the sick man, with great solemnity of manner said, “ Sir, we must all
die. Now, sir, I am come to do to you as I would like to be done by ;
for sore, sore would it be to me to think my body should not be put in
the grave of my father in Kilmuir. So, sir, by your leave, where would
you choose to be buried #”

¢ Buried ! ” exclaimed the Gauger, aghast, sitting up in his bed, and
staring at his host. * Buried | surely I am not 8o bad as that 9"

Without noticing his emotion, the worthy man continued, ¢ Folk
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have different ways in different countries ; but you may depend upon it,
gir, it's no my father’s son that would suffer the corpse of a Duine-uasal
not to be treated in every way most honourably. You shall be properly
washed and stretched ; that you may be sure of, and you shall not want
for the dead shirt, for by my faith, and I'll do as I promised, sir, you
shall have my own dead shirt that my wife made with her own hands of
real good linen, and beautifully sewed too. And we'll keep you, sir, for
the seven days and seven nights, aud I'll get Jan Suor to make as good a
chest for you as ever he made, with brass-headed nails all round it, and
with shining handles like silver, and you shall lie in your chest like a
Duine-uasal should, with two large candles at your head, and two at your
feet, and a plateful of salt on your breast.”

Here poor Gillespie could contain himself no longer, but greaned aloud
at this dismal recital of what was to be done to his corpse.

“What, sir? you're may be thinking the Alaire, or death feast, will not
be good enough ; but ye need not trouble yourself for that, there shall be
plenty whisky and plenty meat, and my wife shall make good bannocks.”

“Yes, indeed I will,” said the good woman, wiping her eyes with her
apron as she sobbed out, “Ochan, ochan! little does his mother know
how her son is the night.”

“ But,” continued her husband, ¢ think what a comfort it'll be to her
to hear of his being buried so decent like ; for, sir, you shall be put in
my own grandfuther’s grave, and that's what I'd not do to many, but I'll
do it to you, for though you are a gauger you're a stranger far from your
own people, and I'd like to show kindness to you.”

Indeed the worthy man never doubted but he had afforded Gillespie
the greatest comfort in thus having settled all the particulars of his
funeral ; for an intense anxiety about the proper disposal of his remains,
and the complete fulfilling of all the customary ceremonies of death, is a
characteristic trait of the Highlander.

It was the seventh day of Mr Gillespie’s illness when Eachainn re-
turned, and he immediately went to sce the sick man, who by this time
could scarcely speak. He lay pale and languid, with his eyes closed, and
apparently the dews of death on his brow. The lad was greatly shocked.
He expected to find him ill, but not so bad as this—not for death.
“ Ochan, ochan !” he exclaimed, and covering his face with his hands,
he burst into tears. The Gauger on opening his eyes and secing his
visitor, smiled faintly and said, ¢ It's all over with me, Eachainn.”

¢ Oh no, no, sir ; don’t say that, I hope you'll be better soon. And
don’t you be thinking of the Tasy, sir, for she’ll not be for you at all,
gir, but for the minister’s goodmother, who died last night with the fever,
and his children have got it too, for it’s very smitting ; but I'll no be caring.
I’ll just be going up to the manse, and tell the doctor to come to you.”

“ Stop,” said the Gauger with difficulty, and then pointing to his
fowling-piece, which stood in a corner, he continued with a faltering
voice, ““ Keep it for my sake, for I shall never use it again.”

“Oh no, sir,” replied Eachainn in a broken voice, *“ I'll be hoping to
see you use her many’s the time yet. We'll be shootiug the moor-hens
together some day, but I must be going for the doctor quick.” So saying,
the lad hurried out of the room, for fear he should again break down.
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In about three hours the tramping of a horse announced the arrival
of the doctor, who bad galloped in from the manse, while Eachainn ran
and panted all the way at his horse’s side. And while the doctor was
entering the inn, Eachanin ran to his mother's, and told her to get her
herbs ready, for perhaps she would be able to do more good than the
doctor, after all their hastening back. 1le was in the sick-room as soon
as the doctor, who, having examined his patient in silence for a few
minutes, began the following harangue with a pompous voice and
manner :—* You see, sir, you are labouring under what is commonly
called a quinsey, but which, professionally, we denominate Cynanche, to
which may be added in your case the adjective noun maligna. I regret
to say that your case is exceedingly desperate. Had I been able to have
seen you earlier I should have followed Celsus’ excellent advice in these
cases, but I am sorry to say that the Celsian treatment is now entirely
out of the questien. There can now be no doubt that the gpening into
the trachea is very nearly closed up by the phlegmon or inflammation,
avhen death by asphyxia must ensue. There is here, then, but, one course.
Here,”—taking a small case of instruments out of his pocket—* here, you
see, is a fine sharp-pointed knife or scalpel, with which an incision being
made into your trachea, I shall insert a small tube so as to keep up the
communication between the atmosphere and the lungs, to obviate what
would otherwise be the fatal closing of the glottis.” With that the
doctor arranged his instruments at the bedside, and was preparing to
operate at once, when a dim sense of his intentions began to break in
upon the minds of the spectators.

“ And where do you mean to cut, sir?” asked Somhairle Dubh, first
breaking silence.

¢ Here, exactly here,” replied the doctor, placing his finger on Mr
Gillespie's throat a little below the chin.

¢ And have you no other cure but that, Doctor #”

“ None whatever,” answered he, shaking his head, and teking up the
scalpel, at the sight of which the sick man shrunk to the other side of
bed with a look of pitiable despair.

“No other cure than to cut the Duine-uasal’s throat,” screamed
Eachainn, coming forward, with a face blanched with horror ; ¢ No, no,
sir,” he continued, ¢ you'll shust have to cut my throat first. If you'll no
be doing better than that, I could be doing as good myself with the corran
yonder, and not to trouble you to be coming with them awful knives,
shust enough to frighten a body.”

On hearing this, the poor Gauger smiled gratefully on Eachainn, and
pressed his hand between both his own.

“Sir!” exclaimed the doctor, hoarse with passion, ¢ what is the
meaning of this? am I to perform the operation or not 1"

“ No, sir,” replied the sick man in a scarcely articulate voice. I
throw myself upon the mercy of God. I can but die.”

“Then die, sir,” said the enraged doetor, “and your blood be upon
your own head ;” and hastily packing up his instruments, he turned to
leave the room just as Lachainn’s mother (a descendant of Fearchair
Lighiche) entered. She gave him a respectful greeting, which, however, was
very ungraciously received, and soon the sounds of his horse’s hoofs was



THE CELTIC MAGAZINE. 153

heard as he galloped away, Eachainn muttering something about the
Diabhul going along with him.

Eachainn’s mother now took up the case, and having tenderly examined
the throat, called fora pot and boiling water, into which she cast some herbs
and boiled them over the fire. The decoction she ordered to be applied
on flannels, as hot as he could bear it, to the sick man’s throat, while he
inhaled the hot steam of the same from the spout of a teapot. The good
woman then called for a skellet, into which she measured two or three
cups of water ; she then threw into the water some dried herbs
and fresh roots. When the mixture was hot it threw up a green scum,
which she skimmed off She then poured some of the potion into a
tumbler, and approaching the patient, said in Gaelic, “ Try, my dcar,
and swallow this ; I know it is very painful for you to do it, but life is
precious, and for your mother’s sake, if you have one, make the attempt.”

On her wishes being explained to Gillespie, he grasped the tumbler,
and with a great effort slowly but painfully drained it. In about
half-an-hour after he had taken it, his face became of a ghastly green
shade; he stretched himself out at his full length; his pulse seemed to fail ;
he heaved deep sighs; and at length began to retch violently. It now
appeared a struggle between life and death, but at length the imposthume
burst, and the poor man swooned away. The spectators now thought all
was over with the ganger, but Eachainn’s mother knew better. She held
his head with one hand, while with the other she chafed his temples,
calling to her son to throw some water in the patient's face, and telling
the landlord to bring some red wine, if he had any in the house. Her
orders being promptly carried out, the sick man soon opened his eyes, and
in a little while was able to speak, when he expressed his gratitude to
the worthy woman for the great relief she had afforded him.

From this time Gillespie mended fast, but necessarily was obliged to
keep his bed for several days,and findingthe time hangheavy, he would keep
Eachainn by him for hours together, as he had taken a great liking to the
lad, besides being under such an obligation to his mother, of whose skill and
the wonderful cures she had effected her son was never tired of talkingabout.

¢ But how did your mother gain all the knowledge 1" said the Gauger.

“ Well, sir, you must know my mother is descended from the famous
man Fearchair Lighiche.”

¢ And who may he be 1" enquired Gillespie.

¢ Ah, air, it was him that was the ciever man. He could cure every
disease in the shutting of a Taibhshear's eye, and knew every herb and
plant, every tree and root, every bird and beast. And there’s something
more wonderful yet,” continued Eachainn in an awe-struck tone.

“ And what is that 1" asked Gillespie.

“ Well, sir, maybe you'll no be believing it, but it's true all the same,
that Fearchair Lighiche had the gift to know what the birds would be
seying to each other.”

The Gauger threw a quick glance at his companion, thinking he was
trying to gull him, but seeing that Eachainn spoke in all sincerity, and
even with a certain amount of awe in his manner, Gillespie did not
interrupt him, merely remarking, “That was a gift indeed, if he made
good use of it.”
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¢ That he did, sir, for he was a réal good man, and a blessing was on
all he did.”

“ Well,” said the Gauger, with an air of incredulity, “tell me now of
some instance where this gift was shown by your wonderful relative,
Farquhar Lick, or whatever his name was$”

““ By your leave, sir, his name is not Lick, but Lighishe, and that
means ‘ Healer,” The people will be calling him that because of the
cures he did. But his own right name was Beaton, and T could be
telling you lots of stories about him. One time, on a beautiful summer
morning, he was walking by the seaside, and he met old Colin Macrae
atid his two sons going to their boat to go to Skerry-Rona to cut sea ware,
when they spoke to the seer. He looked to the north and to the south,
with a face full of trouble, and just then a raven flew over their heads,
and gave a hollow croaking kind of sound.”

8o do all ravens, man,” interrupted the Gauger.

‘Without noticing the interruption, Eachainn continued, ¢ And then,
sir, when Fearchair Lighiche heard the raven, he turned to the old man
and commanded him and his sons not to enter the boat or put to sea that
day, for, said he, ‘I have it from them that never deceive that evil will
come to a boat from Harlosh coast this day.’”

“ And did they take notice of the warning ?”

¢ The old man, sir, was minded to stay, but the young lads laughed,
and said they did not care for all the ravens between the point of
Uishinish and the Coolin Hills, so they set off. But the wise man stood
looking after them with a sad face, and then the raven flew past again ;-
and when Fearchair heard the croak of the bird, he clasped his hands,
and looking up he cried out, ‘Lost ! lost ! lost !’”

“ And what became of the men ?” enquired Gillespie, interested, in
spite of his unbelief.

“T'll tell you, sir, about the middle of the day there was a thick fog,
which covered the sea and the land, and when the night came on there
was a dreadful storm, so that no boat could live. The people will be
blaming old Meg Mackintosh, the witch of Glen Dubh, for it, for she
met the men that very morning, just after they’ll be finding a dead door-
mouse, and that is just always a sign of death. Well, when the night was
come, the house of John Mac John Mac Kenneth was all cheerless and
dark, for they that went out in the morning had never come back ; and
the poor wife sat all her lone, on a three-legged stool by the side of the
fire, crying bitterly for her man and her sons, whose three stools stood
empty opposite her on the other side. Her dog lay at her feet,’and the
poor brute kept licking her hand, for he knew she was in trouble ; and
when her sobs became more convulsively audible, he would raise a low
whine in sympathy. Well, sir, it'll just be about the middle of the night,
when in a distracted state the woman exclaimed, ¢ Oh, this fearful
suspense | it is worse than the worst reality. Would to heaven I were
certain whether they are dead or alive” She had scarcely left off
speaking, when she’ll hear a queer-like sound, and the dog she’ll hear it too,
for she'll growl and go close to the wife’s side, and then she'll see three
shivering figures sitting before her on the stools that were previously empty,
all wet, pale, and with the death-look on them. You may be sure she
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was awful frightened. She daren’t speak ; but she shust held out her
arms to embrace them, but she could not lay hold of them, for with a
soundless tread they glided away and vanished, while she heard pro-
nounced these words, ¢ Cha till, cha till, cha till, sinn tuille’ (We return,
return, return no more). Then she gave a great skirl and fell down, and
she was found in the morning just quite senseless, with the poor beastie
of a dog watching her.”

“That is certainly a very strange story, Eachainn.”

“Yes, sir; and there’s plenty more I could be telling you, if you
like. Once the laird was taken ill all of a sudden with a bad pain in his
chest, when he was walking near some rocks where the fairieslived. Some
say he was struck by an elf-bolt, as one was picked up near the spot the
next day. So he sent to Fearchair Lighiche to come to heal him. It
was a long way to go, and when Fearchair and the man that was fetehing
him got to about five miles from the laird’s house a gobhar-athair flew
over them, and when Fearchair heard the cry of the bird he stopped, and
told the man it was no use to go any further, for his master was dead, and
0 he turned back. When the man got home, he found that his master
had died just at the very time they heard the goblar-uthair. Sometimes
he would fall into a trance, when he would be seeing most beautiful things,
One day he was travelling with his nephew and his foster-brother, who
always carried his herb-box and his Hebrew Bible, and they came to a
place where a great battle was fought long ago. And there's a big cairn
there over the bones of the men who were killed, and people will be seeing
the spirits of them if they go that way at night. Fearchair said to his
nephew that he was going to lie down and sleep, and that they were to
be sure not to wake him, nor even touch him. Well, sir, he went to
sleep, and at first he was breathing very hard, and his face was full of
trouble, but after a little he did not breathe at all, and his face got as white
as snow, and he looked just if he was dead. His nephew got so frighiened
when he saw him, that he jumped up to wake him, but the other held
him back and whispered, ¢ For your life, move not, speak not, touch not ;’
and they then saw coming out of the mouth of the sleeping man a tiny,
tiny, wee thing like a beautiful butterfly. When the nephew saw it, he
made a8 if he would catch it, but the other man called out, ¢ For any sake,
don’t touch it, for there’s something awful in it,’ so they looked and saw
it go into the cairn. The night had well nigh fallen before they saw the
beautiful wee creature coming out of the cairn and going back into the mouth
of Fearchasr. Then he woke up and sneezed three times, and said, ¢'Tis
well ; let's on, let’s on.” He didn’t speak again for a long time, but once
they heard him say like to himself in Gaelic, ‘Eternal/ eternall eternall'”

“ And what did the people think of all this §” asked Gillespie.

¢ O, sir, they say that when he'll be in & trance his spirit would
come from his body, and go to the spiritual worlds, or anywhere he liked.
There was only three men on earth to whom he told what it was that
he’ll be seeing at such times, and they dared only each tell it to one other,
their nearest relatives when they arrived at the age of twenty-nine.

( To be Continued.)
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GLASGOW HIGHLAND ASSOCIATION.
D s / s

ANNUAL MEETING.

TaE re-union of this Association took place on Friday evening, the 21st
December, in the City Hall, Glasgow —the Rev. Alexander Stewart,
F.8.A.8., “Nether-Lochaber,” in the chair; supported right and left
by Professor Grant, Glasgow University ; D. Mackinnon, M.A.,
Edinburgh ; Duncan Sharp, president of the Association ; James Fraser,
vice-president ; Angus Nicholson, of the Gael ; Alexander Mackenze, of
the Celtic Magazine ; John Murdoch, of the Higllander ; Charles Mac-
kinnon Ramsay, of the Citizen; Dr D. Morrison, Edinburgh ; Captain
Menzies, of the Glasgow Highlanders ; D. Cowan, A. Macneil, C. Camp-
bell, Duncan Whyte ; Archibald Sinclair, Gaelic publisher ; John G.
Mackay, secretary ; John Munro, treasurer ; Lieut. Mactavish ; Maloolm
Ferguson, and Alexander Macleod, representatives of the Skye Associa-
tion; Captain Maclauchlan, of the Clydesdale; John S. Loudon, of
Clonyards ; Dr D. C. Black, Captain Macdougall, Captain Baxter, Quees
of the Lake; Captain Mactavish, Henry Whyte, Murdoch Macdonald,
Drs Johnston and Maclachlan, Lieut. Kerr, W. Macrae Bogle, Duncan Mac-
innes, John Mackechnie, Captain Maccallum, Mountaineer ; Neil Brown,
A. W. Macleod, Charles Walker, William Cameron, Keil, Lochaber, &c.

A letter of apology was received from the Rev. G. L. Campbell ; and
Mr N. Macneill, editor of The Highland Echo, being neceasarily out of
town, sent the following Gaelic telegram :—“ Failte do'n Chomunn Ghaidh-
ealach 's d’a Cheann-suidhe ; tha mi duilich mach urrainn mi bhi lathair
a chluinntinn Bhun-Lochabeir, oirdhearc, ealanta.—Niall MacNeill.”
There were also a number of ladies on the platform. Two pipers played
while the people were gathering. The Chairman on his appearance on
the platform accompanied by his supporters received a most hearty High-
land welcome from the large audience, which numbered not less than
1200 or 1300 persons. A blessing having been asked, Mr James Fraser
sang two verses of the 103d Psalm in Gaelic, the audience joining with
powerful effect.

The Chairman now presented himself, when he was enthusiastically
received, made a short and telling speech in Gaelic expressing his
pleasure at being present, and at seeing such a large meeting of his fellow
Highlanders from all parts of the country. From the sweet and effective
manner in which they had just sung the Psalm he was almost induced to
preach them a sermon ; but there were times and seasons for all things,
and he might say with the Gaelic bard—

Ged nach deanain fidhleireachd,

Gu’n deanain sgriobhadh ’s leughadh ;
’S a naile dheanain searmoin duit,
Nach talaich neach fo'n ghrein eirr.

(Loud applause.) He was much indebted to the officials of the Associa-
tion for the great honour they had done him in placing him in the chair,
He was told that some of the great men of Glasgow considered it beneath
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their dignity to patronise such a meeting, but the truth was these persons
lost a good deal more than the Association. (Applause.) He would not
detain them with a lengthy speech, for he knew tﬁat they cared more for
one good Gaelic song than any speech he could give them, and they were
S‘xih right. At a meeting like that his principal work would be to keep
em in good spirits and good order, and he knew perfectly well that this
would be an easy task with such a respectable audience of his country-
men. He would be something like Murdo Macdonald’s new smack.
Murdo bought a smack, and the Rev. Mr John of Morven asked him how
ghe sailed. ¢ Well, by your leave,” said Murdo, * she’ll not sail close to
the wind at all, but give her tide and wind, and take my word she’ll run
before it.” (Laughter and applause.) He (the Chairman) knew perfectly
well that they would not require of him to tack against the wind, and he
would promise them that he would run well before it. (Applause).

Mr Cowan, merchant, and Mr John Murdoch addressed the meeting,
the sabject being the state of the Highlands, the croft system, and teach-
ing Gaelic in our Highland schools ; Mr Cowan saying in conclusion that
the Chairman conferred great honour upon the Association by coming all
the way from Lochaber to preside at their meeting. They were all proud
of him. (Applause.) His name was a household word all over the world.
In America, Australia, Africa, in Asia, and wherever the Gaelic or English
language was knonw, ‘ Nether-Lochaber” was known and esteemed.
(Cheers.)

Mr Mackenzie, of the Celtic Magazine, moved a vote of thanks to
their excellent chairman. He did not know who these great men were
who would not condescend to patronise the Highland Association and
sapport “ Nether-Lochaber” in the chair. For himself, with all due
deference to the Glasgow magnates, he would esteem it a greater honour
to sit under their chairman than under any nabob, however wealthy or
otherwise influential, in the Western capital. (Loud cheers.) Who did not
read the “ Nether-Lochaber” column of the Inverness Courier with: profit,
pleasure, and delight? And it should be kept in mind that before any of
our Celtic societies had any existence, and before our Celtic apostle,
Professor Blackie, and all honour to him, began the Celtic Chair crusade,
Mr Stewart, in the ¢ Nether-Lochaber” column, alone and almost single-
handed, kept up the interest of scholars, and of those who loved the
Highlanders, in their language and literature. (Applause.)

A service of fruit was supplied during the evening. The pipe music
by Mesars Macphie and Macpherson was excellent. The dancing was
good, but especially Seann ¢riubhais, by Mr Cameron and his youthful
assistanta. They surpassed anything we have seen. Where the singing
was of such a high order, it would be invidious to make any distinction,
but we may congratulate Mr Murray on his happy hit in giving, when
encored, some excellent verses of his own composition in praise of the
chairman and Mr Angus Nicholson of the Gael. Not a single word of
English was spoken throughout the evening, except a call for a song by
Professor Grant in the absence of the chairman.

After the meeting, the company retired to the ball-room, where they
kept up the dance until three o'clock in the morning. The gathering was
altogether a decided success,
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THE GAEL LODGE, No. 609, —This energetic young Lodgs, the latest outgrewth
of the Gaelio revival which has been going on for some time, held its irst regular meet-
ing in the Masonic Hall, No. 30 Hepe Street, Glasgow, on the 20th of December.
Brother Angus Nicolson, Right Wershipful Master ; Brother Duncan Sharpe, Semior
Warden; and the other office-bearers were in attendance, and opemed the Lodge
in the Gaelic language—not a word of English being spoken. Alex.. Mackentsis,
Eaq., editor of The Celtic Magazine, Inverness, and Dr Daniel Morrison, of Edinburgh,
being in attendance, were then duly initiated in Gaelic by the RW.M. The same
parties baving come from their distant homes out of a patriotio feeling aad sympathy
with the cause, particularly the Gaelio feature of it, were then passed and raised to the
sublime degree of Master Mason. The Lodge was then closed in due and ancient form,
in Gaelic. This is the first time in the annals of Freemasonry that such a ceremony is

known to have been performed in the Gaelic language, and we are told by those best
qualified to judge that the beautiful and impressive ceremony of the Order loses none of
its effect by being transferred to the classic old language of Caledonia—indeed, some say
that it is much more beautiful and effective, and who knews but the venerable lan,

of Ossian may be found living in the secret repositories of the Lodge ** Gael ™ when it
has ceased to be spoken even by the occupant of Professor Blackie’s much talked of
chair. We may mention that to Bro. Angus Nicolson, R.W.M., is due the credit of
being the first to bring the Gaelic into the secret chumbers ot Freemasonry the same as
he has been the originator of several other important Celtic movements, having been the
original starter and editor of The Canadian Scotsman, the first of the Anglo-Gaelis
newspapers, and also the Gaelic magazine, *‘ The Gael,” Gu mu fada béo mats am
Maighistir Fior Urramach (R.W.M.) agus céo as a thuigh—may he long live to preside
over the destinies of the Gael, and originate new Gaelic ideas. It is quite possible that
Bro. Nicolson, who is known to be somewhat of a Gaelic enthusiast, on-havi i
ocovered that Freemasonry existed since the building of Solomon’s Temple, thought of
giving his beloved mother tongue an indefinite long lease of life by introducing it into so
ancient and honourable an institution, which is likely to live for thousands of years to
come. Freemasonry may perhaps be peculiarly fitted to concentrate and keep alive the
Celtic fire. And is it too much to wish that this may not be the last we may hear of
““Gael” Lodges? Should there not be one in Inverness and Edinburgh, seeing that the
Gael has ordained two good apostles for those places already? The success of the
Glasgew Guel Lodge augurs well for such a movement—the application for charter bei
one of the largest signed and most influential ever presented to the Grand Lodge. It
was signed by over fifty Master Masons, the greater portiou of them from among the most
wealthy and influential Highlanders of Glasgow. Thus allowing the Lodge te commence
with a membership of fifty, as all the applicants came in as Charter members, and since
the Lodge was started we are informed it has about forty new candidates on the reoll—
twelve of whom have already been initiated, —Scottish Frecmason.

(]

THE PROPHECIES OF TEX BRAHAN SEER—Coinneach Odhar Fiosaiche.—A Second
Rdition of this curions book is in the press, and will be published in a few days by the
Publishers of this Magazine, The first editien was not only printed verbatim from fhe
Celtic Magazine, but printed ‘from the same types without re-setting, and, co! nutzi
not such a presentable book in typography or appearance as could be wislod.m%h
these drawbacks, however, it went out of print in a few months, The torthaoming isswe
oontains a large number of nddmons.l prophecies ; is printed in large apd clear type, om
good paper, crown 8vo,. ; and bound in neat cloth case, with gilt lettering. The predi
tions are classified under the respective headings of—-Prophecies which might be attri-
buted to natural shiewdness; Doubtful; Unfulfilled ; Fulfilled; Partly Fulfilled ;

The Doom of Seaforth ; &ec., &c. In addition to this, a valuable AP ndix, of ahout |
pages, will be given by the Rev. Alexander Macgregor, M.A., en * Eighh.d Supersti-
tion, Druids, Fairies, Witch_ornft, Second Sight, Hallowe'en, Sacred Wells, and other
peculiar Practices and Beliefs, with several curious Instances” ; nukilg.tltogothor [y
neat and handy volume of about 170 ages. For further particulars and Opinions of the
Press see second page of cover, Parties vm}ning to secure oopies sheuld apply at emoe,
as a great part of the issue is already subscribed for,
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Literature.

0

AN T-ORANAICHE ; OR, THE GAELIC SONGSTER, ARCHIBALD SINCLAIR,
and R. MacorEGOoR & Co., Glasgow.

‘WE have before ns Part IIL of this excellent publication, and can only
gy that it is quite up to its predecessors in the quality of its contents
and general get-up. We have over one hundred pages of excellently-
printed matter, the best value, both as regards quality and quantity, that
ever issued from the Gaelic press. We are glad to see so many of Evan
MacColl's gems in this part, also a few sweet songs by John Campbell,

ig. The Highlander who does not possess the * Oranaiche” along-
gide “ The Beauties of Gaelic Poetry” cannot pretend to be posted up,
even fairly, in our Gaelic storehouse of song. Mr Sinclair is carning for
himself a reputation such as we are now commemorating in the case of his
predecessor in the same ficld, John Mackenzie, of “ Sar Obair nam Bard.”
Let us give Mr Sinclair the benefit during his life by buying his
excellent book, and so at the same time encourage similar exploits by
others in the field of Celtic literature. After all, this is the most sensible
and most useful way of testifying our appreciation of good work. This
can unhesitatingly be called such, and all for one shilling and sixpence,
‘We may, however, point out an error on page 304, where the song, *“ Gun
Togainn Fonn gu h-Aighearach” is ascribed to Allan Macdougall, the
Glengarry bard. We always understood that the song was composed by
Mrs Campbell, Glenelg, better known as * Bean Dubl Ailein,” who com-
poeed several other excellent pieces. A few alterations are made, which
are not improvements. Such as in the first stanza, where we have

Turus dhomhsa mach air Chuairt
Thacbair mi air Gleann-a-Cuaich,

for
Latha dbomsa mach air Chusirt
Thachair rinm fcar Ghlinne-Cuaich,

Again, we have in the socond line of the seventh stanza * fear na croic”
substituted for “damh na croic.” The following stanza is ommitted
altogether :—

Chunna mise thu seachad suas,

’8 feile preasach ort mun cuairt,

Boinaid gorm os cionn do chluais,
’S gun b’ uallach am mac athar thw,

There are several typographical errors, but this can hardly be avoided
in a Gaelic publication, while the compositors are ignorant of the language.

Tae sixth annual dinner of the Gaclic Society of Inverness came off
on Tuesday evening, the 15th January, under the presidency of that
excellent Highlander, Captain MacRa Chisholm, late of the 42d High-
landers, and was a great success. We hope to place one or two of the
addresses on record in our next. .
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NIGHEAN DONN NA BUAILE.

Plaintive.
a1 °

v 4
‘sbinn-e leam do chomhradh Na smeor - aich-ean nan
Chorus—A nigh - ean donn na buail-e, Aig ’m beil an gluas - ad m
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No ’chuth - ag mad - uinn Mhaigh - ¢, Ne  clar - saich - ean nan teud,
Do  chalp - aich - ean deas boidh-each, Troidh chomh-nard mach lub feur,
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No cruit an Rob - in bru - dhearg, Le  ribh - eid chinil na bheul,
Do shlios tha mar an fhaoil - iun, Air mad - uinn chiuin ri greim,
1 o D.C.‘(or Chorus

g )’ A s )’ A 1”2
14 — '

14
Air  bhair nan dos-chrannlub-ta fo dhruchd - aibh nan .
Mo thruaigh - e mi thug gaol dut, 'S nach fhaod sinn bhi reidh.
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D.C. for Chorus.
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Gabh beachd air rian an drobhair An uair a gheibh i coir air
*Tha 'n comhnaidh air an fheill, A’s ordugh bho na obleir
’N uair chi e caileag bhoidheach, Cha’n fhaod e cainnt no comhradh
B A’s moran as nhdeigh— , Ri ¢igh ach i-fhein,
i’dh sid ag arach prois innt Och ! ’s mithich sgur dhe m’ ghoraich
A’s barail m}xor dhi-fhein— 'S mo threoir air dol an eis,
'8 ro fhurasta ’cur gorach, Oir tha mo cheann air liathadh—
Mar eil i stoildt i-fhein. Tha fiacaill 8 mo dheud—
An uair a thig am Maighe The’n Teschdair tighinn ga m’ jarraidh,

'S na pris fv bhlath gu leir, ’S sgeul fior e nach dean breug
Cha'n fhiosrach dhomh co's fearr dhiubh | O'! ’s mithich dhuirn 'bhi stricchdadh

No ’s dacha 'thighinn gu feum ; Do Dhia a’s do’'n Eung.
Ach fuirich mios no dha . Ciad soruidh leis na beanntan

'S chi thu pairt dhiubh 'dol an eis, 'S na gleanntaichean mu thuath
'8 cuid eile 's meas a’ fas orr’ Far 'n robh mi uair dhe m’ shaoghal

A’ lubadh barr nan geug. 'S mi aotrom, mear, gle luath,
Combait]’ bheirinn-8’ air gill’ og A nise bho na phes

A bhios beo a mo dheigh— 'S mi’'n diugh na m’ bhroinean truagh—
Gun e 'dhol & phosadh Mo chuibhrionn bho la m’ oige

Ri og bhean gun speis, Mar sheoldairean &' chuain,

Note.—I took down the sbove words and air from the singing of a little boy in
Lochbroom, The air is one of the sweetest of our Highland melodies, and is popular in
different parts of the ceuntry. The words, I am infermed, are the composition of Donald
Fraser, who was at one time forester at Fannich, on the Dundonell Estate. Fraser com-
posed many songs, some of which are of more than ordinary merit. The above seng is

‘venen‘nvtlyuu.uxl‘;otit, but I am inolined to think shat it is not exactly as the Bard
‘ ito— .
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HISTORY OF THE CLAN MACKENZIE,
WITH GENEALOGIES OF THE PRINCIPAL FAMILIES.
By tHE EDITOR.

—— () s
[ConTiNUED.]

VIL COINNEACH A BHLAIR, or KeNNETH OF THE BATTLE, was
served heir to his father, at Dingwall, in 1488. He secured the cognomen
“ of the battle” from the distinguished part he took in the battle of Park
already mentioned, fought during his father's lifetime, in the neighbour-
hood of Kinellan, His father was far advanced in years before
Kenneth married, and arriving at the age of twenty, Alexander thought
it prudent, with the view to establish and strengthen his peace with John
of Isla, to match Kenneth, his heir and successor, with Isla’s daughter
Margaret, and so extinguish their ancient feuds for ever in that alliance.
The Island chief willingly consented, and the marriage was not long
afterwards solemnised in 1480. John, Isla’s eldest son, soon after this
came to Ross, and feeling himself more secure in consequence of this
alliance, took possession of Balcony House and the adjacent lands, where,
at the following Christmas, he provided a great feast for his old depend-
ants, inviting to it most of the more powerful chiefs and barons north of
the Spey, and among others, his brother-in-law Kenneth Mackenzie,
The House of Balcony was at the time very much out of repair, so that
he could not conveniently lodge all his distinguished guests within it
He therefore had to arrange some of them in the outhouses as best he
could. Kenneth did not arrive until Christmas eve, accompanied by a
train of followers numbering forty men, in accordance with the custom of
the times. An official of the name of Maclean had the chief charge of
the arrangements in the house. Some days previously he had a di
ment with Kenneth at some games, and on his afrival, Maclean, who had
the disposal of the guests, told the heir of Kintail that, in conse-
quence of his connection with the family, they had taken the liberty
to provide him with lodgings in the kiln. Kenneth considered
himself thus insulted, the more especially as he imagined the slight pro-
ceeded from Maclean’s ill-will towards him, and Kenneth who was ex-
ceedingly powerfnl, instantly struck him a blow on the ear, which threw
_him to the ground. The servants in the house viewed this as an insult
N
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directed against their Chief, Macdonald, and at once took to their arms,
Kenneth though bold enough soon perceived that he had no chance to
fight them successfully, or even to beat a retreat, and noticing some boats
lying on the shore, which had been provided for the transport of the
guests, he took as many of them as he required, sank the rest, and

with his followers to the opposite shore, where he remained for the night,
He took up his quarters in the house of a tenant ¢ who haid no syrnam
but a patronimick ;” and Kenneth, boiling with passion, was sowr:g
affronted at being from his own house on Christmas, staying wi

& stranger, and off his own property. He, in these circumstances, requested
his guest to adopt the name of Mackenzie, promising him protection in
future, that he might thus be able to say he slept under the roof of one
of his own name. His host at once consented, and his posterity
were ever after known as Mackenzies. Next morning (Christmas day)
Kenneth went to the hill above Chanonry,and sent word to the Bishop, who
was at the time enjoying his Christmas with others of his clergy, that he
desired to speak to him. The Bishop, knowing his man’s temper, and the
turbulent state of the times, thought it prudent to meet the young chief-
tain, though he considered it very strange to receive such a message, on
such a day, from such a quarter, and wondered what could be the object
of his visitor. He soon found that young Mackenzie simply wanted a
fou of the small piece of land on which was situated the house in which
he lodged the previous night, and stated his reason to be, “lest Macdonald
should brag that he had forced him on Christmas eve to lodge at another -
man’s discretion, and not on his own heritage.” The Bishop, willing to
oblige him, and afraid to do otherwise, perceiving him in such a rage, at
once sent for his clerk and there and then granted him a charter of the
township of Cullicudden, whereupon Kenneth returned to the place, and
remained in it all day, lording over it as his own property. The place was
kept by him and his successors until Colin acquired more of the Bishop's
lands in the neighbourhood, and afterwards exchanged the whole with
the Sheriff of Cromarty for lands in Strathpeffer.

Next day Kenneth started for Kinellan, where the old Chief, Alex-
ander, resided, and related what had taken place. His father was sorely
grieved, for he well knew that the smallest difference between the families
would revive their old grievances, and, although there was less
since Macdonald’s interest in Ross was smaller than in the past, yet he
knew the Clan to be a powerful one still, even more so than his own, in
their number of able-bodied warriors; but these considerations, strongly
impressed upon the son by the expericnced and aged father, only added
fuel to the fire in Kenneth's bosom, which was already fiercely burni
to revenge the insult offered him by Macdonald’s servants, His na
impetuosity could ill brook any such insult, and he considered himself
wronged to such an extent that he felt it his duty to retaliate, and personally
revenge it. 'While this was the state of his mind, matters were suddenly
brought to a crisis by the arrival, on the fourth day, of & messenger from
Macdonald with a summons requesting Alexander and Kenneth to remove
from Kinellan, with all their family, within twenty-four hours, allowi
only that the young Lady Margaret, his own sister, might remain m
she had more leisure to remove, and threatening war to the knife in case
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of non-compliance. Kenneth's rage can easily be imagined, and without
oconsulting his father or waiting for his counsel, he requested the mes-
senger to tell Macdonald that his father would remain where he was in
spite of him and all his power. For himself he was to receive no rules
for his staying or going, but he would be sure enough to hear of him
wherever he was ; and as for his (Macdonald’s) sister, Lady Margaret, *
since he had no desire to keep further peace with the brother, he would
no longer keep the sister. Such was the defiant message sent to young
Macdonald, and immediately after receipt thereof, Kenneth despatched Lady
Margaret in the most ignominious manner to Balnagown. The lady was
blind of an eye, and to insult her brother to the highest pitch, he sent
her mounted on a one-eyed horse, accompanied by a one-eyed servant,
fallowed by a one-eyed dog. She had only a short time before borne him
a son, and being still in a delicate state, this inhumanity grieved the poor
lady so much that she never after wholly recovered her health. Her son,
and the only issue of the marriage, was also named Kenneth, and to dis-
tinguish him from his father he was called Coinneach Og, or Kenneth
the younger.

It appears that Kenneth had no great affection for the Lady Margaret,
for a fow days after he sent her away he went to Lord Lovat's country,
accompanied by two hundred of his followers, and besieged his house.
Lovat was naturally much surprised at such conduct, and demanded an
explanation, when he was coolly told by Kenneth that he came to demand
his daughter Anne, or Agnes, in marriage now that he had no wife, having,
a8 he told him, disposed of the other in the manner already described.
He demanded a favourable answer to his suit without further deliberation,
on which condition he would be on strict terms of friendship with her
family ; but if his demand was refused, he would swear mortal enmity
against Lovat and his house. And as evidence of his intention in this
respect, he pointed out to his Lordship that he already had a party of his
men outeide gathering together the men, women, und goods that were
nearest in the vicinity, all of whom should * be made one fyne to evidence
his resolution.” Lovat had no particularly friendly feelings towards
Macdonald of the Isles, and was not at all indisposed to procure Mac-
kenzie’s friendship on such terms, and considering the exigencies and
danger of his retainers, and knowing full well the bold and determined
character of the man he had to deal with, he therefore consented to the
proposed alliance, provided the young lady herself was favourable. She
fortunately proved submissive. Lord Lovat delivered her up to her
suitor, who immediately returned home with her, and ever after they
lived togethor as husband and wife.*

Macdonald was naturally very much exasperated by Kenneth’s defiant
answer to himself, and the repeated insults heaped upon his sister, and,
through her, upon all her family. He thereupon despatched his great
steward, Maclean, to collect his followers in the Isles, as also to advise
and request the aid of his nearest relations on the mainland, such as the
Macdonalds of Moidart, and Clann Ian of Ardnamurchan. In a short
time they mustered a force between them of about fifteen hundred men,

* History of the Family of Fraser and Ear] of Cremartie's M8, History of the
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and arranged with Macdonald to meet him at Contin, for they
assumed that Alexander Mackenzie, now so aged, would not have gone to
Kintail, but would stay in Ross, judging that the Macdonalds, so recently
come under obligations to their King to keep the peace, would not venture
to collect their forces and invade the low country. But Kenneth, fore-
* seeing the danger from the rebellious temper of his brother-in-law, went
to Kintail on the commencement of Macdonald’s preparations, and placed
a strong garrison in the Castle of Ellandonnan, with sufficient provisions ;
and the cattle and other goods in the district he ordered to be driven and
taken to the most remote hills and secret places. He took all the re-
maining able-bodied men along with him, and on his way back to
Kinellan he was joined by his dependants in Strathconan, Strathgarve,
and other glens in the Braes of Ross, fully determined to defend him and
his aged father at the cost of their lives, small as their united force was
in comparison with that against which they would soon have to contend.

Macdonald had meanwhile collected his supporters, and at the
head of a large body of Western Highlanders, advanced through
Lochaber into Badenoch, where he was joined by the Clan Chattan ;
marched to Inverness, where they were joined by the young Laird of Kil-
ravock and some of Lovat's people, reduced the Castle (which was then a
Royal fortress), placed a garrison in it, and proceeding to the north-east,
plundered the lands of Sir Alexander Urquhart, Sheriff of Cromarty. They
next marched westward to the district of Strathconan, ravaging the lands
of the Mackenzies as they proceeded, and putting the inhabitants and
more immediate retainers of the family to the sword—resolutely de-
termined to punish Mackenzie for his ill treatment of Lady Margaret, and
recover possession of that part of the Earldom of Ross so long
by the Earls of that name, but now the property of Mackenzie by Royal
charter from the King. Macdonald wasted Strathconan, and arrived at
Contin on Sunday morning, where he found the people in great terror and
confusion ; and the able-bodied men having already joined Mackenzie, the
aged, the women, and the children took refuge in the church, thinking
themselves secure within its precincts from an enemy professing
Christianity, but they soon, to their horror, found themselves mistaken,
Macdonald having little or no scruples on the score of religion. He ordered
the doors to be closed and guarded, and set fire to the building. The
priest, helpless and aged men, women, and children were burnt to ashes,
not a single soul escaping.

This sacriligious and cruel act has been confused with the diabolical
burning of the Church of Cille-Chriost by the Macdonalds of Glengarry,
at a later date, and of which hereafter. Some of those who were fortunate
enough not {o have been in the church immediately started for Kinellan,
and informed Mackenzie of the hideous and cruel conduct of the advancing
enemy. Alexander was sorely grieved in his old age at the cruel de-
struction of his people, but expressed his gratitude that the enemy, whom
he had hitherto considered too mumerous to contend with successfully,
had now engaged God against them, by their impious and execra
conduct. Contin was not far from Kinellan, and Macdonald, thinking
that Mackenzie would not remain there with such a comparatively small
force, ordered his uncle, Gillespick, to draw up his followers to the large
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moor known as Blar na Paire, that he might review them, and send out
a detachment to pursue Mackenzie. Kenneth Mackenzie, who com-
manded, posted his men in a strong position, on ground where he thought
he could defend himeelf against a superior force, and convoniently situated
to attack the enemy if he saw a favourable opportunity. His followers
only amounted to six hundred. while his opponent had nearly three times
that number ; but he had the advantage in another respect, inasmuch as
he had sufficient provisions for a much longer period than Macdonald
could possibly procure for his larger force, the country people having
driven their cattle and all provender that might be of service to the
enemy out of his reach. About mid-day the Islesmen were drawn up on
the moor, about a quarter of a mile from the position occupied by
Kenneth, their forces only scparated from each other by a peat moss, full
of deep pits and deceitful bogs. Kenneth, fearing a siege, shortly before
this prevailed upon his aged father to retire to the Raven's Rock, above
Strathpeffer, to which place, strong and easily defended, he resolved to
follow him in case he was compelled to retreat before the numerically superior
host of his enemy. This the venerable Alexander did, recommending
bis son to the assistance and protection of a Higher Power, at the same
time assuring him of success, notwithstanding the superior force of his
adversary. By the nature of the ground, Kenneth perceived that Mac-
donald could not bring all his forces to the attack at once. He courageously
determined to maintain his ground, and adopted a strategy which he
correctly calculated would mislead his opponent, and place him at a
serious disadvantage. He acquainted his brother Duncan with his resolu-
tion and plans, and sent him off, before the struggle commenced, with a
body of archers to be placed in ambush, while he determined to cross
the peat bog and attack Macdonald in front with the main body,
intending to retreat as soon as his adversary returned the attack, and
80 entice the Islesmen to pursue him. 1le advised Duncan of his inten-
tion to retreat, and commanded him to be in readiness with his close body
of archers to full down and charge the enemy when they got fairly into the
moss, and entangled among its pits and bogs. Having made all these pre-
liminary arrangements, he boldly marched to meet the foe, leading his
resolute band in the direction of the intervening moss. Macdonald
seeing him, in derision, called his uncle Gillespick to see *Mackenzie's
impudent madness, daring thus to face him at such disadvantage.”
Gillespick being a more experienced general than his youthful but bold
nephew, said “ that such extraordinary boldness should be met by more
extraordinary wariness in us, lest we fall into unexpected inconvenience.”
Macdonald, in a furious rage, replied to this wise counsel, “Go
you also and join with them, and it will not neid our care nor move
the least fear in my followers.” Meanwhile, Mackenzie advanced a little
beyond the moss, avoiding, from his intimate knowledge of it, all the
dangerous pits and bogs, when Maclean of Lochbuy, who led the van
of the enemy’s army, advanced and charged him with great fury.

acocording to his pre-arranged plan, at once retreated, but so
masterly that in so doing he inflicted “as much damage upon the
enemy as he received.” The Islesmen soon got entangled in the moss, and

Duncan obeerving this, rushed forth from his ambush and furiously attacked
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the Macdonalds in flank and rear, slaughtering most of those who entered the
bog. He then turned round upon the main body, who were taken wun-
prepared. Kenneth seeing this, charged with his main body, who
were all well instructed in their Chief's design, and before the enmemy
were able to form in order of battle, he fell on their right flank
with such furious impetuosity, and did such execution amongst them,
that they were compelled to fall back in confusion before the splendid
onset of the small force which they had so recently sneered at and despised.
Gillespick, stung at his nephew’s taunt before the engagement com-
menced, to prove to him that “though he was wary in counsel, he
was not fearful in action,” sought out Mackenzie, that he might engage
him in single combat, and followed by some of his bravest followers, he
with signal valour did great execution among his opponents as he was
approaching Kenneth, who was in the hottest of the fight ; and who,
seeing Gillespick coming in his direction, advanced to meet hlm, killing,
wounding, or scattering any of the enemy that came between them. He
made a signal to Gillespick to advance and meet him in single combat ;
but finding him hesitating, Kenneth, who far exceeded him in strength,
while he equalled him in eourage, would “ brook no tedious debate, but
pressing on with fearful eagerness, he at one blow cut off Gillespick’s arm
and past very far into his body, so that he fell down dead.”

Just at this moment Kenneth noticed his standard-bearer, in his
immediate neighbourhood, without his colours, and fighting desperately
to his own hand. He turned round upon him and angrily asked what
had become of his colours, when he was coolly answered, “I left Mao-
donald’s standard-bearer, quite unashamed of himself, and without the
slightest concern for those of his own Chief, carefully guarding mine.”
Kenneth naturally demanded an explanation of such an extrao:
state of matters, when Donald coolly informed him that they (the stan
bearers) happened to meet in the conflict, when he was fortunate enough
to elay his oponent; that he had thrust the staff of his own standard
through the other’s body ; and as there appeared to be some good work
to be done among the enemy, he had left his other attendants to guard
the standard, and devoted himself to do what little he could in aid of his
master, and to protect him from his adversaries. Macdonald himself had
now been taken prisoner, and Maclean of Lochbuy (Lachlainn Mae
Thearlaich) was killed by Duncan Mor, Mackenzie's * great scallag,” or
ploughman. ‘What remajned of the Macdonalds were completely routed
and put to flight, but most of them were killed, ¢ quarter being no
ordinar complement in thos dayes.”

The night before the battle young Brodie of Brodie, accompanied
by the uccustomed train of retainers, was on a visit at Kenellan,
and as he was preparing to leave the next morning he noticed Mac-
kenzie's men in arms, whereupon he asked if the enemy were known
to be so near that for a certainty they would fight before night. Being
informed that they were close at hand, he determined to wait, in spite of
Kenneth’s pursuasion that he should not, and take a part in the battle,
saying “ that he was an ill fellow and worse neighbour that would leave
his friend at such a time.” He took a distinguished part in the battle,
and behaved “to the advantage of his friend and notable loss of his
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enemy,” and the Earl of Cromartie informs us that immediately after the
battle he went on his journey. But his conduct produced a friendship
between the Mackenzies and the family of Brodie, which continued
between their posterity, “ and ever yet remains betwixt them, being more
sacredly obeerved than the ties of affinity and consanguinity amongst most
others,” and a bond of manrent was entered into between the families,
Same authorities assert that young Brodie was slain, but of this no early
writer makes any mention ; and neither in Sir Robert Gordon's Eatldom
of Sutherland, in the Earl of Cromartie’s MS. History of the Mackenzies,
nor Brown's History of the Highland Clans, is there any mention made of
his having been killed, though all refer to the distinguished part he took
in the battle.

Next morning, Kenneth, fearing that those few who escaped might
rally among the hills, and commit cruelties and spoliations on those of his
people who might lie in their way, marched to Strathconan, where he
found, as he expected, that about three hundred of the enemy had rallied
and were destroying everything in their path which they may have passed
overin theireastward march ; as soon, however, as thoy noticed him in pursuit
they instantly took to their heels, but were all killed or taken prisoners.
Among the latter was Alexander, son of Gillespick killed by Kenneth
at the Battle of Park on the previous day. Kenncth now rcturned to
Kinellan, conveying Alexander in triumph, wherc he had left Macdonald
under guard. His aged father, old Alastair Ionraic, had now returned
from the Raven’s Rock, and warmly embraced his valiant son—congratu-
lated him upon his splendid victory over such a numerically superior
force ; but, knowingly, and with some complaining emphasis, told his
son that * he feared they made two days’ work of one,” since, by sparing
Macdonald and his now apparent heir, Alexander of Lochalsh, they pre-
served the lives of those who might yet give them trouble. But Kenneth,
though a lion in the field, could not, from any such prudential considera-
tion, be induced to commit such a cowardly and inhuman act as was here
inferred. He, however, had no great faith in his more immediate followers if
an opportunity occurred to them, so he sent Macdonald, under strong
guard, to Lord Lovat, to be kept by him in safety until Kenneth advised
him how to dispose of him. He kept Alexander of Lochalsh with him-
self, but contrary to all the expectations of their friends, he, on the
intercession of old John of Isla, released them both within six months,
having first bound them by oath and honour never to molest him or his,
and never again to claim any right to the Earldom of Ross, which
Alexander of the Isles had formerly so fully resigned to the King.

Many of the Macdonalds and their followers who escaped from the
fleld of battle perished in the River Conon. Flying from the close
pursuit of the victorious Mackenzies, they took the river, which in some
parts was very deep, wherever they came up to it, and were drowned,

ing to cross at Moy, they met an old woman—still smarting under
the insults and spoliations inflicted on her and on her neighbours when
the Macdonalds were going north—and they asked her,  Where was the
best ford on the river?” ¢ Oh! dear,” answered she, ‘it is all one ford
together ; though it looks black it is not at all deep” (Oh/ Ghaolaich, ts
aon ath an abhuinn ; ged tha ¢ dubh cha'n eil s domhain). In their pitiful



168 THE CELTIC MAGAZINE.

plight, and on the strength of this misleading information, they rushed
into the water in hundreds, and were immediately carried away by the
stream, many of them clutching at the shrubs and bushes which overhung
the banks of the river, and crying pitifully for assistance. This amazon
and her lady friends had meanwhile procured their sickles, and now
exerted themselves in cutting away the bushes on which the wretched
Macdonalds hung with a death grasp, the old woman exclaiming, in each
case, as she applied her sickle, “As you have taken so much already, which
did not belong to you, my friend, you can take that into the bargain.”
This instrument of the old lady’s revenge has been for many generations,
and we are informed still is, by very old people in the district, called Cailleack
na Maigh, or the old wife of Moy. The victors then proceeded to ravage
the lands of Ardmeanach and those belonging to William Munro of Foulis
—the former because the young Baron of Kilravock, whose father was
governor of that district, had assisted the other party ; the latter probably
because Munro, who joined neither party, was suspected secretly of
favouring Lochalsh. So many excesses were committed at this time by
the Mackenzies that the Earl of Huntly, Lieutenant of the North, was
compelled, notwithstanding their services in repelling the invasion of the
Macdonalds, to act against them as oppressors of the lieges.*

A blacksmith, known as Glaishean Gow or Gobha, one of Lovat's
people, in whose father's house Agnes Fraser, Mackenzie's wife, was
fostered, hearing of the Macdonalds’' advance to the Mackenze terri-
tory, staﬂ;ed with a few followers in the direction of Conan, but arrived
too late to take part in the battle. They were, however, in time to
meet those few who managed to ford or swim the river, and killed
every one of them, so that they found an opportunity ¢ to do more service
than if they had been at it.” There is another anecdote related in con-
nection with this contest which is worth preserving. A raw, ungainly,
but powerful-looking youth from Kintail was seen looking about as they
were starting to meet the enemy, in an apparently stupid manner, as if
looking for something. He ultimately fell in with an old, big, rusty
battle-axe, set off after the others, and arrived at the scene of strife as the
combatants were closing with each other. Duncan (for such was his
name) from his stupid and ungainly appearance was taken little notice
of, and was going about in an aimless, vacant, half-idiotic manner.
Hector Roy noticing him, asked him why he was not taking part in
the fight and supporting his Chief and clan? Duncan replied, “ Mar
a faigh mi miabh duine, cha dean mi gnioml duine” (Unless I get
s man's esteem, I shall not perform a man’s work). This was in
reference to his not having been provide/:l with a proper weapon.
Hector unswered him, ¢ Deansa gniomh duine’s glmbh thu miabh duine”
(Perform a man’s work and you will receive a man’s share). Duncan at
once rushed into the strife, exclaiming, ¢ Buille mhor bho chul mo laimbhe,
’s ceum leatha, am fear nach teich romham, teicheam roimhe” (A heavy
stroke from the back of my hand (arm) and a step to (enforce) it. He
who does not get out of my way, let me get out of his). Duncan soon
killed a man, and drawing the body aside he coolly sat upon it. Hector

* Gregery, p. 57, Kilraveck Writs, p, 170, and Aocta of Counsil,
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Roy noticing this extraordinary proceeding, as he was passing by in the
heat of the contest, accosted Duncan, and asked him why he was not still
engaged with his comrades. Duncan answered, *“ Mar a faigh mi ach
miabh aon duine cha dean mi ach gniomh aon duine” (If 1 only get
one man’s due I shall only do one man's work. I have killed my
man). Hector told him to perform two men’s work and that he would
get two men's reward. Duncan returned again to the tield of carnage,
killed another, pulled bLis body away, placed it on the top of the first,
and sat upon the two. The same question was again asked, and the
same answer given, “I have killed two men, and earned two men’s wages.”
Hector answered, ‘“ Do your best, and we shall not be reckon-
ing with you” Duncan instantly replied, “Am fear nach biodh
ag cunntadh rium cha bhithinn a cunntadl vis” (He that would not
reckon with me I would not reckon with him), and rushed into the
thickest of the battle, where he mowed down the enemy with his
rusty battle-axe like grass, s much so that Lachlan MacThearlaich, a most
redoubtable warrior, placed himself in Duncan’s way to check him in
his murderous career.. The heroes met in mortal strife, but Mac-
Thearlaich being a very powerful man, clad in mail, and well versed in
arms, Duncan could make no impression on him, but being lighter and more
active than his heavily mailed opponent, he managed to defend himself,
watching his opportunity, and retreating backwards until he arrived at a
ditch, where his opponent, thinking he had him fixed, made a desperate
stroke at him, which Duncan parried, and at the same time jumped back-
‘wards across the ditch. MacThearlaich, to catch his enemy, made a furious
plunge with his weapon, but it instead got fixed in the opposite bank
of the ditch, and in withdrawing it he bent his head forward, when the
helmet, rising, exposed the back of his neck, upon which Duncan’s battle-
axe descended with the velocity of lightning, and such terrific force as
to sever MacThearlaich’s head from his body. This, it is said, was
the turning point in the struggle, for the Macdonalds, secing the brave
leader of their van falling, at once retreated and gave all up for lost. The
hero was ever afterwards known as ‘ Donnchadh Mor na Tuaighe,” or
Big Duncan of the Axe ; and many a story is told in Kintail and Gair-
loch of the many other prodigies of valour which he performed in the after
contests of the Mackenzies and the Macraes against their common enemies.

This insurrection cost the Macdonalds the Lordship of the Isles, as others
bad previously cost them the Earldom of Ross. At a Parliament held in
Edinburgh in 1493, the possessions of the Lord of the Isles were declared
to be forfeited to the Crown. In the following January the aged Earl
appeared before King James IV., and made a voluntary surrender of
everything, after which he remained for several years in the King’s house-
hold as a Court pensioner. By Act of the Lords of Council in 1492,
Alexander Urquhart, Sheriff of Cromarty obtained restitution for himself
and his tenants for the depredations committed by Macdonald and his
followers.*

* Aocording te the Kilravock papers, p. 162, the speil amounted to ** 600 cows and oxen,
eash werth 13s 4d ; 30 horses, each worth 26s 8d ; 1000 sheep, each worth 2s ; 200 swine,
m'orthaqwithll:ninhin to the value of £300; and 500 bolls eof viotnduoi
£300 of the mails of Bluri.‘{’l lands,”
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Shortly after this, Kenneth’s father having arrived at a great age,
died, and was buried at Beauly, in the new aisle built by Kenneth dumg
his fathers lifetime, on the north side of the altar. Hxs first wife, the
Lady Margaret, also died in the same year, overwhelmed with grief,
misfortune, illtreatment, and her brother’s fate—now a prisoner in the
hands of her unfaithful husband—leaving Kenneth with her only som,
Kenneth Og, only a few years old. The }arl of Cromartie, to whose MS.
History we are largely indebted for these details, says, “ Kenneth raised
great fears in his neighbours by his temper and power, by which he had
overturned so great ane interest as that of Macdonald, yet it appearit that
he did not proceid to such attemptts but on just resentments and rationall
grounds ; for dureing his lyfe he not only protected the country by his power,
but ke caryed so that non was esteemed a better neighbour to his freinds
nor a juster maister to his dependers. In that one thing of his caryadge to
his first wife he is justly reprowable ; in all things else he merits justly
to be numbered amongst the best of our Scots patriots. . . The
fight at Blairnapark put Mackenzie in great respect thorough all the N orth.
The Earl of Huntly, George, who was the second KEarle, did contract
a friendship with him, and when he was imployed by King James 3d to
assist him againest the conspirators in the South, Kenneth came with 500
men to him in Summer 1488 ; but erre they came the lengthe of Perth,
Mackenzie had nottice of his father Alexander’s death, whereupon Huntly
caused him retire to ordor his affaires, least his old enimies might tack advan-
tage on sucha change,and Huntly judgeingthat they wer rather too number-
ous than weak for the conspirators, by which occasion he (Kenneth) was
absent from that vnfortunat battl wher KingJames 3d wes kild, yet evir after
this, Earl George, and his son Alexander, the 3d Earl of Huntly, keipt a great
kyndness to Kenneth and his successors. From the yeir 1489 the ki
dom vnder King James 4d wes at great peace and therby Mackenzie toock
opportunity to setle his privat affaires, which for many yeirs befor, yea,
severall ages, had bein almost still disturbed by the Karls of Roes and
Lords of the Illes, and so he lived in peace and good correspondences
with his neighbours till the yeir 1491, for in the moneth of February
that yeir he died and wes buried at Bewlie. All his predecessors wer
buried at Icolmkill [except his father], as wer most of the considerable
cheiffs in the Highlands. But this Kenneth, after his marriage, keipt
frequent devotiones with the Convent of Bewhe, and at his owin desyre
wes buried ther, in the ille on the north syd of the alter, which wes built
by himselfe in his lyftyme or he died ; after that he done pennance for
his irregular marieing of Lovit’s daughter He procured recommendationes
from Thomas Hay, Bishop of Ross, to Pope Alexander the 6, from whom
he procured a legittmatione of all the cheildrein of the mtmadge daited
apud St Petri, papatus nostri primo, anno Cristiano 1491.”*

Kenneth of Kintail, who was knighted by James IV. ¢ for being highly
instrumental in reducing his fierce countrymen to the blessings of a
civilized life,” was twice married ; first, as we have seen, to Lady Margaret,
daughter of John of Isla, by whom he had one son, Kenneth Og; and

* This is corroborated by Anderson’s Acoount of the Family of Fraser, where we are
told thut ‘itolfﬁuﬁon was made to the Pope to sanction the second marriage, which he
did, anne
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secondly, to Agnes or Anne Fraser, daughter of Hugh, third Lord Lovat,
by whom he had four sons—John, who succeeded Kenneth Og as Baron
of Kintail ; Alexander, the first of the family of Davochmaluag ; ‘Roderick,
who was killed at Flodden, and was the progenitor of the families of
Achilty, Fairburn, Ardross, Tollie, &c. ; and Mr Kenneth, better known
as “the Priest of Avoch,” and from whom descended the families of
Suddie, Ord, Corryvulzie, Highfield, Inverlaul, Little Findon, Scatwell,
and others of lesser note. By the second marriage he had two daughters
—Agnes, who married Roderick Macleod of the Lewis, who afterwards
sent her away charging her with infidelity ; and secondly, Catharine, who
married Hector Munro of Fowlis.

Of Roderick, who was an exceedingly powerful man, the following
story is told :—He was a man of great strength and stature, and in a
quarrel which took place between him and Dingwall of Kildun, he killed
him, and “that night abode with his wife.” Complaint was made to
King James the Fifth, who compelled Kenneth Mackenzie to give Rorie
up to justice. He, however, denied the whole affair, and in the absence
of positive proof, the judges declined to convict him ; but the King, quite
persuaded of his guilt, ordered him to be sent a prisoner to the Bass
Rock, with strict injunctions to have him kept in chains. This order
was obeyed, and Rorie’s hands and legs were much pained and cut with
the irons. The governor had unpleasant feuds with one of his neighbours,
which occasioned several encounters and skirmishes between their servants,
who came in repeatedly with wounds and bruises. Rorie noticing this to
oocur frequently, said to one of them, “ Would to God that the laird
would take me with him, and I should then be worth my meat to him and
serve for better use than I do with these chains.” This was communi-
cated to the governor, who sent for Rorie and asked him if he would fight
well for him. “If I do not that,” said he, “let me hang in these
chains.” He then took his solemn oath that he would not run away, and
the governor ordered the servants to set about curing Rorie’s wounds with
ointments. He soon found himself in a good condition to fight, and an
opportunity was not long delayed. The governor met his adversary accom-
panied by his prisoner, who fought to admiration, exhibiting great courage
and enormous strength. Hesoon routed the enemy,and the governor became
80 enamoured of him that he was never after out of his company whenever
he could secretly have him unknown to the Court. About this time an
Ttalian came to Edinburgh, who challenged the whole nation to a wrestling
match for a large sum of money. One or two grappled with him, but he
disposed of them 80 easily that no one else could be found to engage him.
The King was much annoyed at this, and expressed himself strongly
in favour of any one who would defeat the Italian, promising to give
him a suitable reward. The governor of the Rock having heard of this,
thought it an excellent opportunity for his prisoner to secure his liberty,
and at the same time redeem the credit of the nation, and he informed
the King that a prisoner committed to the Bass by his Majesty if released
of his irons would, in his opinion, match the Italian, The King
immediatelyanswered, *¢ Hisliberty, with reward, shall he have if he do so.”
The governor, 8o a8 not to expose his own intimate relations with and treat-
ment of the prisoner, warily asked that time should be allowed to cure him
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of his wounds, lest his own crime and Rorie’s previous liberty should be-
come known. When sufficient time had elapsed for this purpose a day was
appointed, and the governor brought Rorie to Holyrood House to meet the
King, who enquired if he ¢ would undertake to cast the Italian for his
liberty 1” ¢ Yea, sir,” answered Rorie, * it will be a hard task that I will not
undertake for that ; but, sir, it may be, it will not be so easy to perform
as to undertake, yet I shall give him a fair trial.” ¢ Well,” said the
King, “ how many days will you have to fit yourself " ¢ Not an hour,”
replied Rorie. His Majesty was so pleased with his resolution that he
immediately sent to the Italian to ask if he would accept the challenge at
once. He who had won so many victories se easily already did not hesitate
to grapple with Rorie, having no fear as to the result. Five lists were pre-

The Italian was first on the ground, and seeing Rorie approaching
him, without any of the usual dress and accoutrements, dressed in his
rude habit, laughed loudly. But no sooner was he in the Highlander’s
clutches than the Italian was on his knee. The King cried with joy ;
the Italian alleged foul play, and made other and frivolous excuses,
but His Majesty was so glad of the apparent advantage in his favour
that he was unwilling to expose Rorie to a second hazard. This did not
suit the Highlander at all, and he called out, *“ No, no, sir; let him try him
again, for now I think I know his strength.” His Majesty hearing this,
consented, and in the second encounter Rorie laid firm hold of the
foreigner, pulled him towards him with all his might, breaking his
back, and disjointing the back bone. The poor fellow fell to the ground
groaning with pain, and died two days after. The King, delighted with
Rorie’s prowess, requested him to remain at Court, but this he refused,
excusing himself on the ground that his long imprisonment quite unfitted
him for a Court life, but if it pleased his Majesty he would send him his
son, who was better fitted to serve him. He was provided with money
and suitable clothing by Royal command. The King requested him to
hasten his son to Court, which he accordingly did. This son was named
Murdoch, and His Majesty became so fond of him that he always retained
him about his person, and granted him, as an earnest of greater things
to follow, the lands of Fairburn, Moy, and others adjoining; but
Murdoch being unfortunately absent from the Court when the King died,
he missed much more which his Majesty had designed for him.

There is also a good anecdote told of Kenneth, the fourth son, which
is well worth recording :—He was Chaunter of Ross, and perpetual
Curate of Coeirbents, which vicarage he afterwards resigned into the
hands of Pope Paulus in favour of the Priory of Beauly. Though a
priest and in holy orders he would not abstain from marriage, for which cause
the Bishop decided to have him deposed. On the appointed day for his
trial he had his brother Rorie at Chanonry, where the trial was to take
place, with a number of his followers. ~Kenneth presented himself
before the Bishop in his luong gown, but under it he had a tw
sword, and drawing near his Lordship, who sat in his presiding chair, he
whispered in his ear, “ It is best that you should let me alone, for my
brother Rorie is in the churchyard with many ill men, and if you take
off my orders he will take off your head, and I myself will not be your
best friend,” and then coolly exposed his ¢ pen-knife,” as he called his great;
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sword,” which sight, with Rorie’s proximity, and being a person whose
character was well enough known by his Lordship, he was so terrified
that he incontinently absolved and vindicate the good Chaunter, who
ever after enjoyed his office (and his wife) unchallenged.” *

There has been a considerable difference of opinion among the family
gen: ists as to the date of Sir Kenneth’s death, but there is now
little doubt that he died in 1491, having only ruled as actual Chief
for the short space of three years. This is clearly proved from his tomb
in the Priory of Beauly, where there is a full length recumbent effigy of
him, in full armour, with arms folded across his chest as if in prayer,
and on the arch over it is the following inscription :—‘ Jacet, Kennethus
Mackenzie, Dominus de Kintaile, qui obit, 7th die Februari, Anno 1491.”
Mr William Fraser, in his history of the * Earls of Cromartie,” gives, in
his genealogy of the Mackenzies of Kintail, the date of his death as
“cirea 1506,” and disposes of his successor Kenneth Og altogether.
This is incomprehensible to readers of the work ; for in the book itself, in
various places, it is indubitably established that Mr Fraser's genealogy is
untrustworthy in this, as well as in many other instances. There is no
doubt whatever that Sir Kenneth ¢ of the Battle” was succeeded by his
only son, Kenneth Og, by his first wife, Margaret of Isla.

( To be Continued.)

GAELIC SOCIETY OF LONDON.—We are glad to see this
old and patriotic parent of all our Celtic Societies still exhibiting such
signs of youthful vitality and vigour as evinced by the following attractive
syllabus for the present session :—On the 13th February, Dr Charles
Mackay, on “The Gaelic Origin and meaning of many English Patrony-
mics ” ; 13th March, Mr Fraser-Mackintosh, M.P., on *“ Some of the
things Gaelic-speaking Highlanders are at present called on to do ” ; 10th
April, Dr Roderick Macdonald, on “ The Poems of Ossian” ; 8th May,
Mr Donald Campbell, “ A Gaelic rendering of the Centenary Specches”
(at the time reported in the Celtic Magazine); 12th June, Mr J. W.
Campbell-Fraser, M.A., on ¢ Prince Charlic and Flora Macdonald ” ; 9th
October, Mr R. G. Tolmie, on ‘ Scotland in the 12th century, Introdue-
tion of Feudalism” ; on 13th November, Mr John R. Macdonald, on
“ Proper Names.” The usual Highland ball, under the direction of the
Society, takes place on the 5th instant.

THE SECOND EDITION OF THE PROPHECIES OF THE
BRAHAN SEER, by the Editor of this Magazine, greatly enlarged, with
additional Prophecies ; and with an Appendix of 66 pages by the Rev.
Alex. Macgregor, M.A,, on “ Highland Superstition, Druids, Fairies,
Witcheraft, Second-Sight, Hallowe’en, Sacred Wells and Lochs, and other
Peculiar Practices and Beliefs, with several Curious Instances,” has just
been published by A. & W. Mackenzie, publishers of this Magazine.

* The Earl of Cromartie’s MS. History of the Mackenzies; and MS. Genealogy of
the Mackenties of Ord, for which we are indebted te the present head of the family,
Mackensie, the direct descendant of this Keaneth,
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THE DOOM OF DUNOLLY.
By Wnuian ALLax,
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[CoNoLupED. ]

X

Right well Maclean had read her heart,
The maid was anxious to depart ;

Her earnest gratitude of soul,
O'erpowering rushed beyond control ;
She sobbing bade them all adieu !

And from the Castle slowly drew.
Young Hector lightsome led the way,
‘Where in the cove the galley lay ;
Then as a gallant courtier lord,

He placed the weeping maid on board.
\Vit% skilful hands he plied the oars,
And shot beyond the sheltering shores ;
Then hoisted up the broad, brown sail,
‘Which filled unto the gentle gale—
‘With favouring tide and favouring wind,
Grey Duart soon was left behind.

Right merrily the boat sped on,

And felt they now they were alone.
They spoke ! 'neath Hector’s voice the maid
The hidden mystery obeyed—

Her world, erst fair, seemed fairer now,
Her eyes beheld life's heaven below ;
And yielding to the conqueror’s sway,
They pledged eternal love that day.—
There is a music in the sea,

An everlasting melody,

An earnest chant of throbbing love,

An echo of God's voice above,

‘Which gives unto our hearts the peace
That bids our mutual loves increase.
The little dancing waves rejoice

To hear a maiden’s love-fraught voice ;
They leap with frenzied mirth and glee,
As fall her vows of constancy,

And fain their foamy crests would bless,
Affection's sacred, primal kiss.—

They sang with joy when Hector brave,
His heart unto the maiden gave ;

They leapt with smiles on every crest,
To hear the maiden's vow expressed,
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With hand in hand, eye fixt on eye,
The lovers kissed, and seemed to die
"Neath the enraptured bliss divine,

That springs when Love’s great fountains join,
They neared Kerrera's rocky shore, .
And round its northern headland bore ;
Swift for Dunolly’s curving bay,

The galley bounded on its way.

They saw upon the glistening sand

One solitary warrior stand,

‘Who marked Maclean’s dread banner fly
Upon the nodding mast on high—

A whistle loud and shrill he blew,

Then from the cliffs Macdougalls flew ;
But ere they bent a single bow,

He spied his daughter on the prow ;
His hatred wilder, fiercer rose,

To mark her *mid his deadly foes.

Ere slid the galley on the sand,

Hector beheld the threatening band,
Then lowered his sail, and seized the oar,
And slowly neared the dreaded shore.
One word of love he gave the maid,
‘Whose gestures all their vengeance stayed ;
One look of hope beamed in her eye,
‘Which seemed to say “I all defy!”
Impatient now his child to free,

The chieftain rushed into the sea :
Before the keel had touched the sand,
He grasped again his daughter’s hand,
Then in his frenzied, powerful arm,

He bore ashore her living form.

Hector he saw, and darkly flung

A scowl of hate from vengeance wrung,
Bold, standing with an oar in hand,
Before Macdougall's joyous band ;

He forced th’ unwilling boat astern,
And sadly could his love discern

Amid the throng of clansmen wild,
‘With joy at finding thus their child.
Remembering their hateful fos,

They ceased their cries and from each bow
They sent a shower of darts that fell
Harmless into the ocean’s swell.

Far o'er the sea on southern tack,
Hector with wistful eye looked back—
A ceaseless longing o'er him stole,

A darkness settled on his soul.

The brightness of the moon had fled,
And left him gloomy fears instead,
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The dawn-rise of Love's cheering ray

Had vanished all too soon away,

The golden links which hope impart
Seemed tightening round his lonely heart,
And as he neared his native shore

One burning wish alone it bore.

Maclean received with joy his son,

As if a victory he had won ;

But Hector’s heart was far away,

His Duart’s charms seemed to decay—
Unrest’s remorseless, cruel ban,

Had made him now an altered man.

He sought tke shores in darkest night,
Aud ne'er returned till morning’s light.
They watched, but none his paths could name,
Of how he went, or whence he came.

Ah! in his skiff he stole away

Across the Sound to Oban’s bay,

Where, by King Fingal's rugged stone,
Macdougall’s maid he met alone—
Renewed their vows, re-pledged their faith,
And kissed unswerving love till death.

X.

Not all a daughter’s love assuaged the hate

That in Macdougall’s bosom burned elate,

Not all her soft expostulations sweet

Could the dread demon of revenge defeat ;
Unmoved, and coldly calm he heard her prayer,
For well he knew that Hector was her care.

His trusty warder oft in midnight hour

Saw two mysterious forms beneath the tower,
And oft of late had heard the sound of oars
Receding in the darkmess from the shores.

To crush her love, to overcome his foe,

His clansmen nightly watched the beach below ;
And when they heard her Hector’s parting song,*
They swiftly stole by secret paths along,

And rushed upon the youth, whose ready blade
Gleamed but an instant, and their onslaught stayed—
‘With sudden swoop, and straight-delivered thrust,
Three warriore fell before him in the dust.

His light steel shield with cunning motion flashed,
And on its front their blows descending crashed.
Forward ! and forward still they pressed combined,
Struck but one blow, and, wounded, reeled behind ;
On every hand his sword appeared to see

The covert cuts of dark ferocity,

* See First Oanto,
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And instantly its ready guard essayed

To foil each stroke that fell and notched its blade.
Around him lay, in groaning, helpless rows,

The prostrate forms of his remorseless foes :

Bome glared revenge ; some cursed with dying breath ;
Bome strove to strike him in the throes of death ;
Some drew their dirks in anguish of despair,
Upraised their arms, and, dying, struck the air ;
Bome tore, in agony, while life remained,

The clotted grass their own life-blood had stained.
Unwounded all, the youth unconquered stood,
Starred with the red drops of his foemen’s blood ;
Fired with the madness springing from defeat,

They blindly rushed, and struck, but to retreat.
Then forward stood amid the stiffening slain,
Macdougall’'s Chief, who fiercely hissed * Maclean !”
Awed by their Chief, the clansmen ceased to fight,
And viewed the combat with intense delight.
Revenge imbued his unaffacted powers,

His blows descended on the youth in showers,

Who stood unwavering, and the onset foiled—

Yea, smote the Chicf, who, wounded, back recoiled.
Implacable, and heedless of his wound,

He rushed on Hector with a sudden bound,

Whose sword hand. swol'n with conflict, filled the hilt,
And now, for once, he weakening Nature felt.
While raged the strife, loud from the cliffs above

A cry arose of agony and love :

The watching clansmen gazed in wild dismay :
Down from each crag, upon her headlong way,
Macdougall's daughter rushed, with frantic cries,

As Hector, wounded, fell no more to rise.

Swift through the silent horde she madly fled,
Oblivious to the dying and the dead ;

And stooped o’er Hector, who, with fitful breath,
Smiled still his love, and whispered low “ In death !”
Upon his dripping blade Macdougall leant,

4As o'er the youth his weeping daughter bent,

Who kissed his blood-stained lips, and wildly cried
“ Cursed is the blade that pierced my Hector's side ! ”
Then strangely gazed around, below, above!

And falling, died upon her only love.

Macdougall gazed, nor thought his daughter dead ;
Then stvoping, gently raised her lovely head :

Her cold, pale face, too truly told the tale,

Then burst a father's deep, heart-rending wail.

Her eyes were closed, and silent now her tongue ;
Bright on her pallid checks her last tears clung,

The gentle hands, which oft had stroked his brow,
Clenched in their death-grasp Hector's bosom now ;

o
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The lips which oft had sung in joyous mood,

Bore the red imprint of his trickling blood.

‘With groans of terror, anguish, pain, and grief,

The clansmen gathered round their stricken Chief,
‘Who gazed in silence on his daughter’s corse,

‘While o’er her fell his tears of deep remorse.

“ Warriors | ” he cried, ¢ Behold my daughter—dead !
No more around us will her light be shed :

Heaven wars with me ; oh ! that I had but felt

The depth of love that in her bosom dwelt.

Here let the lovers lie, no more to part,

In dust united, slumhering heart to heart ;

"Neath Fingal's stone let them be gently laid,

To rest for ever in its storied shade.

In coming years the warriors of our race

‘Will stand uncovered o’er their resting place,

And breathe the tale of how Macdougall’s maid
Loved unto death, and, dying, love obeyed.

The mighty stone, untouched by time, will tell,

In voiceless, whisperings, ¢ Here Hector fell !’ "
‘With folded arms, in stern and lowering mood,
Macdougall’s Chieftain meditative stood ;

‘While trembling, weeping, clansmen dug the grave
For all he loved, and for her Hector brave.

No song of woe burst from the anguished crowd.
‘When both were laid within their earthy shroud ;
They placed with care the reddened sods above,
And all was hid from eyes of grief and love.—

The Chief in dreamy silence strode away,

Unto unutterable woe a prey.

Revenge and Hate had from his bosom fled,

He longed for love, but all of love was dead.

No joy or peace within his halls remained,

To Hell’s unrest he felt for ever chained ;

‘While Conscience, with red-burning beak and claws,
Devoured the heart which broke its Maker's laws,
E'en coming foes, led on by Scotland’s King,*
Stirred not his soul, nor could war’s pleasure bring—
His sword was sheathed, his path was towards the tomb,
And Brander’s battle pealed Dunolly’s Doom !

SUNDERLAND, ‘WM, ALLAN,

THE HIGHLAND ECHO, like the Glasgow Highlander and the Highland Pioneer,
has already suocumbed. Glasgow, where there are so many publio-spirited Highlanders
to be found, is, that of all others, the place where one would think a Celtic newapaper
ought to succeed ; but the robust and independent energy 'y to attain this ebject
{:u l:i:l:erto been sought in vain, What has become of the Gael ? Has it also breathed
ta ?

* Bruse,
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THE HIGHLAND CEILIDH.
By Avastair Oa,

[, W—

[CoxnTiNUED.]

“WaeN Eachainn had finished the last story, he left Gillespie to himself—
who was now fast recovering under the kind treatment of Somhairle Dubh
and his excellent wife. The host was in the Gauger's room, as often as
e could, relating such stories as he knew ; and thus enabled the patient to
pass away the time more agreeably. I heard several of them, but the
one about the Each Uisg, or the Water Horse, is the only one I can at
Ppresent remember. Somhairle Dubh related it thus :—

‘When I was a little boy, I would sit for hours by the kitchen fire,
listening to my grandfather, who used to while away the long winter
evenings by telling us stories about witches and warlocks, ghosts and
fairies, of which he had an inexhaustible stock. A very favourite one
with me was the tale of the Each Uisg, or the Water Horse, a fear-
ful demon in the likeness of a big, black horse, who inhabited Loch-
Dorch, and woe to any one who ventured near the loch after night-
fall ; for the Each Uisg was always on the watch, and would rise out
of the water, seize any intruders, and drag them to the bottom,
to be devoured by him at his leisure. Sometimes he would assume other
shapes, and try to lure people away to the water. One Hallowe'en night
there was a party of young people gathered round the fire in the house of
Duncan the weaver, burning nuts and ducking for apples, when Duncan’s
daughter, bonnie Catriana, proposed to go and dip her sleeve in the burn,
to try if her sweetheart was true. None of her companions would go, for
fear of the Each Uisg, and tried in vain to dissuade Catriana from her
venturesome purpose, but laughing at their fears, she threw her plaid over
her head, and rau off to the burn.

In a little they were startled by hearing a loud wailing shriek, and
fearing some accident had happened to their favourite Catriana, rushed
out of the house to look after her, but no trace could they find of the
poor, wilful lassie. Her father and the lads were searching the whole
night, and at the dawn of day they found her plaid at the side of the
dreaded Loch-Dorch, and near it, in the clay, the mark of an unearthly
hoof, which proved, beyond doubt, that she had fallen a victim to the
monster water-horse.

Then there was young Allan MacSheumais, who, coming home in
the dusk, after spending the day hunting the deer, heard a tramping
sound which be soon found to proceed from the water-horse, which he
could see rapidly galloping up to him. Poor Allan, though in a dreadful
fright, did not lose his presence of mind, and knowing full well that
ordinary shot would have no effect upon the demon, he rapidly loaded his
gun with a small, crooked silver sixpence—that blessed metal from a cup
of which the Saviour drank his last draught on earth—and exclaiming, .
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¢ The cross be betwixt me and thee,” fired with a steady aim, while the
cold sweat stood on his brow.

The Each Uisg gave one yelling neigh, so shrill, so dismal, and un-
earthly, that the cattle which had lain down to rest on the heath started
up in terror ; the dogs of the hamlet heard it, and, ceasing their gambols,
ran cowering and trembling to the fireside ; the roosted cock heard if,
and essayed to crow, but could only scream., Never will those who heard
that terrific cry forget it ; but it had scarcely ceased ere the demon steed
had sprung into the midst of Loch-Dorch, and as the water closed over
him, a sound, as of a sarcastic, unearthly laugh, was heard from the middle
of the loch, and then all was silent.

Yet notwithstanding all this, Lachlan Buachaille, the cow-herd, who
was a wild, reckless fellow, would never believe the stories he heard about
this dreadful being, and laughingly suggested that Allan had only been
frightened by Rorie Mor's gearran broken loose from his tether ; and
bragged that ke had never seen the Each Uisg, although he had lived for
some years near the Raven's Peak, close to the haunted loch,

¢ And would ye wish to see him ?” asked old Janet, as he sat by her
fireside one evening ; “ would ye raally wish to see that fearsome thing,
Lachlan 1”

¢ May I never taste oatcake or whisky again ! ” said Lachlan impetu-
ously, “ but I wish to see the beast, if there’s one in it, and the sooner
the better.”

It was a gusty, rainy autumn night. Lachlan sat alone in his bothie,
busily employed in twisting his oat straw shiaman, humming to himself,
and listening to the sound of the torrent as it dashed over the rocks, the
pattering of the heavy rain, and the sheughs of the north-west wind,
moaning as it passed along, all of which only served to increase his sense
of comfort as he drew his three-legged stool nearer to the bright peat fire,

. He was just thinking of retiring for the night, when he heard a gentle
knocking at the door.  Who is there at this time of night §” asked he,
to which a feeble voice replied, “I am a poor old woman who lost m
way this wild night; pray let me in, or I shall perish with cold and
fatigue.” Lachlan muttered anything but blessings on the old body's
head for thus disturbing him, for he had a particular objection to old
women. ¢ Bad luck to her ; were it a young one, or even an old man, I
should not care,” he grumbled ; * but an old hag to come sorning on me,
as I was about to step into my quiet bed.” Then raising his voice, he
said, “ Wait, wait, carlin, I'll be with you directly, let me wind up my
shiaman first ; the Diabhul take you, have more patience, and don’t
keep croaking there with your ill-omened voice ;” and, unfastening the
latch, he continued, ¢ There, enter now, and curses on you.” How-
ever, with all his roughness, Lachlan was not a bad-natured fellow, and
regretted his inhospitality, when he saw stepping in a poor, wretched,
little, old woman, bent double with age and misery ; she wore a dun
cloak drawn tightly round her figure, with a kind of red hood attached to
it, marked with strange characters, which quite covered her head, and
shaded her face. She gave no salutation, good or bad, and as she crawled
rather than walked up to the fire, it cmitted a vivid spark, which hissed
as it fell on the dripping clothes of the old dame ; a hen on the roost
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crowed discordantly, and a little mouse poked its head out of a hole and
squeaked loudly. The old woman, noticirg this, gave a queer kind of laugh,
o grating in its sound that Lachlan turned quickly round and stared at her;
but she met his gaze sharply, and with a peculiarity of expression which
Lachlan felt, without knowing why, to be very unpleasant.

“ 0ld dame,” said he, “ will you take something ¢ "

¢ No,” she gruffly replied.

“ There’s a little left of the bread and fish I had for supper,” said
Lachlan.

“ T always have plenty of fish,” answered she, sharply.

 Perbaps you like flesh better then?”

“Yes,” she replied, in the same uncivil manner, while a strange,
sneering smile flickered round her lips.

“ Will you have anything to drink then ?” continued Lachlan.

“ No,” abruptly answered the carlin.

“What ! woman ; nothing to eat or drink! Then I suppose you
have had your supper, but it must have been with the Fairies, for I war-
rant you could have got none elsewhere between this and Beinn-ard, and
that is & good twelve miles off.”

¢ Perhaps,” muttered the old hag.

“ Perhaps what, cailleach ?” questioned Lachlan ; and, after a pause,
finding she gave no answer, “ Perhaps ! I am afraid, you will catch cold,
unless you throw off those wet clothes ; and though I have no woman'’s
gear, you can have my great-coat, and I can spare you a blanket besides.”

¢ I need none of your coats or blankets,” answered tLe crone, in the
same ungracious tones as before, ¢ for water can never hurt me.”

“ Leeze me cn the hag,” said Lachlan to himself, * but she is easily
maintained at any rate, and yet I would rather have a more expensive and
social guest.”

The fire burned down, and Lachlan, as he occasionally glanced at the
old cailleach, sitting on the opposite side of the hearth, could not help
thinking that there was something repulsive, if not uncanny, about her
altogether. There was a strange restlessness in her manner ; her hard,
dark eyes seemed to look everywhere and nowhere at the same time ;
while she sat rocking backwards and forwards over the ashes, and her
long, crooked fingers twitched about her dun cloak in an odd and un-
pleasant manner. Lachlan threw another peat on the fire, and, by the
reviving light, he thought the carlin’s eye had acquired a wilder and
sterner expression, while a grim smile played round the corners of her
ugly mouth. He rubbed his eyes and looked again, she seemed to have
rally grown larger in stature and more erect since he first saw her.

himself, he kicked off his boots, lay down on his bed, which was

only a few steps from the fire, and settled himself down to repose for the
t.

e Lachlan, however, could not sleep, and turned from one side to another,
courting in vain the drowsy god. Glancing at his unwelcome visitor, he
saw, with a feeling akin to dread, the old creature sitting more and more
erect ; and, rubbing his eyes, as if he felt that he was under the influence
of a dream, he was exceedingly startled to find that it was no delusion,
but that she was really growing, as it were, rapidly larger and sterner,



i82 THE CELTIC MAGAZINE.

under his very eyes. “ Hout! carlin,” he exclaimed, raising himself on
his elbow, ¢ you are waxing large,”

To which she replied in a hollow voice, ¢ Umph, umph ; omhagraich, s
mi g eiridh ris a bhlaths” (Itomies and atomies—expanding to the
warmth !). .

Getting very drowsy, Lachlan again lay down to sleep, but presently
was disturbed by the mouse running out of the hole in the wall, and
running squeaking into and across his bed, almost touching his chin. He
again raised himself on his elbow, was struck with the increased propor-
tions of the strange hag, and again exclaimed, * Hout, carlin ! you are
getting larger ! ”

She again replied, but in a louder and harsher tone than before,
“ Umph, umph; omkagraich,’s mi’g eiridh ris a bhlaths” (Itomies and
atomies—expanding to the warmth !).

The fire was now nearly out, the light growing gradually less, and
Lachlan became more and more sleepy. At length he began to snore
gently, when all at once a spark flew out of the fire and alighted smart-
ingly on his face. Irritated by the stinging sensation, he started, and
opened his eyes, and became thoroughly roused by again hearing the old
hen on the cross beam above him giving a most discordant crow, though
the cock uttered not a sound. He sat upright in his bed, and, in the
gloom, dimly saw the stranger’s figure extended to fearfully gigantic pro-
gortions, while her eyes no longer retained a trace of human expression,

ut glared upon him with preternatural brilliance and malignity.

It was now with a feeling as if his blood were ice, as if his flesh had
been turned into creeping and crawling things, and as if his hair all stood
on end, that Lachlan, in a tone which fear rendered nearly inaudible,
said for the third time, * Indeed and indeed, carlin, but you have waxed
very large | ”

“ Umph, umph ; omhagraich, ’s mi g eiridh ris a bhlaths” (Itomies and
atomies—expanding to the warmth !), shrieked the demon in a voice so
terrible that it actually frightened the very ravens in the neighbouring
rocks, who flew croaking away. ¢ Umpl, umph omhagraich 's mi 'g eiridh
7is a bhlaths” (Itomies and atomies—expanding to the warmth) ; and the
fearful creature stood erect. She gave a horrible laugh, a snorf, and a
neigh of terrific sound, while the features of the hag underwent a still
more appalling change. The dark-grey locks that had peeped from under
her red hood, now waved a snaky mane. On the forehead of the monster
was a star-like mark of bright scarlet, quivering like burning fire ; the
nostrils breathed, as it were, flame, whilst the eyes flashed on poor
* Lachlan like lightening.

His knees smote together with terror, he saw that his hour was come,
and that the fearful creature, the idea of whose existence he had laughed
to scorn, now stood before him. He felt that at last he did indeed behold
the Each Utsg.

Quicker than thought Lachlan found himself snatched up in the
jaws of the monster. The door flew open of itself, and at one bound the
steed of Ifrinn was on the top of the dizzy precipice—the Raven's Peak.
At another he dashed down the torrent fall of Rowan Linn. The cold
wpray of the cascade falling on his face, now for the first time recalled
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Lachlan to consciousness ; and as the demon gave one gigantic rear, pre-
vious to that spring which would have engulphed him and his victim in the
unfathomable depths of Loch Dorch, Lachlan remembered and pronounced
aloud the Name of names that was engraved on the breast-plate of the
High Priest of IsracL. The shrill clarion of the cock was now heard, the
demon lost all further power over his victim, and letting him drop with
a mighty shudder and a neighing yell, instantly plunged into the Loch,
the waters of which, for a long time after, boiled and bubbled as if it
were a gigantic huntsman’s kettle of the kind in which he dresseth the
baunch of the red deer in the corrie.

Some people passing that way early in the morning, found Lachlan,
bruised and insensible, at the bottom of the Raven's Peak, on a shelf of
the rock, at the very edge of the water. They tried to rouse him, and
after a short time he opened his eyes, sat up, and said, “ Where am I%”
and recollecting everything that had passed, he at once exclaimed, in broken
accents, ‘‘ Blessed be Hts name, safe, safe ! ” -

They carried him to Clachan-nan-cno, where he lived for many years, a
wiser and a better man, but he never again heard the Each Uisg men-
tioned without devoutly expressing the Name that saved him, and no
wonder that neither he, nor any one else, has ventured ever since to sleep
& night in the cottage near Rowan-linn.

The gauger, in his weakly state, heard the story throughout without
expressing any doubt as to its truthfulness, and felt much relieved to find
that poor Lachlan had escaped from the fearful Each Uizg. In spite of
himself, he began to be less sceptical. Indeed, the simple manner in
which the stories were related to him, the genuine warmth of heart and kind
treatment bestowed upon him by the simple Highlanders, who themselves
thoroughly believed in them, induced him to think that there must be
some foundation after all for these extraordinary things. The continued
attentions of Somhairle Dubk and his kind wife brought the Gauger rapidly
round. 'We soon find him attending to his duties, but making no great
attempts to discover the local Still that supplied his kind host with the ex-
cellent Mac na Braiche which helped not a little to invigorate and bring
Gillespie himself additional strength and vigour during the latter weeks of
hisillness. Somhairle Dubh, the gauger, and Hector became fast friends,
nor was there ever any of his cloth who was less capable of doing a mean
thing in procuring a conviction against his neighbours. He did his duty
to his King, without being unnecessarily harsh with those against whom
he was obliged to enforce the law. Beannachd leis.

(To be Continued.)

A Goop aFp Seinirep Gaxtto Sono will be found on another page,
composed by Mary Mackellar, Bard of the Gaelic Society of Inverness, to
Oaptain MacRa Chisholm, late of the 42d Royal Highlanders (Black Watch),
on the ocoasion of his presiding so successfully and acceptably at the recent
aunual dinner of the iety. The air and t.l}e music are supplied by Wm,
Mackenzis, the excellent secrotary of the Sodiety.
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‘WiLLiaM ArLraN was born in Dundee on the 22d November 1837. Son
of an engineer, he was himself bred to the profession of engineer. His
apprenticeship being finished, it soon became manifest that ¢ Scotland
was too small to hold him ;” and, like many another renowned Scot, * he
set his teeth to the South, and followed the vision that led him on to

fortune.” But the success that at length crowned his efforts was only
achieved after a series of brave and persistent struggles. To select two o
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three points, we find him during the American Rebellion engineer of a
blockade runner. His experiences in that capacity were in a high degree
startling and exciting. After making several successful runs, the steamer
was captured, and Mr Allan and the rest of the hands on board were sent
to the Old Capitol Prison, Washington. On effecting his release, he re-
turned to the old country ; and we next find him engineer on board the
famous “ Iona,” which foundered in the English Channel. Eleven years
ago he became connected with the North-Eastern Marine Engineering
Company, Sunderland, in which he is a partner, and of which he is sole
manager. The extensive character of these engineering works may be
imagined from the fact that they give employment to something like 1000
men. Under Mr Allan's energetic and persevering management the com-
pany has flourished in a remarkable manner, and from year to year they
turn out engines of first-rate quality, ranging from 60 to 500 horse-power.
Most men with brains live double lives, and that is true of Mr Allan.
The rule is to begin with poetry and end with prose; in Mr Allan’s case
it began with stern prose, and threatens to end with poetry, or with prose
relieved by poetry. It is just some six years since, in a8 happy moment,
he discovered almost accidentally that he had another string to his bow—
a harpsiring. At that time a series of dashing Scotch lyrics and poems
began to appear in the Glasgow Weekly Herald, signed “ Will o’ the
‘Wisp.” Although rough and crude, and somewhat Will-o’-the-Wispish,
they did not fail to attract attention. on account of their freshness and
vigour. 'Who was their author? That was made clear in 1872 by their
appearance in a volume under the title of “ Rough Castings,” by William
Allan. One of the funniest things about * Rough Castings ” is the fact
that an ironfounder sent for a copy of it on the supposition that it related
to his profession, and was intensely disgusted to find that it was only a
book of songs! Having once begun to sing, Mr Allan could not stop,
nor even pause, to take breath. The consequence of his wonderful
fertility is that he published another and larger volume of poems and
songs in 1874, entitled ¢ Hame-Spun Lilts.” In the following year ap-
a collection of still greater dimensions, under the characteristic
name of *“ Heather Bells ;” and in 1876 he tried his hand at a Highland
drama named “Ian Vor.” These volumes contain a surprising amount of
ical work. Mr Allan’s style is characterised by extreme simplicity and
masculine strength. He is not plagued by intellectual subtleties, and he
does not aim at literary finicism. His thoughts come without effort ;
wn “ gtumpie in the ink ; ” and before most poets could have time
Allan’s song is finished, and off to London, Glasgow, or Inverness,
In his poetry he is *a Scot of the Scota.” His Doric can be sweet and
tender ; but it can also thunder like cataracts, and flash like claymores.
One word more. Mr Allan’s genius is essentially of the lyrical order.
Even should his poems cease to be remembered, his songs will linger long
and make music in the hearts of his countrymen.

We have copied the above from the London Scottish Journal, to
whose courteous- Editor we are also indebted for the woodcut of Mr Allan's
portrait and signature. The Rev. George Gilfillan has kindly supplied
us with the following additional remarks :—

In addition te the foregoing statements, I have been requested to say
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a few words about my friend, Mr Allan. I regret that want of time,
shortness of notice, and enormity of employment will prevent me from
writing so fully on the subject as I would otherwise have done. I have
been lately very much engaged in considering the works and character of
Robert Burns ; and I will say that the memory of Mr Allan often occurred
to me while I was writing and thinking of Burns. The same hard-headed
sagacity and strong-mindedness, blended with so much that is tender and
plaintive—the same indomitable independence and untiring industry—
the same devotion to his own proper calling, and the same delight in
literary and poetic relaxation when the labours of the day are over—the
same dramatic inferiority and lyric excellence distinguish both, and both
resemble each other in that strong stamp of individuality which marks the
self-taught man, as well as a little of that dogmatic self-assertion which is
10 less certainly his peculiarity. Of course I do not mean to put Mr
Allan on the same level with Burns, who was a prodigy and a phenomenon
such as Nature does not produce in less than a thousand years; but in
the points I have mentioned he is like him, although fallen amidst
happier circumstances. I have, on going over Burns' Works recently,
been utterly amazed at his diligence in composition. Poetry came from
him like perspiration. Give him but a deal table and pen and ink, and s
dozen letters pour from him. No song, no supper, seems his motto. He
buys every supper with a song. Mr Allan has a great deal of the same
facility and necessity of production. 'We have been assured that he has
MSS. by him sufficient for two volumes as large as his ¢ Heather Bells,”
and that he has burned a cart-load of satires, songs, and verses, the
accumulated fruits of six years versifying. He is, and has been, a regular
contributor to the Celtic Magazine, to the Glasgow Herald, to the Dundes
Advertiser, and the London Scottish Journal. In all he has written about
450 songs, more than 200 poems, some dozen of his songs have been set to
music, and he has done all this in his spare hours in the evening.

I prefer, as I have already hinted, Mr Allan’s songs, to his other
poems. His genius is essentially lyrical, and some of his very smallest
pieces, such as “Shall the Gaelic die?” and “The wee toom Shoon,”
are among the best ; yet his narrative poem in course of publication in
the Celtic Magazine is written with great fluency and fire, and will, I
doubt not, when re-published, be highly popular.

Altogether, as Sir Walter Scott says of Allan Cunningham, ‘ Honest
Allan is a credit to Caledonia!” He is an admirable specimen of that
class of true-blue Scotchmen whose perseverance, energy, and en i
carry the name of their country so honourably to the ends of the earth,
and who unite a love of literature and a power of song with the other
masculine qualities and habits of their natale-solum.

Greatly respected as a man in Sunderland, adored by his workmen,
having lately reared for himself a grand, solid edifice, which he calls
Scotland House, with a wife who is in every way a fit companion, and
highly intelligent helpmeet, with a rising fame, and a remunerative and
honourable profession. Mr Allan occupies a most enviable position, and
that he may long occupy it is the wish of all his friends, among whom I
count myself one of the sincerest and most indebted.

DurDES, 12th February 1878,
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THE ELEGIES OF ROB DONN.
No. IIL

PR W

Rererence has already been made to Rob Donn’s Elegies on Lord Reay
and the Earl of Sutherland. It may be of somo interest to notice now
what were the qualities which won the love of the bard in the case of
those who held the golden mean in the social scale of his country.

Of old it has been said that 8o long as the middle classes of a nation
are sound, healthy, high-toned in thought and action, so long the nation
is safe and flourishing. Their vigorous vitality is able to absorb, without
much harm, a good deal of what is corrupt either in the extreme above,
or in the extreme beneath them. If this be true, the peaceful, manly
inhabitants of bonnie Strathnaver, of all the other glens of the Reay
country were, Rob Donn being witness, in no danger of perishing in their
own self-produced decay. A pleasing picture hangs before us in the
verses of our bard, in which we sec a noble, cultivated, simple, contented,
class of men, at home alike in the society of noble and peasant, and
bridging by their position the distance hetween these two. These men,
in their honourable pride of birth, in their self-respect, in their indepen-
dence, in their prejudices, were themselves the natural fruit of the spirit
which breathed among the people, and at the same time helped by their
presence and example to give stahility, visibility, and permanence in living
flesh and blood to that spirit. Haughtiness from superior they would not
brook ; kindly attention to those who clung to them, and were dependent
upon them, was their pride and joy. An able writer in the Gael says
that Rob Donn is comparatively unpopular among southern Celts for the
reason, among others, that the heroes of his song were unknown beyond
the limits of their own country. That is true, and yet a man who blesses
his own parish may be worthy of praise, may be such as to show that only
opportunity was awanting to him to win laurels on a field to which the
eyes of an empire are direeted. Nor must it be forgotten that not a few
sprang from such families who proved themselves not unworthy of higher
trusts than could be their lot at home,

Baut every coin has its reverse side. Rob Donn leaves us no glowing
description of a golden age, where no weeds spoilt the garden, where no
mud defiled the tinklirg brooks of an Arcadian Reay country. Nay, he
tells us, as he told themselves, that some of its gentlemen were unworthy
of the name—coarse, brutal, offensive, tyrannical, and mean. The poet
Iaid his scourge on these while they were yet alive and able to take
revenge, nor did their death prevent him, notwithstanding the venerable
adage de mortuis, from giving expression, sometimes fierce enough, to the
infamy which was their just reward. He would have the living take
heed, and so he refused to decorate with immortelles the grave of the
unworthy, but rather flung into it the emblems of rottenness and disgrace.
To win the homage of the bard, something more was needed than mere
abstinenoe from the seven deadly sins, This could be bestowed only on
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those whose life was beneficence, whose death wasa painful loss to friends
and neighbours. Illustrations are not far to seek.

In the bard’s own parish, for example, there lived in a snug house on
the neck of land which projects in magnificent boldness into the Atlantic,
at the northern angle of the southern shore of the splendid Loch Eriboll,
twoold bachelors, with plenty of sheepin their folds,and ever so many black
cattle on their pasture lands. These brought gold to their chests, but no
gladness to the poor. 'We don't expect laughter in an elegy, but if we
turn to that composed on the tacksmen brothers of Rispond we shall
find that the unexpected does happen—that an elegy may be amusing
These two men were not only united as springing from the same father
and mother, but, says the bard, they were one as comrades, one in death
which cut their thread almost at the same time, their life in time was one,
their cloth was spun from the same wool, their characters were of & piece,
and as a suitable conclusion to this unity the two worthies were stretched
at the same time in the same grave! But this unity was a unity in
meanness, & unity in hoarding, but not in dispensing, and so their me-
mory is held up to ridicule by the poet, and becomes a text from which, by
contrast, a nobler view of life is poetically enforced. Not even Horace
himself is happier in describing the rich miser, whose gold might have
been still in the mine, for any good it does its owner, or any other, than
is Rob Donn in summing up the character of the outwardly decent, but
selfish, masters of Rispond. * They never,” says he, “to the knowledge
of others, did anything immoral, but they were innocent of anything like
grace, but were begotten, born, bred, and grew! The world held them
for a time, and then death cume and took them !” As a characteristic of
the practical tendencies of Rob Donn’s poetry, notice that he passes from
his humorous description of the greedy heroes of Rispond to point out the
absurdity of living for unused gold, of sacrificing’comfort and beneficence
to this graceless idol. In the moral which he preaches from the story
which moves his muse, the poet shows us that there was not only poetry
but far-reaching speculation actively at work behind those piercing eyes
of his. He, too, had his thoughts on the ways of God to man. In par
ticular, he came to the conclusion that poverly was due to the wise
arrangement of the God of all. But why? The answer of the bard will
not satisfy either the revolutionary, liberty, fraternity, equality dreamers,
nor yet the over righteous, cast-iron supply and demand philosophers. It
is that poverty exists for the good of the rich, for keeping alive their
humanity, for developing within, and training to perfcction the powerto
guide, instruct, comfort, und elevate their struggling brethren.

Let us follow for a moment the muse of Rob Donn as he deals out
poetic justice to the memory of one who not only was grasping, like the
men of Rispond, but who, unlike them, grasped by foul means The
scene in this case is placed at Rogart. The hero is a Robert, who wass
substantial tacksman in that attractive region of hill and dale. Poor
Robert finished the journey of time far away from home. His career was
cut short somewhere in Perthshire, and though the sad news brought
tears to the eyes of many from Cape Wrath to Dornoch, yet these tesrs
were not the tears of the good, but of villains who had lost their guide,
counsellor, and friend ! We would fain hope that the unfortunate Grey
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altogether so wicked as the savage lines of the poet make him
e. Indignation truly makes the verse here. The poet avows that
s the guilty with delight, and repudiates the wish to persecute a
an. I suppose he means us to understand that his muse will not
er freedom to the accident of her subjects being dead or elive,
v, Grey’s virtue did not entitle him to honour when he was in the
d could not protect him when only his memory walked the earth.
wcentrated bitterness of this satirical elegy might lead a German
argue that the poet was not merely castigating a bad man, but a
wee roguery had made a successful assault upon himself—had
"him in the practical matters of trade in black cattle. Be that as
let us glance at the way in which this poor shade, erst of Rogart,
©d tn terrorem of all liars and crafty villains. Our Exchanges in
sent day might be none the worse were there one or two Rob
n their vicinity, able and willing to turn their angry light and
; ridicule on some ugly deeds which find a home under their
l ceilings. ¢ Every villain,” says the poet in effect, in the two
1 wears to-day a gloomy countenance because of the message which
¢ from Perth. Their chief is dead. Clothed in the lying colours
» 0o right man ever put any faith in his word, even to a syllable,
1e himself never believed one word from the Almighty. Death
2 but never gave such proof of his prowess as he did when at a
16 laid Rogart in the dust. Satan, too, refuses to be comforted,
wonder, even tho’ his servant is now with himself, for as yet he
nd no one worthy to be his successor! It is an old story that
- a messenger of gloom ; but some to whom he was disgusting re-
m now with a measure of kindly fecling. Indeed, the men of
ss and Sutherland think they cannot praise death sufficiently for
he first to cheat the man who cheated others by the hundred.
11 and great, old and young, pay good heed to death, especially if
" be full of prey and of wealth, for he comes as a thief, will sur
en at the festive table, and who can cheat' him who cheated the
of the rogues. Devils and scoundrels in flesh and blood wanted
1 the most potent hypocrite, the best in wiles, deceit, and fraud,
test in polishing a lie. Satan, the oldest judge in that line, with
wide experience, decided that such a man could not be found,
mong the Greys !!”

poet, however, qualifies this savage attack on the whole race of
ys, by making an exception in favour of Captain Grey, who had
our of being rejected by the Father of Lies as unworthy to take
» of his departed namesake. He takes care to add, however, that
ility of mind, and outspoken manliness which disqualified him for
mt office of Captain of Liars were not his own by nature as a
at were acquired from his happy connection by marriage with the
8. The poem concludes with a parting shot to individual Greys.
ptain’s brother has vice enough to entitle him to the vacant leader-
it he is too young to receive its honours, but when his friend at
goes, then his time will have come !

) poem, as might have been expected, brought a nest of hornets
s suthor's head, The Greys showed some fight, and were not
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without some formidable allies, Satire was revenged with satire. There
were plenty poets in the land, and though their lesser light has been ex-
tinguished in the glory of the Reay Bard, they were by no means con-
temptible. One of these espoused the cause of the Greys, and ran a poetic
lance through our poet’s character and poetry, That his name was Rob
the Brave was no cause of terror to the greater Rob. He was delighted
at the new chance given to his faculty for satire, At once he pours forth
a torrent of abuse on his brother poet, dwelling with shameful gusto on
physical peculiarities. In his rage he withdraws some concessions formerly
made to the good qualities of Captain Grey, and now declares that his
marriage into a truly noble family did not secure for him its distinguished
virtues—that in characteryeach remains separate. The neatest verse in
the poem is a descriptionfof Rob as one who would make a good priest
for a man without religion ; a good secretary for a circumventing knave ;
a steward for a merciless oppressing family ; a tutor for the children of
the barren!! With an expression of sincere regret that time has not
dealt more kindly by the whitewasher of the Greys, 8o detestable to Rob
Donn, that the other side of the question might be heard, we bid a peace-
ful adieu to the memory of those for whom our bard had nothing but war,
and pass on to a serener atmosphere,

The next Elegy we shall glance at is intensely interesting, not only
for the soft beauty of its poetry, but for the nature of its contenta The
poet celebrates the virtues of one of the middle class ladies of his own
day and country. Her name is Eliza Sutherland. Intelligence, morality,
religion, must have prevailed among a people which produced a woman
like her, and a bard capable, though technically illiterate, of appreciating
her worth, and of embalming her fame in such strains as these. There is
nothing mean, vulgar, or ostentatious, either in the subject of the Elegy,
nor yet in the style and thought of the Elegy itself. We rise from the per-
usal of it, grateful to the poet for letting us see that culture, refinement,
winning manners, are older than shooting boxes, colossal fortunes, and the
march of intellect. Particularly pleasing is the revelation it makes of the
influence wielded by the gentlewomen, to use a good old word, whom
our bard knew, of the deep and tender reverence, freely rendered to them.
If we turn to the Elegy, we discover the secret of their gentle power, the
qualities in detail which won for them honour and affection. They
found a fit home for themselves in the person of the wife of the tacks-
man of Raoin. The poet sings with a soft, subdued note the praises of
that beautiful home. Elizabeth's history and character evidently made &
deep impression upon his mind. He was, besides, admitted to her circle,
He found in her no ordinary womun, and he describes what he saw with
a firm, gentle hand. He would, if possible, keep alive her fame, not so
much for her sake as for the sake of those still alive, in order to stir them
up to emulate her goodness. Rob Donn had no sympathy with those who
say that men owe nothing to their ancestry, as he dwells with delight on
her fortune in being of a good family. He is ever proud of the present,
in so far as it is linked to the past, grows out of it, and in its own life
preserves what had accumulated in the traditions of family and clan.
For this reason he loves to see in the moral beauty and personal attrac- -
tions of the subject of his poem a fair copy of what had adorned in times -
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past the lives of a long line of ancestors on either side. To be interested
in the past, as the poet was, is to be careful of the future—careful that
the inheritance received shall be transmitted without dishonour to those
who shall come after. This honour, too, was due to the memory of his
departed friend. She had left behind her children who, unless their noon
would belie the bright signs of their morning, would not disgrace the pure
blood in their veins. Surely we may fearlessly say, that the singing of
such sentiments in their hearing, as the bard teils us would be done by
the bereaved husband, should greatly help to bring about a realisation of
the bard’s anticipations.

Rob Donn lays much more stress upon beauty of character, than upon
‘beauty of person. The moral attracts him more than the sensuous. He
cares little for elaborate painting in colours taken from the external
This may account for what his masterly critic in the Guel says of the
comparative unmusicaliess of his lines. Fine metaphors, subtle and
melodious combinations of sound, gave him no concern. Neatness,
brevity, point, antithesis, were his delight, and in these he nced fear no
comparison. Thus he disposes of the external attractions of his heroine
in a line or two, and he does so by saying that these in their various
forms, were such that they needed no mention from him. Such is not
the manner of many other Gaelic poets, who are not unfrequently minute
to trifling in their description of the external, though that habit, when at
its best, has given a richness of colour, a fulness of style, a wealth of
melody, to their poems, to which Rob Donn can lay no claim. In the
poem before us, Donn is true to his genius. He would have a picture of
the Lady of Raoin placed in the chamber of every young wife—-a written
picture of her actions, her speech, her understanding, her piety. He
could not twrife such a picture, but he could, and did, reduce it to speech,
if the mixed metaphor be forgiven. In doing so, he takes care that the
virtnes he describes are not lost sight of in the gorgeousness of the terms
in which they are clothed. We may give a short sample in bold prose of
some of the graces which adorned the ‘ daughter of the Laird of Lang-
well” ¢ Thy good breeding gave thee mildness and courtesy in the
society of lowly Gaels ; thy rich culture introduced thee to the highest
English society ; thy bearing was dignified in every company—whether
it was haughty or genial ; thy countenance heamed in presence of one
who bore the seal of a religious spirit. . . . Thy hands were deft;
thine intellect was keen, for nature and culture met both together there.”

“There are ladies still in the land of the Reays who might be described in
the very same terms, at home, in cottage, and hall, with Gaelic for the one,
and English for the other. The more is the pity that there are others
who affect the foolish pride of thinking the language of Rob Donn
“peneath their notice.

KINBRACE.

.. To CownrriBurors.—First article on Ian MacCodrum received, and
¥ill appear in an early issue.
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THE MONUMENT TO JOHN MACKENZIE, OF THE
“ BEAUTIES OF GAELIC POETRY.”

———() ——

Tae following letter appeared in T%he Inverness Courier ; and afterwards
in The Highlander, The Invernsss Advertiser, The London Scottish
Journal, and The Ross-shire Journul :—

Celtic Magazine Office, Inverness, Feb, 4, 1878.

«  8R,—Will you kindly permit me to appeal, through your widely
circulated paper, to the admirers of the language and literature of the
Gael at home and abroad, for their aid in erecting a decent monument to
one to whom we all owe so much. If he had done nothing else than to
collect the materials for, and compile ¢ The Beauties of Gaelic Poetry,” he
would have deserved this at the hands of his Gaelic countrymen ; but he
has done much more : he has written, or translated, over thirty volumes
of poetry and prose—secular and religious—many of which his country-
men daily peruse in their Gaelic vernacular, without having the slightest
idea to whom they are indebted for placing these within their reach in
their own languaze.

The monument is already ordered—a granite obelisk, 12 feet 6 inches
high, on which it is intended to place an inscription in Gaelic and English
—and will be ready in July next. In addition to this it would be most
agreeable to place a slab at the head of his grave in the ruined old chapel
in which he is buried, and in which it is impossible to erect the monu-
ment itself, At present there is nothing to indicate his last resting-place.
This is a positive shame; but I feel sure that it only wants to be
known to be at once rectified by his mnany admirers. A sum of about £50
has been already promised, but a few pounds more are necessary to enable
us to carry out the proposed monument and tablef. The Gaelic Society
of Inverness has collected about £10 among its members. Could not
other Celtic societies do themselves the honour to follow the example ¢

The following extract from a letter just received from Evan M‘Coll,
the Bard of Loch-Fyne, is, I trust, sufficiently interesting to secure a
place in- your columns ; and at the same time to rouse the interest of
Highlanders in this movement. Mr M‘Coll writes from Kingston,
Canada :—* From a few words in your letter of last May, in reference
to your relative, John Mackenzie, of ‘The Beauties,’ and the monument
about to be erected in commemoration of his achievements as a Celtic
writer, I would infer that you think John and myself were mnot
personally known to one another. Unknown indeed! Why, my dear
sir, John and I have eaten at the same table and slept in the same
bed hundreds of times between the winter of 1835 and the spring
of 1839, at which latter date I left Scotland for Liverpool, never
again to meet with him in this life. We, however, continued to oc-
casionally exchange letters up to within a year or two of his death.
It was in the town of Greenock that we first met each other, and that at
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the hospitable evening fireside of a most estimable friend of mine, and his
too—Hugh Fraser, a citizen of Inverness, although at that time resident
in Greenock, where he did business as a bookseller. Many a time have
I listened, under Mr Fraser's roof, to our friend’s favourite Feadan
(chanter)—that inseparable companion of his, that often afterwards
helped to chase dull care away from us both, when together in Glasgow
¢ cultivating literature on a little oatmeal.” Poor John! when I think of
all the privations he endured in pursuit of his favourite object—the cold
shoulder 8o often given to him by men who, if he were now living, would
be proud to call him their friend—I may well admire the perseverance
which enabled him eventually to make himself ‘a name which the world
will not willingly let die.’ Iis works are his best monument, and yet I
cannot help honouring you for your efforts to have his last resting-place
marked by a memorial cairn worthy of so genuine a Gael; and as it
would be very ungracious in me not to fling a stone in among the rest, I
purpose sending you a guinea towards the general fund.”

Trusting that others will follow such a good example and intimate
their subscriptions to the honorary treasurer, Alex. ¥raser, Esq., Drum-
mond Estate Offices, 16 Union Street, Inverness ; or to yourself, perhaps,
si1, for John Mackenzie had, early in his career, an engagement on the
Courier.—1 am, sir, yours faithfully,

ALEX. MACKENZIE,

TEACHING GAELIC IN HIGHLAND SCHOOLS, —The patrietic member for
the Inverness burghs, Mr Fraser-Mackintosh, who has made this question peculiarly his
own, and been busy in season and out of season forcing its attentien at headquarters,
has at length been successful in securing seme recognition of its claims from the Eduea-
tion Department, His motion on the subject was fixed for Tuesday the 19th ult. in the
House of Commons, when he had made every arrangement to secure influential support
from hon. members in the House, but at the last moment it was anneunced
that Lord Sandon and the Lord Advocate could mot attend owing te indisposition, and
that the diseussion would have to be further delayed. This looked apparently fatal to
the canse, but Mr Fraser-Mackintosh set to work, and after .nuch ocorrespondence and
an interview with Sir F. Sandford, the Education Department has agreed, on his re-
presestation, to recognise Gaelio in the Code of 1878 to the extent of permitting it to be
taught at least two hours a week, and to be utilised as a means of instruction in other
branches. In this way the permitted time will be paid by Government grant, and the
schoel funds may be applied in special payment to teachers. As these alterations met
to some extent the object of Mr Fraser-Mackintosh’s resolution, he has thought it ad-
visable to accept them and to wait their effect before again moving in the matter, A
number of petitions in favour of teaching Gaelic in the sohools have been presented
frem various parts of the Biﬁhlandn by School Boards aud others, among the rest from
parishioners of Tarbat, the Glasgow Highland Association, Glasgow Sutherland Associa-
tion, Helensburgh Highland Association, Gaelic Sosiety of Glusgow, Gaelic Saciety of
Edisburgh, School Board of Tyree, parishioners of Barvas, parishioners of Moy, Scheol
Boards of Killearnan, of Boleskine and Abertarff, of Latheron, of Clyne ; Scheol Boards
and parishioners of Assynt and of Contin ; ﬁninhioun of Shieldaig, ¢f Kilmuir, and of
Stenscholl, Isle of Skye ; South Ballachulish, and Glencoe, Gairloch, and Kilcalmonell;
Gaelic Bocieties of Inverness and London, Ossian Lodge of Goed Templars, Glasgow ;
and effics-bearers of the Free Church, Pertres,

P
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WILLIAM JOLLY, HM. INSPECTOR OF SCHOOLS, ON
GAELIC LITERATURE AND THE CELTIC CHAIR.

Ar our request, Mr Jolly has ’considerably expanded the remarks he made
on these subjects, at the recent annual dinner of the Gaelic Society of
Inverness, so as to give fuller expression to his opinions in regard to
them than was possible in an after-dinner speech. The paper will be
found, as it now stands, a most valuable contribution to the discussion on
the desirability of teaching Gaelic in Highland schools, and is exceedingly
well timed.

‘When Mr Jolly rose to propose the toast of “ Celtic Literature and the
Celtic Chair,” he was received with loud applause. He said the toast
he had to submit to them was one he had particular pleasure in pro-
posing, as he would endeavour to remove certain misapprehensions regard-
ing the subjects included in it, speaking as a Saxon to Saxons, and
mayhap to not a few Celts. He continued :—

It is not unfrequently asked, in real sincerity, Is there a Gaelic
Literature other than the doubtful Ossian? Certainly, and a rich and
good one. That has been shown to some extent in Gray’s specimens
from the Welsh bards ; by Matthew Arnold, when, in Oxford, he opened
up in some measure this unknown field ; by Pattison, in his translations
from the Gaelic poets ; but it has been proved beyond cavil or question,
by our chief, Professor Blackie, in his brilliant  sketch of that literature,
and his more brilliant examples of its power and pathos. That one book
is a sufficient answer to the questiou, an answer so good that it has taken
our literateurs by surprise, and caused astonishment to the Times—that
here, for generations, we have been neglecting and despising, with English
self-sufficiency, a rich fountain of song, a mine of poetic wealth, at our
very door. Henceforth, no history of British literature will be complete
that does not include a Celtic chapter, merely as a statement of fact, if for
no higher poetical, literary, or national reasons. I remember well when
first I was introduced to this fountain of lyric fire and feeling, many
years ago, away at the back of Schiehallion—when a Gaelic friend and
myself, after ascending the great mountain cone, found a selection of
Gaelic poetry in English, in Rogers’ work, in an empty shepherd’s sheiling
at the foot of the mountain, along with the Bible, and Madeleine Smith’s
trial! There we sat and read Duguld Buchanan's Last Day and other
pieces ; and there I firet got a glimpse into a vista of real poetry—in that
lone Highland glen, a fitting place for a first experience of a literature
that mirrors the grand, thesublime, the solitary, and the beautiful, among
the wild glens and bens of the north. Since then, I have gone into the
subject, and it is my simple conviction that it is a poetry and a lterature
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of remarkable power, high poetic fervour, wide sweep of emotional range
—a proud possession for any people to have; which, as a nation, we
have done ourselves an injury to have neglected. I am sure that this
will be the opinion of all who study the subject, and this I assert, without
fear of gainsaying.

The lyric fire burns in the heart of the Highland people, and poets
amongst them are sown as wide as their native heather, and as much the
native product of the mountains. Gaelic poets are so numerous, that a
Highlander could challenge any one to name a district, almost a glen, in
which, and of which, a poet has not sung. If we were even merely to
enumerate the sons of song, from the Bard of Loch Fyne and Alister
Macdonald in the south-west ; to William Ross, the Gaelic Burns ; and the
sarcastic and clever Rob Donn in the north, who lies by his monument,
in the old churchyaird near Cape Wrath ; and west to Mary Macleod at
Dunvegan and MacCodrum in the Machars of North Uist, who rests near the
hamlet of Houghary, under the rough gneiss flag, which Professor Blackie -
and I religiously visited : wo should have a list surprisingly extended and
honourable, which few peoples could show, in the same narrow and rugged
territory.

The character of the poetry itself is also of no common order.
Tt touches, delicately and powerfully, most strings of the human heart—
from death and the battle ode, through fierce and terrible vengeance,
manly independence, proud scorn, deepest sorrow, sarcastic and sparkling
humour, to the sweetest feelings of home and country and nature, and
the tenderest utterances of dearest love. Then its descriptions of nature
antedated and anticipated Wordsworth and Burns and the modern
naturalistic school by many a yecar. Witness the careful and
beautiful delineations of the varied phases of nature, in the immortal poem
of Ben Doran, and many more; the lovingly minute observations of
natural scenes, wild animals, notably the graceful deer, and native flowers.

But poetry does not exhaust the wealth of the literature. There is
strong and capital prose, of which the excellent Teachdaire, with its fine
bumour, powerful delineation of character, first-rate style, and high tone,
is an excellent example. Look also at the floating song and proverb and
story still existing among the people—a people in this respect both ancient
and modern—which have been gathered, in part, in the four volumes of
Campbell of Islay, which appear in the Celtic Magazines, and of which our

friend, Mr Carmichael, in Benbecula, has such a store, and to which
e i8 constantly adding.

It is the knowledge of all this, amongst other things, that makes me
contend for the need and wisdom of teaching Highland children, before
leaving school, this rich educative literature. 'We require to rise above the
bare utilitarianism of the three R'’s, to the greater functions of education—
those of the higher intellect and heart ; and these cannot be trained in any
people except through their native tongue, the language of home, the fireside,
and the field, and of the thousand memories of childhood and youth, the
language of love and devotion—the only medium, therefore, of the culture of
the heart and higher nature. This isa function of education which requires
to be more realised than it is, and which Professor Blackie does well so
strongly and so constently to press on public attention, even that of the
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Highlanders themselves. There is no doubt that Allan Cunningham speaks
the truth felt by the universal human heart, when he says, ¢ I cannot feel
my heart’s-blood coming warm, and my soul leaping to my lips, in any other
music than that of my native country ;” and the same is_true of its
literature, cspecially of its lyrical poetry, *the beauteous alliance of
words with music” as he calls it. And where there is a literature in the
native tongue of such power for snch ends as exists in Gaelic, it is an
educational and a national mistake to ignore it, as too many Highlanders
themselves do. Not a Highland child should leave school, without being
at least introduced to this wonderful source of enjoyment, and means of
higher culture ; just as no English child should leave school, without some
possession of a similar kind in English literature : and, with otk languages
well taught, what a fine prospect Highland children might have, with
access to the riches of both languages !

But there is a higher aspect of the question of teaching Highland
children to read their native tongue. Is it not a vital loss, and a
source of gravest regret, that any Highland man or woman should be
found—as they are unhappily too often found —unable to read the words
of the Sacred Volume, the source of their devotion and deeper feelings, and
of the breathings of their souls in daily prayer? Surely no one, however
utilitarian or anti-Celtic, will deny the advantage, nay, the imperative
need, of every one being able to read the language of his pious aspirations,
and the Book in which his highest hopes are centred, the language round
which play the thousand hallowed memories and emotions that belong
only to the tongue of early devotion and childish prayer. The Gaelic is
the language of the Bible and the religious life of the Gaelic people, and
the cry that Gaelic should not be taught means the shutting out of
thousands from the possibility of using and knowing these with any
intelligence.

Do let opponents of Gaelic observe that the question of teaching
Gaelic, while it is a spoken language, is altogether apart from the question
of the desirability of the extinction of Gaelic, for national or progressive
purposes. This extinction might be, and would be, an advantage to the
people in many ways which we cannot here speak of, as an integral por-
tion of a great nation with a common life and daily literature. But that
is not the point. Gaelic 78 the daily language of half-a-million people,
and, while il exists, its higher educative power should be acknowledged
and used. “The posies of our fathers and mothers it is not seemly to
let wither !”

To do otherwise is a practical and educational mistake, Here, again,
certain distinctions require to be made. In pleading for the teaching of
Gaelic, I do not mean that English should be less taught than it is:
English will be, and should be, taught as the language of the country,
current thought, general intercourse, and national life. Being a foreign
tongue to the Gaelic speakers, it requires as much time given to it from
the first as possible, to gain gny intelligent or practical power over it. I
am glad the general Highland mind is what I consider sound on this
question, and that only a very few contend for the educational heresy of
beginuning with the reading of Gaelic, a notion that has roused even sensi-
ble people against the whole subject, and made them condemn a good
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thing on account of an ultra-enthusiastic advocacy of it. Use Gaelic as
it should be used, to train the intelligence all through, and there is no
other way ; teach the child to read it, when he has gained a fluent reading
power ; introduce him then to his rich native literature, and through that
natural mediam, and it is the only one, thrill his soul with high poesy,
fervid emotion, and the practical wisdom of his race ; accustom him also
to know the literature of the richer English speech, and, gain increased
cultivation from its noble stores ; and you follow nature, make use of a
living lingual instrument of the highest power over the man, and give
him the possibilities of higher education and a generous culture.

All this can easily he done, with a little practical knowledge of edu-
cation, and it is to be hoped that our educational legislators will be
enlightened enough, and patriotic enough, to help it. The demand is not a
great one, to ask Gaelic to he make a speciul suhject, like other languages,
dead and living. But whether this is conceded or not, it becomes the High-
land people, and friends of the Highlands, to do something themselves in
order to secure greater justice to the native tongue and literature. Why
wait for external Saxon help, if the thing is so dear to them ? Let them
talk less about it and do more for it !

As to the Celtic Chair, that requires no commendation from me in
such an assembly, or indeed for that matter in any gathering of English-
men. It is now a great and an accomplished fact ; and who could have
done it but our redoubtable, enthusiastic, practical, poetical, broad-
hearted, and high-toned Chief himself? Professor Blackie is not the
mere impracticable enthusiast he is too often thought to be. He knows
where he stands in this matter, as well and as clearly and practically as
the hardest and driest among his critics. The Chair has been confounded
and mixed up with many little questions, that have obscured its meaning
and purpose. It has no relation to the question of the life or death of
the tongue, which it will not accclerate or retard one single hour ; it
seeks to recognise a great factor in Kuropean speech, a wonderful philo-
logical instrument, as has been done in Germany, Wales, and Oxford ;
it wishes, while Gaelic is a living speech, to make it better under-
stood, especially by those who have to use it in teaching and preaching ;
and it will help to gather, ere they perish, the still existing rare fragments
of folk-lore and ancient thought and feeling, so as to be permanently
preserved.

I beg to couple with the toast the names of Mr Murdoch, of
the Highlander—a true Highlandman, with high, out-spoken, honest pur-
pose, working well to rouse his people to real self-help and independence
—and Mr Mackenzie, of the Celtic Magazine, who has proved that Celtic
subjects can pay even in the market ; is rousing in the country an interest
in Highland history and literature and in the more difficult problems
affecting the Highland people, and has had the honour of starting the
recent interest and inquiry into the vital subject of Highland crofts,
which we all only wish will issue in the good of an over-humble and too
submissive people.

[It will be observed, by reference to another page, that the principle
of paying for teaching Gaelic in Highland Schools has been conceded by
the Government.—Eb. C, M.]
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LITERARY FAME !—OUR GAEL1C DICTIONARIES. —There
are peculiar facts connected with the history of our standard Gaelic
Dictionaries which deserve to be better known. Macleod and
Dewar’'s was entirely compiled by the Macfarlanes (father and son) of
Glasgow ; and the late Mr Macphun, the well-known publisher, for whom
the work was got up, to secure the Dictionary a literary status and rapid
sale, offered ¢ Tormod Og” and Dr Dewar £100 each for the mere use of
their names on the title-page. These gentlemen accepted the bribe, and
robbed the Macfarlanes of their well-merited reputation ; although it is
well known that the Rev. Norman, of “ Teachdaire Gaidhealach” celebrity,
was not a Gaelic Scholar—could only spell the language phonetically.
And the Macfarlanes not only compiled the Dictionary, but also did the
main part of the work of the ¢ Teachdaire Gaidhealach,” for which our
enthusiastic Celtic apostle, Professor Blackie, heaps so much posthumous
laudation on the famous Norman, altogether ignoring his more deserv-
ing lieutenants. Armstrong’s Dictionary, which is considered by com-
petent judges to be the best, is mainly the work of another. We
have been informed by a fellow-studeut of Dr Armstrong’s that it was
almost entirely got up by the famous Celtic scholar, Ewen Maclachlan, who
was Rector of Aberdeen Grammar School when young Armstrong and our
informant were students at the University. The future Doctor at this
time had no Gaelic, but was beginning to study it, and discovering that
Ewen Maclachlan had a MS. Dictionary—who was then, as he continued
through life, in straitened circumstances—he offered him a small sum for
it, which Maclachlan accepted. Armstrong made enquiries, and secured
the aid of other Celtic scholars throughout the country ; made additions
and alterations ; issued his Dictionaiy : and ultimately became famous on
the strength of Maclachlan’s scholarship.  The Highland Society’s
Dictionary is also mainly the work of the same distinguished scholar, who
brought it down, if we remember correctly, before his death to the letter
0. A special part of the design—learned derivations from the Hebrew,
and comparisons with other languages, had to a great extent to be given up,
as no one could be found at the time capable of continuing the work in keep-
ing with Maclachlan’s original plan. It was finally entrusted to the Rev.
Dr Macdonald, Comrie, and the late Dr Mackintosh Mackay, who was
then schoolmaster at Portree. They, to a great extent, dispensed with
Maclachlan’s learned disquisitions, and completed the work as we now
have it. Macalpine’s Dictionary, though called after his name, is only
his in part—the Gaelic-Inglish. The English-Gaelic is entirely the work
of the late John Mackenzie, Inverewe, the compiler and editor of  The
Beauties of Gaelic Poetry.” A peculiarity of this work is a preface by
the latter to the Gaelic-English part, in which Macalpir.e’s work 1s severely
criticised. Such is the way by which some people become distinguished
in literature—by appropriating the brains and the works of their less
fortunate contemporaries.
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ORAN DO OHAIPTEAN SIOSAL, PEAR ALLT-NA-GLAISLIG.

With spirit. R
(o) Ghaidh-cil, a’s ciat - aich, do bhliadh - na mhath ur,

A
Y N :

Ged chosg - adh i’n t-or dbomh gu’n ol - ainn le sunnd;
0. P N
L A | .
EEEES=—=a= s
A Phiob - air’ an fhead - ain, fhir lead - an - aich dhuinn,
o
L

I\ 1

= K
e ===
N— N —] — N i

fein’ chuir led’ sheann - sair gu damh - sa na suinn,

8 -1 :8 | 8 —

r -m:r | 4 :—

)

-

i

0
BB B

d -t 1] 1 -8

1, :-8 :1, | 4 -1 :

|
|
| re=m:s | 1 :—
| r=-da:n 1o

Ba shiubhlach an ribheid, ’s bu mhilis an gleus

A’s ¥ fhileant’ na meoir 'thug an ceol a bha reidh ;
Gu'm b'uaibhreach an aigne ’bh'aig gaisgeach mo ghaoil,
'S bu rioghail an Gaidheal mac aillidh nan laoch.

O Shiosalaich ghasda, 's ceann-feachd thu le buaidh,

Sar shaighdear gun ghealtachd gun mheatachd dbuit dual ;
Thu shiol nam fear calm’ agus dhearbh thu do choir

Air giulan ard ainm agus meamns do sheors’.

’8 i ’n deise bu mhiaunn leat, an deise bu dual,
An deise 'bha gradhach le armuinn do shluaigh :
Oba bi ’bhriogais lachdunn a thaitineadh ribh
Ach feile cruinn socair an cogadh ’san sith.

O Fhir Allt-na-glaislig gur math thig dhut fhein

A’ bhoiveid ’s am breacan aig olachan no feill,

Am feile beag cuaiche ’s do shuaicheantas ard,

’8 do leugan a’ beillsgeadh mar dhaocimean gu h-aillt’

A lasgaire cbiataich ’s tu ’s fachail’ ’s gach ouis,
Tha seire agus maise a’ lasadh na d’ ghnuis;

O o'ait un robh cuacbag 'meusg ghruagach na tir
Nach rachadh am fuadach leat, uasail mo chridh’{

’8 tu sealgair an fheidh ugus sealgair an eoin,
’S tu sealgair na h-eal’ agus sealgair 2’ gheoidh,
Le d’ ghunna neo-chearbach ’s tu dh’ fhalbhadh an fhrith,

"*8a shiubhladh an fhuar-bheinn air cruaidhead na sion’,
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Do mhiann ’bhi ’sa’ chreachan ’sam faighte 'n damh donn—
Ged ’s luthor e "leum bithidh e reubt’ nir an fhonn

*Nuair ’chuireas tu ’n cuilbhear gu cuimseach ri d’ shuil

’S a shradas gu buadhor do luaidhe mu ’chul.

A Phiobair’ an fheadain, ged 's beadarach binn

'Bbi d’ eisdeachd 'an seomar 'n am ceol bhi ga sheinn,
Tha d’ aigne cho ard aun an ar-fhaich nan tuagh

’S an taobb air am bi thu pur cinnteach dha blllidh.

O ard biodh do bhratach a's tartrach do phiob

Fhir labhairt na Gailig gu mauranach bino ;

Tha m’ earbss, 'fhir oﬁulma, a d’ ainm ’bhi ga ghairm
Le cliu mar as coir dha, na d’ choirneil air airm.

O ’s rioghail an Gaidheal thu, ghraidh nam tear treun’,

'Se caismeachd do phivba ’chuir m’ inntinn gu gleus,

Thu leantuinn seann dualchas nam fuar bheannaibh fraoich—
An tir ghlan a b’ abhaist ’bhi ’g arach nan laoch !

A mhor Ghaidheil chiataich, do bhliadhna mhath ur,
Ged chosgadh i 'n t-or dbemb, gu’n olainn le sunnd ;
A pbiobair’ an fheadain, fhir leadavaich dbhuivn

'8 tu fhein 'chuir le d’ sheannsair gu damhsa na suina |

Nore.—It is not necessary to say a word in praise of the above. The air is old and
deservedly popular. The words are the composition of Mrs Mary Mackellar, the bard of
the Gaelic Suciety of Iuviiness, and are in praise of (‘apt. Archibald MacRa Chisholm,
Glassburn, Strathglass, who discharged the duties of chairiman with so mnch success at the
last dinner of the Society ; and their merit sugurs well for their future popularity. As
an illustration of his thoroughly Highland spirit, it may be stated thut when asked
fora song, the gallant Captain responded by saying he would give them ‘‘ a song on the
bagpipes.” Then taking a piob-mhor, which belonged to the last Marquis of Seaforth,
he played, in excellent style, several tunes, which had the effect of creating so much
genuine Highland enthbusiasm as is rarely wituessed anywhere  Again, when the pro-
gramme was finished, the Captain took his pipes to play a parting tune, and se soul-
stirring did the music prove, to quote the words of the Highlander, °* that the table
which stood in the middle of the hall seenied to be whisked to a side. as if by magic, and
a party of nimble Celts were irresistibly drawn into the mazes of the Reel of
which closed the proceedings.” Suffice it to say that when the Bard read the acoount
the Proceeding- in the newspapers, the muse had to find expression in the above seng.
—W, MACKENZIE,

A SLUMBERING FAIR.
By Evan MacCoLr.

——) e

Hush ! wild birds, hush your songs! Be still,] My beautiful, my darling one!

My throbbing heart, for pity's sake ! How gladly round thy meck I'd throw
I fear me thy wild beatiog will My arms, save that no mortal man

On Mary’s rosy slumbers break. Seems pure enough to touch its snew!
Such sacred calm surrounds her bower— Those lips of Phidian curve divine,

So rich the balm its blooms dispense, That bosom, too, soft-heaving nigh,
I marvel not my fairer flower Once, only once, to press to wmine,

Thus sleeps the sleep of innocence. Methinks that I could gladly die!
She dreams, methinks, Ah ! can it be Cease, cease, my heart, 8o vain a thought

The vision of some chaste embrace Here but to breathe on her would be
That causeth that warm blush I see A sin 'gainst her and heaven, I wot,—

Quick-crimsoning her neck and face? So purs, 50 holy seemeth
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CLUNY MACPHERSON AT CLUNY CASTLE.
—_——

ip in Badenoch, nine miles from Kingussie, on a slight eminence on
1t of the road leading to Fort-William, stands Cluny Castle, the resi-
f Cluny Macpherson of Cluny, Chief of Clan Chattan. It is a
ut substantial building, commanding a magnificent prospect. The
m and its surroundings are just such as a great Highland Chief
be expected to choose for his home—retired, yet, for the district,
; the country subdued, open, and fertile in the immediate vicinity ;
the distance, on all sides, bold, majestic, grand, the Grampian
nd the Cairngorms standing out in their magnificent ¢ snow-capped
” and forming a prominent and awe-inspiring scene. The furnish-
warlike instruments, illustrative of the past: targets, battle-axes,
res, swords, dirks, guns, pistols, old armour, banners, stag and
1eads, wild cats, swans, foreign heads and birds, and numberless
rophies of the battle and the chase—old relics and curiosities—
se the taste of its occupant and tho warlike predilictions of the old
¢ race from which he sprang. The old Chief himself—a well-knit,
turdy Highlander, about the middle height, dressed in full High-
stume—salutes you in the Gaelic vernacular of his ancestors, which
ks with purity and ease. He begins to show signs of advancing
but still looking twenty years younger than he really is. The
| affability and courteous ease of manner characteristic of him, in
f an unconscious air of dignity of countenance and of motion, at once
is visitor at perfect ease, who soon finds himself discoursing on old
nd feuds and clan battles which naturally lead up to the doings and
+ of the Risings of the Fifteen and the Forty-five, in which his
yrs had taken such a prominent but unfortunate part.
o present Chief, Cluny Macpherson of Cluny, is one of the few
e remaining links that connect the ‘good old days” of the
chal chiefs, who cherished and were proud of their people, and the
Q
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present, when generally the lairds look upon the ancient inhabitants of
the soil much the same way as a cattle-dealer looks upon his herd—to
make the most of them. The House of Cluny has a history and a
genuine respect among the Highlanders of which he may well be, and is,
justly proud ; for the family have always taken a distinguished share in
everything calculated to advance the interests of the country. The origin
of the House of Macpherson is lost in dim antiquity. By the genealogy
known as the “ MS. of 1450 "—the oldest Gaelic genealogy in existence
—we find that Cluny is descended from ¢ Muirich, or Murdoch, son of
Swen, son of Heth, son of Nachtan, son of Gillichattan, from whom came
the Clan Chattan.”

There has been a long and warm controversay between the Chiefs of
Mackintosh and the Chiefs of Macpherson, and others interested in them,
regarding the chiefship of the great Clan Chattan, with the result that it
is allowed by all disinterested parties that Cluny is undoubtedly the chief
and male heir of that powerful and numerous Clan, while the Mackintoshes
were for centuries its actual leaders or “ Captains,” in virtue of the
marriage of Angus Mackintosh, sixth chief of that 11k, with Eva, daughter
and only child of Dugall Dall, the undoubted and acknowledged Chief of
Clan Chattan in his day. There are various instances in Highland
history where the hushand of the heiress of the chief became the leader
or “Captain” of the clan, but we are not acquainted with a single
instance where the chiefship descended through a female.

Murdoch above-named, from whom the Macphersons derive the
patronimic of MacMhuirich, became chief in 1153. On the death of
Dugall Dall the representation of the family devolved upon his cousin
and male heir, Kenneth, eldest son of Ewen Bin, Murdoch’s second son.
Kenneth's son, Duncan Macpherson of Cluny, fought with Bruce, at the
head of his Clan, at the battle of Bannockburn. He was granted a com-
mission to expel the Comyns from Badenoch, and on their forfeiture, as a
reward for his services, obtained a grant of their lands in the district, and
was allowed to add a hand holding a dagger to his armorial bearings.
Duncan’s grandson, Donald Mor, was chief in 1386, when a battle was
fought at Invernahavon between the Clan Chattan and the Camerons, on
which occasion a dispute arose as to the precedency of the respective
chiefs of the principal families of Macpherson and Davidson, Cluny and
his followers claiming the right v:'ng, as the eldest branch. Mackintosh
in an evil hour decided in favou. .f the Davidsons, when Cluny and all
the Macphersons, highly indignaunt, withdrew from the fialld. The Clan
Chattan was defeated, many of the Mackintoshes and nearly all the
Davidsons having been killed in the conflict. Cluny, seeing this, though
greatly offended, forgot his wounded pride and next day attacked the
Camerons, completely routed them, and slew a great many of their
number, including their commander ; and it is gencrally believed that
this quarrel was the original cause of the celebrated combat between the
two Clans on the Inch of Perth so graphically described by Sir Walter
Scott in the “ Fair Maid of Pe

The Macphersons adhered to the unfortnnate (Queen Mary throughout
her disastrous reign ; supported Charles I., and suffered much for their
attachment to him ; and, ever after, they continued, true as the dial to
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the sun, unwavering and staunch Royalists, always supporting the Stuarts
in whoee interest Cluny took a prominent part in the '15.

In 1722 the chiefship devolved on Lachlan Macpherson of Nuide,
whose eldest son, Ewen, was chief and became celebrated as a follower of
Prince Charlie in 1745. In that year he was appointed to a company in
Lord Loudon’s Highlanders, on the side of the Government, and had
taken the oaths ; but on the arrival of Prince Charles, Cluny threw up
his commission, and with six hundred Macphersons joined the Prince
after his victory at Prestonpans. In the retreat from Derby the Clan
greatly distinguished themselves, especially by their indomitable gallantry
in the skirmish with the Government troops at Clifton. Lord George
Murray commanded on the occasion, with Cluny at his side, at the head of
the Macphersons, and when, receiving the fire of the Dragoons full in
the face, and the balls whizzing about their ears, Cluny exclaimed, * What
the devil is this$” at the same moment crying out “ Claymore,” and
rushing, sword in hand, down to the bottom ditch of the enclosure,
leading his men, and clearing the hedges as they went, they fell upon the
King’s troops, killing many of them and compelling the rest to fly for
their lives. The Macphersons, commanded by their brave chief, formed
part of the first line at the battle of Falkirk, but they arrived too late for
the battle of Culloden—just after the Prince had fled from the field.

During the subsequent devastations and cruelties committed by the
King’s troops, Cluny Castle was burnt to the ground. when the other
members of the family had to take shelter in a kiln in the neighbourhood,

For some time after this Cluny lived in hiding with Lochiel, in a
retreat at Benalder, on his own property, near Rannoch. Wishing to
see the Prince, he some time after this set out for Achnacarry, where he
-suppoeed him to be, and afterwards returned to Benalder, where he found
His Royal Highness in a miserable hovel with Lochiel. ~On entering the
hut Cluny was in the act of kneeling, when the Prince graciously pre-
vented him, and kissed him, saying, “ I am sorry, Cluny, you and your
regiment were not at Culloden ; I did not hear till very lately that you
were 80 near us that day.” They spent two nights together, and Cluny
afterwards took the Prince to a more secure hiding-place, known as the
Cage, which he had suitably fitted up for him, and where he remained
concealed for several weeks, until the French frigate arrived, in which he
ultimately made his escape to France.

The Government were so determined to capture Cluny, that they
offered a reward of one thousand guineas and a company in one of the
regiments of the line to any one who would bring him in, dead or alive ;
but the same faithful and loyul spirit which induced the Highlanders not
to betray their Prince for thirty thousand pounds protected Cluny among
his own followers, in spite of every attempt made to capture him. Every
effort was made, and all imaginable means used for seven years, to discover
his whereabouts, but all without avail. The Government now determined
upon a final effort, and commissioned Sir Hector Munro, specially qualified
for such a post, as he afterwards fully proved by his many desperate but
fruitless efforts for two years to capture the fugitive. Munro was himselfa
Highlander, and knew the language of the people. He placed a detachment
in almost every hamlet in the parishes of Laggan and Kingussie, and was
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often, by varioue stratagems and sudden surprises, within an ace of being suc-
cessful. Cluny’s abilities, however, and the devoted attachment of his Clan,
defied the whole power of Government and Sir Hector Munro. No sooner
was an order issued, or any movement made by the troops, than intimation
was made to the fugitive. He had many hairbreadth escapes, in which
he exhibited resource and boldness of no mean order. Though every
gentleman in the country knew his various haunts, and that he was
occasionally the guest of his tenants, he never allowed more than one
family at a time to know his place of concealment ; and if by accident he
was observed by any person, he at once removedto another. There were
only four persons who knew where he could be found on all occasions, of
whom one, James Macpherson, was his piper. These four always kept
him supplied with food and other necessaries, and it was to one or other
of them that any of his friends, even his wife, had to apply when they
had anything in particular to communicate or send to him.

The following incident illustrates his great coolness and presence of
mind in extreme danger :—After the burning of the castle, the family re-
sided in a small cottage. On one occasion the Chief was on a visit, when
the house was suddenly surrounded by the Government troops, commanded
by Munro, who received such correct information, and managed the
surprise on this occasion with such secrecy, that there was scarcely any
possibility of escape. But Cluny’s presence of mind stood him well, and
saved him in this perilous emergency. Though he found himself on the
brink of destruction, and about to fall into the clutches of his persecutors,
in whose hands a certain and ignominious death awaited him, he main-
tained his coolness—deliberately stepped into the kitchen, and instantly
changed clothes with one of his own men servants, walked outside to
meet the officer in command as he marched up to the door, and, without *
the slightest hesitation or apparent concern, held the stirrup while the
officer dismounted, walked the horse about while he searched the house,
and on his return again held the stirrup while Munro mounted. The
officer asked him if he knew where Cluny was ¥ and received for answer,
“T do not; and if I did I would not tell you.” ¢ Indeed, I believe you
would not,” returned the other. “ You are a good fellow; here’s a
shilling for yow.”

Another noteworthy instance, out of many marvellous such, deserves
to be told :—On one occasion as the soldiers were returning home from a
fruitless search for Cluny, they m.. a young lad carrying what turned out
on investigation to be a savoury dinner of venison ; and correctly surmis-
ing that the dish was intended for the fugitive chief, they threatened the
boy with instant death if he did not at once conduct them to his hiding-
place. The boy led them over the hills for several miles, and their rigour
towards him having somewhat abated by the exertion, following him in a
rough, long, and dreary mountain walk, be began to gather a little more
courage, and asked several curious questions regarding their arms and ac-
coutrements, especially expressing great wonder at the weapon carried by
the drummer. In broken English he asked him what kind of animal he
carried inside such a large cage. In reply the drummer beat a tatoo,
which, to all appearance, greatly delighted the Highlander ; so much so,
that he offered the drummer the dinner he was still carrying if he would
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allow him to handle the wonderful instrument. The drummer, quite
innocent of the ruse, slipped the belts round the boy’s neck, who no
sooner got possession of it, than he seized the drumsticks, and applied
them with such vigour and effect, that the hills, far and near, echoed with
the sound. They were soon almost in the immediate vicinity of the cave
in which Cluny was in concealment. He heard the sound of the drum,
as his faithful clansman had anticipated, thought the troops were close
upon him, and hurriedly made his escape. The soldiers, led by the
1ad, were soon at the mouth of the cave, only to find it empty. They
‘were naturally much chagrined and disappointed after such a long and
difficult journey ; but no suspicion fell on the boy, for in his innocent
appoarance there was nothing to suggest the clever device by which he
had saved his master.

During the summer months he chose caves and hiding-places far up in
the mountains, while in the winter he occupied artificial caves nearer home,
one of which was made under the floor of a clansman’s house at Ralia ;
another at Biallidmore, under the floor of a sheep-cot, belonging to a
special confidant ; but it was at Nesssintully he found the greatest com-
fort, quietness, and security, until this place of concealment was accidentally
discovered by a worthless fellow, who divulged the secret, after which the
unfortunate chief never again occupied it. This cave was constructed in
a most unlikely place, in the wood, by James Dubh Leslie and his brother
Peter, working at it only during the night ; carefully carrying the soil in
sacks, and depositing it at a considerable distance in the river Spey. The
inside was lined with boards, the roof covered with tanned cow-hides,
over which was placed a thin layer of gravel, covered over on the level
surface with green sods. Inside was placed a comfortable bed, a tabls,
two chairs, and a small press or cupboard, while a pane of glass was placed
in an out-of-the-way corner to admit the light—the whole so ingeniously
constructed as to make discovery almost impossible. It was in this
manner that the famous Cluny of the Forty-five spent the last ten years
of his eventful life. In 1755 he effected his escape to France, and died
at Dunkirk in the following year.

Duncan, his son and successor, was born in 1750, in the kiln already
mentioned, in which his mother, a daughter of Simon Lord Lovat, found
shelter after the destruction of the castle. Being only six years of age
when his father died, his uncle, Major Macpherson of the 78th High-
landers, acted as his guardian during his minority.

In 1793 he received back the forfeited estates ; entered the army ;
afterwards became Lieutenant-Colonel of the 3d Foot Guards ; and, on
the 12th of June 1796, married Catherine, youngest daughter of Sir Ewen
Cameron of Fassifern, Baronet. On the 1st of August 1817, he was suc-
ceeded by his eldest son, Ewen Macpherson, the present Chief of Clan
Chattan—twenty-third chief from MacGillichattain Mér—who has now
occupied that honourable position for the long period of sixty-one years.
He was born on the 24th April 1804, and is therefore in the 74th year
of his age, but still active and vigorous, looking, in his Highland dress,
the very picture and embodiment of the really genuine and warm-hearted
Highland Chief and gentleman he is universally admitted to be. He
is well up in the history of his family, full of Highland traditions
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and folklore, and delights his visitor by relating such reminiscences as
are here presented to the reader. For several years he served in the 42d
Highlanders—the Black Watch—of which his eldest son and heir, Duncan
Macpherson, younger of Cluny, is the present Colonel ; also in the First
Royal Scots. He is Lieutenant-Colonel of the Inverness-shire Highland
Rifle Volunteers, Deputy-Lieutenant and Magistrate of the County,
Permanent Steward of the Northern Meetings, Governor of the Caledonian
Bank, Director of the Highland Railway; and he takes a lively and
intelligent interest in all questions affecting the Highlands—agriculture,
and in the breeding of pure Highland cattle and blackfaced sheep, for
both of which he obtained prizes at the Highland Society’s Shows. In
appreciation of his intereat in everything Celtic, his kindness to his
tenants, his encouragement of the Gaelic language in the wide district
over which his influence extends, the Gaelic Society of Inverness in 1871
elected him their first Chief, and re-elected him for a second year. He more
than once presided at their annual festivals, and is a life member of the
Society. The town of Inverness in 1874 presented him with the freedom
of the burgh, as a distinguished Highland Chief, one of the best landlords
in the Highlands, and a good neighbour; while, at the same time, a
similar honour was conferred on his gallant son, on his return from
Ashantee, for his distinguished bravery while serving as senior Major,
and in actual command of the famous Black Watch at the battle of
~ Amoaful, where he was severely wounded. Cluny is a Presbyterian in

religion, takes a deep interest in the Free Church, of which he is a
member, and uses his influence in the School Boards of his district in
favour of teaching Gaelic in the schools. He is, in short, a model chief,
of whom, unfortunately, few are now to be found in the Highlands.

He, as befits the Chief of Clan Chattan, keeps up many of the ancient
customs of the Highlands, encourages all the manly sports—shinty and
shooting matches, tossing the caber, putting the stone—music (especially
bagpipe music), and Highland dancing ; and never sits at table without
having his piper, according to the good old custom, playing on the great
Highland bagpipes, and every morning the inmates are aroused by the
piper marching round the Castle from seven to eight playing ‘“Hey, Johnny
Cope, are ye wakin’ yet 1" an appropriate tune, in more ways than one ; for
it was within two miles of Cluny Castle that Sir John Cope commenced his
famous retreat in 1745. Cluny naturallydelights and takes great pride in his
large and unique collection of ancient relics and curiosities, many of which
have an interesting connection and many touching associations with the
warlike annals of his race ; while others—trophies of the forest and the
chase—indicate the sporting proclivities which were in the past associated
with the warlike and cavalier spirit of the gentlemen of Clan Chattan.
Here is the target made of wood in France for Prince Charlie, and worn
by him at the battle of Culloden, covered with leather, studded with
silver ornaments, and richly chased. It is surrounded in the hall by
seven basket-hilted swords used by the Frasers in 17456. There is the
shirt frill of lace left by the Prince at Fassifern the morning after raising
his standard at Glenfinnan. Yonder are shirt studs and silver mountings,
Here is the old MS. in the charter chest with Prince Charlie’s autograph ;

and yonder, carefully treasured, are, perhaps the most intereeting,of all,
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the Prince’s autograph letter to Cluny, dated 18th September 1746, and
the bronze plate for engraving notes, or paper money, which were never
issued, found by a shepherd a fow years ago at the west end of Loch
Laggan, where it was lost by one of the Prince’s followers while on their
way to the cave at Loch Ericht.

The following is Prince Charlie’s autograph letter :—¢ Macpherson of
Cluny,—As we are sensible of your and Clan’s fidelity and integrity to us
during our adventures in Scotland and England in the years 1745 and
1746 in recovering our just rights from the Elector of Hanover, by which
you have sustained very great losses, both in your interest and person, I
therefore promise, when it shall please God to put it in my power, to
make a grateful return suitable to your sufferings.”

(Signed) CHaRLEs, P. R,

Is it to be wondered at, looking at these and the many other relics of
the same description, and connected as they are with the same unfortunate
period of our country’s history, that the highly interesting historical inci-
dents connected with the Fifteen and the Forty-five, to which reference has
been already made, should have become the subject of mixed reflections
and conversation ! '

The “ Black Chanter” of Clan-Chattan—which has a peculiar interest
for the family, and is highly prized by its possessor—is exhibited and
handled with great care, for the prosperity of the House of Cluny is sup-
posed to depend upon its possession. Of the many peculiar traditions
related regarding it, one is—that its original fell from heaven during the
famous Clan battle between the Macphersons and the Davidsons on the
Inch of Perth ; and that, being made of crystal, it was broken by the
fall, when this one was made in fac simile. Another tradition has it,
that this is the genuine original, and that the cracks in it were occasioned
by its violent contact with the ground. The belief that it brings prosperity
to the fumily, so long as it remains in their possession, was considerably
strengthened by the fact that it was carried away in the eighteenth
century—which might be called the black century for the House of
Cluny—by the Laird of Grant, but was many years afterwards restored
to its original possessors by one of his descendunts. James Logan says
regarding the “ Feadan Dubh,” that on a certain occasion when the Clan
Grant were sorely dishcartened, in consequence of the defeat of a body of
them by three of the brave Macdonalds of Glencoe, “to re-animate them
the chief sent to Cluny for the loan of the Feadan Dubh, the notes of
which could infallibly rouse every latent spark of valour. Cluny is said
to have lent it without hesitation, saying his men stood in no nced of it.
How long it remained with them at this time does not appear ; but after
it had been restored, the Grants again reccived it, and it remained with
them until 1822, when Grant of Glenmorriston presented it to Ewen
Macpherson, Esq. of Cluny, the present worthy chief. . . . . The
Macphersons assuredly, whether in consequence of the fortunate talisman
or their own bravery, have never been in a battle which was lost, at least
where their chief was present. Before the battle of Culloden, an old
witch, or second seer, told the Duke of Cumberland that if he waited until
the bratach uaine, or green banner, came up, he would be defeated.” Among
the various specimens of ancient weapons in the castle there are no less
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than twenty-four very fine claymores, and several swords, among wkich are
not a few Ferraras. Here is the ¢ Charmed Sword,” worn by the present
Colonel of the Black Watch during the Indian Mutiny, so-called from the
tradition that no one using it was ever killed in an engagement. T%here
are two, taken respectively by Cluny and an ancestor of Macpherson of
Biallid, from their adversaries at Penrith ; and yender is a weapon not
much Jess interesting—the claymore worn by the present chief himself
while serving in the Black Watch, the 42d Royal Highlanders. Here,
carefully treasured, is a piece of the colours of the same celebrated regi-
ment carried at Waterloo of another, carried in the Crimea and in the
Indian Mutiny ; as also a piece of the colours of the 93d Sutherland
Highlanders—of which Cluny’s second son, Ewen, is Major—carried at
Balaclava. Here is the brass candlestick nsed by Cluny of the Forty-five,
and carried about by him to his various places of concealment ; also, the
snuff-mull, bound with an iron hoop, made and fixed on by himself—his
constant companion during those eventful years. These, with numberless
other relics of the past—trophies of the chase at home and in foreign
lands—the position of the Castle and its natural surroundings, impress the
visitor with the complete propriety of the place and its contents as a suit~
able and appropriate home for the courteous, spirited, and genuine High-
lander, and, withal, proud chief-who lives in it—whose greatest delight
in his old age is to glance at, and ruminate on the eventful history of the
past through his warlke and sporting surroundings; at the same time
priding himself not a little, and not without good cause, upon his proved
loyalty to his sovereign Queen Victoria, having personally served her in
the line and the reserve, and furnished her army with three gallant sons
—a colonel, a major, and a captain—than whom there are no braver in
Her Majesty’s Service. A M

TO CONTRIBUTORS.—Simon Mackenzie, Penola, Australia—Copy
of notice of the ‘ Ministear Laidir,” from Statistical Account, received
with thanks ; but we had a Memoir prepared in which the particulars are
given at greater length, which will appear in our next; also, “ Notes
on Celtic Philology,” by Hector Maclean, Islay; and the first of & series
of papers on “ Ian MacCodrum,” the Hebridean Bard.

THE HISTORY OF THE CLAN MACKENZIE—We may
answer several enquirers at once by saying that it s ourintention to pub-
lish the ¢ History of the Clan Mackenzie ” with several important
additions, and valuable original documents, in book form, if a sufficient
number of subscribers are forthcoming to insure us against loss. It will
form a bulky volume of at least from 400 to 500 peges. demy octavo.
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PRESENT CLAIMS ON GAELIC-SPEAKING HIGHLANDERS.*
Br CraruEs Frasgr-Mackintosm, F.S.A.S., M.P.

—_——

InerITUTIONS like that of the Gaelic Society of London have two main
and leading objects—the one, to preserve all that is interesting in the
pest, and the other to foster and develop vitality in the present.

‘We have had, as a rule, hitherto a great deal of the first, and until
lately, but little of the second, though I cannot but think it is the more
immediately important. Therefore I have selected it as the subject of the
present paper.

Now (lst), what is our position at present as Gaelic-speaking High-
landers, and (2d) what are we called upon to do

Upon these two points I now offer some observations. First, spring-
ing from a limited locality as the source, we find our race scattered not
only over Great Britain, its Colonies and Dependencies, but also, in a
lesser degree, found in all parts of the civilized world. We are of course
Scotsmen, and this is a great bond of union ; but we are something more,
we are Highlanders, with distinctive dress and language. In these
respects, while differing from other Scotsmen, and thinking it right to
preserve these distinctions, we, at the same time, do not arrogate to our-
selves such an exclusive or superior position as could be held offensive to
our brother Scots. But are we allowed unquestioned to take up this
proper and legitimate position, and assert our distinction? Not so.
Anything of the kind is sometimes resented, more frequently scouted and
ridiculed, and this not always by Saxon or stranger, but, alas ! by some
dwelling in the very Highlands, and not without influence there.

The old feeling of the Lowlander against the Highlander is far from
being extinct. No stronger illustration of this could be found than the
article which not long ago appeared in that respectable publication,
Chambere's Edinburgh Journal, and said to he written by the chief pro-
prictor. Some of those I address may have seen the article, and
like myself been pained by its narrow, irritating, and mischievous aim and
character. This, then, i8 our position at present. We find our race
scattered all over the world, with a bond of union distinct and exclusive,
hallowed to us by all the recollections of a glorious past. This it would
be traitorous to resign or forget, even if we inclined or desired so to do,
which God forbid.

At the same time, we find that the moment we assert our distinctive-
ness we are opposed—the most favourable feeling entertained, probably

* Delivored before the Gaelio Seciety of Lendoa on the 13th of March 1878,
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being that of a kind of good-natured, but contemptuous indifference. I
think it will be generally admitted that what I have said is a correct
representation of the present position of (Gaelic-speaking Highlanders, and
it sufficiently exhausts the first part of the subject as I purpose treating it.

Second, What are we called upon to do? This point may be con-
sidered under two heads, the first sentimental, the second practical
Under the first, How many races and nations exist on the globe? Many
of these have great advantages of climate, of historic renown, and other-
wise. Would ary of us, had we our free choice, have selected being born
other than we have been—Highlanders? I should say No. Cradled it
may have been midst the rude tempests and blasts that scourge our
‘Western Isles, or midst the biting cold of the mountain sides, nursed, it
may be, in poverty ; yet would we not exchange our birth land for the
fairest portion of God's earth. Our position then, in these circumstances,
is never to lose sight of, nor forget that we are Highlanders. Let it be
no wearing on the sleeve, as the saying is, to be thrown off when con-
venient or expedient. No, it must be the leading, guiding, animating
spirit of our whole life, only to be relinquished with our last breath. By
so doing we give tone to our life, stanp our individuality, and vindicate
the undyingness of our race. Further, this will swecten our enjoyments,
cheer and console us under discouragements and difficulties.

But let us come to the main part of this paper, and which I purpose
treating of more fully, viz, the practical part of the question, What are
we to do? What ought we, what arc we bound to do? 1st, I should
like-to say one word as to dress. This, in my view, is of some conse-
quence. We ought to encourage the wearing of the dress as much as
possible, in especial among the young—not as is frequently the case,
with too much ornament, but in a simple, becoming manner. It is well
known that to him accustomed to it, the Highland dress gives an ease
and dignity not found attaching to any other garb. 2d, Every Gaelic-
speaking Highlander should belong to a Higbhland Association in his
neighbourhood, and if none exist he should set himself, should there be
but two or three within reasonable distance, to form such an Association.
The objects of these Associations should be principally to preserve every-
thing to themselves historically intoresting, connected with their respective
localities, and to promote, at the same time, present interests. In the
next place, to federate and affiliate themselves with larger and more im-
portunt Societies in the great centres of population. Nothing can be
more pleasant to the true llighlander than to hear of, and read the
accounts of the annual and other meetings held by numerous Associations
and Societies of Highlanders in Scotland and elsewhere, all breathing the
same spirit of that nationality, union, and clanship which we love to
cherish. DBut these ought also to have higher and more practical and
present ends and aims. If I may so describe my meaning there must be
federation in order to united action, and the assertion, vindication, and
bringing to bear of Highland sentiment and demand upon questions and
exigencies of the day. We have several important questions to deal with,
such as the present state, and desired amelioration of the Highland crofter,
the necessity of emigration in some cases, its disadvantage in others. F
might also point to the desirability of having a new, uniform, and cheap



THE CELTIC MAGAZINE. 211

re-publication, competently edited, of every Gaelic work hitherto printed,
in order to be within reach of all, and to place our literature in a position
of prominence and easy reference. All these are objects which will demand,
not onlythe time and thought of local Societies, but also the combined efforts
of federation, before they can be successfully attained and worked out. Of
old, the appointment of chiefs and leaders was elective, and it is quite in
consonance with these ancient views, that now the elective principle
should with us be so largly in operation, and chiefs and chieftains be
elected from time to time to preside over our Associations. 3d, Local
Associations should do everything in their power to assist poorer brethren.
In some cases, for instance those of the old and destitute, help may well
take & pecuniary form ; in others, kindly counsel and warning will prove
highly advantageous ; and as regards the young, assistance and united
effort in procuring them a start in life, may be found invaluable, and the
ladder to ultimate fame and success.

Agein, we have the most clamant call to place our language on a sound
and secure basis. 'We do not grudge to the English language that predomin-
ance which it has and deserves, but our knowledge of Gaelic does not in
the least unfit, but rather assists us in appreciating the full benefits of the
dominant .

» As regards Gaelic in its higher educational aspect, we now have every
prospect that the Celtic Chair will be established, and with a fair endow-
ment. The sum subscribed is highly satisfactory—thanks to the vigorous
and sustained efforts of Professor Blackie and other patriotic men. But
the value of money, we know, i8 diminishing, and, to do the Chair justice,
the Professor ought to have one or two assistants. I should say that an
income of £1000 a year is the minimum which should be kept in view
in name of annual endowment. Possibly Government might give a grant
in supplement of the present funds, but if this were done, a voice in the
appointments would be asked, and it would in many respects be preferable
that we were free from Government patronage. Many have subscribed
liberally at home and abroad ; still a great number have not, and I do not
see why every person speaking the Gaelic language all over the world
should not subscribe, even although in many cases it were but a shilling.
Bocieties like yours should find out in your several localities who have not
subscribed, and by means of canvassers and visitors, leave not a single
Gaelic-speaking person without being directly appealed to; and you
should not rest satisfied until the Celtic Chair, as regards funds, is found
placed on a sure and permanent footing. Next, I would advert to the
necessity of all magazines, newspapers, and publications devoted to the
Gaelic language and to Highland interests being vigorously supported by
Associations and Societies, corporately and individually. These publica-
tions have a deal to contend with, and by being to some extent devoted
to the intereets of a limited number, they have not therefore general sup-
port. The greater reason, however, that Highlanders should make it a
point, not only of supporting them by subscription, but also of relieving
them of some expense by contributing such information as they may be
possessed of, and which would be interesting to their countrymen.

I come now to the last part of my subject, and certainly not the least
important, viz., the teaching of Gaelic in our National Schools, where this
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is necessary.  You are aware that this subject, since the passing of the
Act of 1872, has excited great interest. The Education Department
would at first concede nothing, and, until the Code of 1878, just issued,
the only reference to the Gaelic language was this, viz., that the intellig-
ence of the children might in certain districts be tested by and through
that language. In localities where Gaelic is the mother-tongue, it would
be superfluous, if not impertinent in me, to adduce argument to support
the view that education without making any use, in fact ignoring that
language, must be defective, and a gross injustice to the children. There
bad been for years such a desire to stamp out the language as a barrier
to knowledge, that those who adopted that view would listen to neither
reason mor argument. They declined to recognise that Gaelic did exist
as o mother-tongue, and that it must be fairly dealt with, at the very least,
during the period of transition, which education generally, and the Gaelic
language as a spoken tongue, is now undergoing. We may have our views
and ideas as to the preservation of Gaelic, but none of us can desire that it
continue to be the sole language of a people. 1f it were, as long as it so
remained, such people would be placed at great disadvantages. To bridge
over the period during which Gaelic is the mother-tongue, we must in
every way utilize the language in those localities where it prevails.

For the last four years pressure has been brought to bear upon the
Education Department to recognise Gaelic, and at last we have been en-
abled to get substantial coucessions. But unless School Boards do their
duty, no result will follow. We wanted, amongst other things, that the
Gaelic language be made a special subject, to be paid for by Government
Grant. That point has not been conceded, but it is open for re-considera-
tion and remonstrance in the future. 'What has been obtained is this—
that Gaelic may be taught during school hours, and the time in so doing,
which is not restricted, counts in the Attendance Grant. Further, the
School Funds, other than Government Grants, may be lawfully applied
in paying teachers and for results. These concessions are substantial, as
I have said, but we must see that they are not allowed to remain a dead
letter. Action must be taken by the School Boards, and it should be one
of the paramount objects of Societies like yours, and of every Highlander,
to see that the 300 schools, which have either directly declared, or are
known to be favourable to Gaelic instruction, shall forthwith take steps
to have Gaelic taught for such time in the day as is best suited for each
particular locality and case, so that, at least, every Highland child shall
hereafter be able to read their Bible in the mother-tongue ; and next, to
sec that a reasonable part of the school funds are paid to efficient teachers
of Gaelic. Upon this point of teachers, I am glad the objection so gener-
rally urged, that Gaelic teachers could not be had, has been disproved by
the Parliamentary Return. This conclusively shows that such teachers
are available, but they deserve more encouragement than that sanctioned
by the Code, or which is likely to be granted by School Boards, unless
these Boards are looked after carefully. It should be made well worth
while to the teachers, that Gaelic be taught efficiently ; and as regards
Government Inspectors in Highland districts, if imbued with true Celtic
spirit, like Mr Jolly of Inverness, they ought tc receive encouragement
and support from every Highlander and Association in the diacharge
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mportant duties. After satisfying ourselves that School Boards
laty strictly in these respects, we can with great propriety and
pplement their exertions by giving prizes of books, or granting
18 of money, to the best scholars ; and I should not rest satisfied
itil every school where Gaelic was taught came to be under the
o inspection of some of our Societies for the objects I have
. The smartest and cleverest boys in Gaelic would then come
o, and a few of the best of them might be helped to enter
r achools and Universities, in due time to become worthy minis-
ectors, and teachers, and fill other responsible positions. Some
. this direction have already been made, and with great success.
a af its being universal, and that not a single Highland school,
remote, poor, or small, should want the assistance and superin-
I have referred to.

ier, with regard to those School Boards which decline to satisfy
mtions and wishes, and it will be found in the Returns laid
aliament that there are some rather glaring cases, and in purely
| districts, very decided action should be taken to bear upon
1 if withou effect, to take steps at the first new election to return
truly representing popular desire. Lastly, I would allude to the
e necessity of having Gaelic primers and other elementary works
for being used as Gaelic lesson books prepared by competent
wnd sold at suitable prices. Some of our principal Gaelic scholars
doubt be glad to give their assistance in this matter, and in a
uited to present circumstances and requirements. Much of the
f teaching in schools must depend on these books being of a
tharacter.®

» gentlemen, are some of the puints I think Gaelic-speaking
lers are called upon to attend to. There are many others, which
o refer to, had I not wished to confine my observations within
» bounds, and to refrain from requesting your attention except
tions which are of practical, immediate importance, and within
wince and power, at once, to take up and deal with. I
o more than fulfilled the object I had before me if I awaken at-
ollowed by action, to those I have alluded to. You, the Gaelic
£ London, who last year so happily celebrated your Centenary,
thin your power, and should worthily, as of yore, take a lead in the
ion and development of everything that concerns and interests
Beann nan GQleann 's nan Gaisgeach.

» the foregoing was written, I am delighted te hear something has already
im this matter, That most zeulous and earnest Highlander, the Rev. J. Calder
f Pilrig, Edinburgh, writing to me under date 2d March current, says :—
dng satisfied with the changes made in the Cede, Iwent at ence to the Nel-
shers, to get them to prepare suitable beoks. They have entered mest cer-
the matter. A beautiful illustrated Gaelic Primer, revised by Dr Maclauch-
udy in type, and I hope to have the pleasure of sending yon a copy of it next
bas the Gaelic and English page for page. They are to do the whole series of
al Readers’ in the same way ; nnd when these are ready and put into the
10 Gaelio-speaking children, I think it is not too much to saz, that the youth
Alands will then have an eppertunity of learning beth Guelic and English,
1y never had before,”
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HISTORY OF THE CLAN MACKENZIE,
WITH GENEALOGIES OF THE PRINCIPAL FAMILIES,
By tre Ebiton.

s (e e

[ConTINUED.]

VIII. COINNEACH OQG, or KenNerH THE YOUNGER, was also called
Sir Kenneth. When King James the Fourth in 1488 succeeded to
the throne, he determined to attach to his interest the principal Chiefs
in the Highlands. “To overawe and subdue the petty princes who
affected independence, to carry into their territories, hitherto too ex-
clusively governed by their own capricious or tyrannical institutions, the
same system of a severe, but regular and rapid administration of civil and
criminal justice, which had been established in his Lowland dominions,
was the laudable object of the King ; and for this purpose he succeeded,
with that energy and activity which remarkably distinguished him, in
opening up an intercourse with many of the leading men in the northem
counties. With the Captain of the Clan Chattan, Duncan Mackintosh;
with Ewen, the son of Alan, Captain of the Clan Cameron ; with Campbell
of Glenurghay ; the Macgilleounsof Duart and Lochbuy; Mackane of Ardns-
murchan ; the lairds of Mackenzie and Grant ; and the Earl of Huntley,
a baron of the most extensive power in these northern districte—he
appears to have been in habits of constant and regular communication—
rewarding them by presents, in the shape either of money or of grants of
land, and securing their services in reducing to obedience such of their
fellow chieftains as proved contumacious, or actually rose in rebellion.”*
In accordance with this plan he determined upon taking pledges for
their good behaviour from some of the most powerful Clans, and, at the
same time, educate the more youthful lairds into a more civilized manner
of governing their people. Amongst others he took a special interest in
Kenneth Og, and Farquhar Mackintosh, the young laird of Mackintosh;
both of whom were closely connected with the disicherited Lords of the
Isles, and with one another, on the mother’s side.t They were both power
ful, the leaders of great Clans, and young men of great spirit and reckless
habits. They were accordingly apprehended in 1495, and sent to
Edinburgh, where they were kept in custody in the Castle, until a favour-
able opportunity occurring, in 1497, they escaped over the ramparts by the
aid of ropes secretly conveyed to them by some of their friends. This was
the more easily managed, as they had liberty granted them to roam over the
whole bounds of the castle within the onter walls ; and the young gentle-
men, getting tired of such restraint, and ashamed to be idle while they
considered themselves fit actors for the stage of their Highland domains,
resolved to attempt an escape by dropping over the walls. In going over
Kenneth injured his leg to such an extent as to incapacilate him from

* Tytler, vol. iv., pp. 367 368
+ Gregory at p. 91 says :—-* The mothers of these powerful chiefs were each the
daughters of an Earl of Rou, Lord ef the Isles,”



THE CELTIC MAGAZINE. 215

apid progrees ; but Mackintosh manfully resolved to run the risk of being
aptured rather than leave his fellow-fugitive behind in such circuistances.
‘he result of this accident, however, was that after three days’ walking
hey only managed to reach the Torwood, where, suspecting no danger,
hey put up for the night in a private house. The laird of Buchanan,
tho was at the time an outlaw for some murder he had committed,
appened to be in the neighbourhood, and, meeting the Highlanders,
ntertained them with a show of kindness, by which means he induced
hem to divulge their names and quality. A proclamation had been
scently issued promising remission to any outlaw who would bring in
nother similarly circumstanced, and Buchanan resolved to procure his
wn freedom at the expense of his fellow-outlaws ; for he was well aware
hat such they were, knowing them previously as "His Majesty’s pledges
rom their respective Clans. He therefore watched his opportunity
ntil they had retired to rest, when he surrounded the house with
. band of his followers, and charged his captives to surrender. This
hey declined ; and Mackenzie, being of a violent temper, and possessed
f more courage than prudence, rushed out with a drawn sword ¢ refusing
elivery and endeavouring to escape,” wherenpon he was shot with an
rmow by one of Buchanan's men. His head was severed from his body,
nd forwarded to the King in Edinburgh; while young Mackintosh,
rho made no further resistance, was secured and sent on as a prisoner to
he King. Buchanan's outlawry was remitted, and Mackintosh was con-
ined in Dunbar, where he remained until after the death of James the
fourth at the battle of Flodden Field.* Buchanan’s base conduct was
miversally exvcrated, while the fate of young Mackenzie was lamented
hroughout the whole Highlands, having been accused of no crime but the
wtural forwardness of youth and having cscaped from his confinement in
idinburgh Castle.

Under our last heading—Kenneth of the Battle—we have shown
wetty conclusively, in spite of various authorities to the contrary,
hat Kenneth Og succeeded his father in 1491 ; but we shall now
lace the question of his doing so absolutely beyond dispute by the
ollowing extract from the published ‘ Acts of the Lords of Council,” p.
137, under date “17th June 1494. The King's Highness and Lords
f Council decree and deliver that David Ross of Balnagown shall restore
and deliver again to Annas Fraser, the spouse of THE LATE Kenneth Mac-
:emzie of Kintail, seven score of cows, price of the piece (each), 20s; 30
worses, price of the piece, 2 merks; 200 sheep and goats, price of the
riece, 28 ; and 14 cows, price of the picce, 20s ; spuilzied and taken by
he said David and his Complices fromn the said Annas out of the lands
f Kynlyn (? Kinellan), as was sufficiently proved before the Lords ; and
rdain that letters be written to distrain the said David, his lands, and
oods therefor, and he was present at his action by this procurators.” It
3 almost needless to point out that the man who, by this unquestioned
uthority, was THE LATE Kenneth Mackenzie of Kintail in 1494 could not
ossibly have died about, or “ circa, 1506,” as Mr Fraser asserts in his
Earls of Cromartie.” It is admitted on all hands that Kenneth Og was

’Grocory;y.%;mdus. History by the Earl of Cromartie,

P .
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killed, as above, in 1497, and must, therefore, have ruled as one of the
Barons of Kintail, though, possibly, he was never formally served heir.
He was not married, but left two bastard sons—the one by the daughter
of the Baron of Moniack, known as Rorie Beag; and the other by the
daughter of a gentleman in Cromar, of whom are descended the Sliochd
Thomais in Cromar and Glenshiel, Braemar, the principal families of
which are those of Dalmore and Renoway. He was succeeded by his
eldest brother by his father's second marriage with Agmes or Anne,
daughter of Hugh, third Lord Lovat,

IX. JOHN, known as “of Killin,” from his having generally resided
there, was, as we have seen, the first son, by Agnes or Anne, of Lovat, and
there being no regular marriage between the parties, the main body of the
clan looked upon him as illegitimate. Hector Roy Mackenzie, John’s
uncle, and progenitor of the House of Gairloch, was a man of great
prudence and courage, and for that reason was appointed, by Alexander,
tutor to Sir Kenneth, who was killed in the Torwood, though Duncan,
being an elder brother of Hector Roy, by Alexander’s first wife, had, ac-
cording to custom, a prior right to this honourable and important trust.
Duncen is, however, described as one who was “ of better hands than
head "—more brave than prudent. On the death of Kenneth Og, Hector
found himself in possession of great eatates. He had already secured great
popularity among the clan, whom he had often in the past led to victory
against the common enemy. He objected toJohn's succession on the ground
of his being the illegitimate son of Lovat’s daughter, with whom his father,
Kenneth, at first did * 8o irregularly and unlawfully cohabit,” and John’s
youth encouraging him, Hector, it is said,* proposed an arrangement to
Duncan, whom he considered the only legitimate obstacle to his own succes-
sion, by which he would transfer his rights aselder brother in Hector’sfavour,
in return for which he was to receive a considerable portion of the estates
to himself and his successors. Duncan declined to enter into the proposed
arrangement, on the ground that the Pope had, in 1491, the year in which
Kenneth's father died, legitimised the marriage with Agnes Lovat,and there-
by restored the children of this union to the rights of succession. Finding
Duncan unfavourable to his project, Hector declared John illegitimate,
and held possession of the estates for himself ; and the whole Clan, with
whom he was a great favourite, submitted to his rule. It cannot be sup-
posed that Lord Lovat would have been a disinterested spectator of these
proceedings, and in the interest of his sister’s children he procured a
precept of clare constat from James Stewart, Duke of Ross,t and Arch-

* MS, History by the Earl of Oremartie.

+ After the forfeiture of the ancient Earls of Ross, the distriot furnished new titles
under the old names, to members of the Royal family. James Stewart, second sem of
Kiog James the Third, was created in 1487 Duke of Ross, Marquis of Ormend, Earl of Ard-
manach, and Lord of Brechin and Navar. The Duke did not long held the territorial
Dukedom of Ross. On the 13th of Muy 1603, having obtained the rich Abbey of Dunm-
fermline, he resigned the Dukedom of Ross into the hauds of the King. The Duke
reserved for his life the hill of Dingwall beside that towa, for the style of Duke, the hill
of Ormond (above Avoch) for the style of Marquis, the Reidoastl o{ Ardm h for the
style of Earl, and the Castle of Brechin, with the gardens, &o., for the namo of Brechia
and Navar. The Duke of Ross died in 1504, It was said of him by Ariosto, as traus-
lated by Hoele—
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bishop of St Andrews, in favour of John as heir to the estates, The
precept is “daited the last of Apryle 1500 and seasin thereon 16
Mey 1500 be Sir John Barchaw and William Monro of Foulls, as Baillie
to the Duk.”{ This precept included the Barony of Kintail, as well as
the lands held by Mackenzie of the Earldom of Ross, for the charter chest
being in the possession of Hector Roy, Lovat was not aware that Kintail
was at this time held direct from the Crown ; but notwithstanding all these
precautions and legal instruments, Hector kept possession and treated the
entire estates as his own property. Sir William Monro, the Duke’s
Lieutenant for the forfeited Earldom, was dissatisfied with his con-
duct, and resolved upon punishing him. Munro was in the habit of
doing things with a high hand, and on this occasion, during Hector’s
absence from home, he, accompanied by his Sheriff, Alexander Vass, went
to Kinellan, where Hector usually resided, held a court at the place, and
as a mulct or fine took away the couples of one of Hector’s barns as a
token of his power. 'When 1lector discovered what had taken place in
his absence, he became furious, and sent a message to Fowlis to tell him
that if he were a man of courage and a ‘““good fellow” he would come
and take away the couples of the other barn when he was at home.
Monro, sorely offended at this message, determined to accept the bold
challenge conveyed in it. He promptly collected his own followers, with the
Dingwalls, and the Maccullochs, who were then his dependants, to the
number of nine hundred, and started for Kinellan, where he arrived much
sooner than Hector, who hurriedly collected all the men he could in the
neighbourhood, anticipated. e had no time to advise his Kintail men
or those at any distance from Kinellan, and was therefore unable to collect
more than onc hundred and ecighty men. With this small force he
wisely deemed it imprudent to venture on a battle on such unequal terms,
and decided upon a strategy which, if it proved successful as he anticipated,
would give him an advantage that would more than counterbalance his
enemy’s superiority of numbers. Having supplied his small but resolute -
band with provisions for twenty-four hours, he led them sceretly, duri

the night, to the top of Knock-farrel, a place so situated that Monro must
needs pass near its north or south side in his march to and from Kinellan.
Early next morning Fowlis marched past, quite ignorant of Hector's
position,and expecting him to have remained at Kinellan to implement the
purport of his message. o was allowed to pass on unmolested, and,
supposing Hector had fled, he proceeded to demolish the barn, ordered its
couples to be carried away, broke all the utensils about the place, and
drove away all the cattle, as trophies of his visit. In the evening he re-

* The title of the Duke of Ross he bears,
No chief like him in dauntless mind compares.”
Tho next creation of the title of the Duke of Ross was in favour of Alexander Ntewart,
the posthumous son of King James the Fourth. The Duke was born on the 80th April
1514, and died on the 18th December 1515. In the m'gn of Mary Queen of Scots, John,
Earl of Sutherland, acquired from Mary, the Queen Dowager, a certain right in the
Earldom of Ross, which might ultimately have joined in ene family both gutherlnnd
and Ross. Lord Darnley, on the prospect of his marriage with Queen Mary, was created
Earl of Ross, a title by which he is little known, as it was only given to him a short time
before he obtained the higher titles of Duke of Albany and King of Scotland. — Frascr's
Earls of Cromartie. .
1 MS, History by the Earl of Cremartis,
B
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turned, as Hector conjectured, carrying his plunder in front of his party,
accompanied by a strong guard, while he placed the rest of his picked
men in the rear, fearing that Hector might pursue him, little imagining
that he was between him and his destination. On his way to Kinellan,
Monro marched through Strathpeffer, round the north side of Knock-
farrel, but for some cause or other he returned by the south side where
the highway touched the shoulder of the hill where Hector's men were
posted. Munro had no fear of attack from that quarter, and his men feel-
ing themselves quite safe marched loosely and out of all order. Hector
discovering his opportunity, allowed them to pass until the rear was within
muskep shot of him. He then ordered his men to charge, which they did
with such force and impetuosity, that most of the enemy were cut to pieces
before they were properly aware from whence they were attacked, or
could make any effectual attempt to resist the dashing onset of Hector's
followers. The groans of the dying in the gloaming, the uncertainty
as well as the unexpectedness of the attack, frightened them so much
that they fled in confusion, in spite of every attempt on the part of
Fowlis, who was in front in charge of the spoil and its guard, to stop
them. Those flying in disorder from the rear soon confused those in
front, and the result was a complete rout. Hector's men followed, with
great violence and impetuosity, killing every one they met ; for it was
ordered that no quarter should be given to such a number, who might
turn round again, attack and defeat the victors In this retreat
almost all the men of the Clan Dingwall and Maccullochs capable of
bearing arms were killed, and so many of the Monroes that for a long
time after ¢ there could not be ane secure friendship made up twixt them
and the Mackenzies, till by frequent allyance and mutuall beneftets at last
thes animosities are setled ; and in ordor to a reconciliation, Hector, sone to
this William of Foulls wes maried to John Mackenzie's sister.” At this
conflict, besides that it was notable for its handsome contrivance, inequality
of forces, and the number of the slain, there were two little circumstances
worth noting. One was that the pursuit was so hot, that they not only
fled in a crowd, but there were so many of them killed at a place on the
edge of the hill where a descent fell from each shoulder of the hill to a
well, and most of Hector's men being armed with axes and two-edged
swords, they had cut off so many heads in that small space, that, tumbling
down the slope to the well, ninc'cen heads were counted in it ; and to
this day the well is called Zol« - nan Ceann, or the Fountain of the
Heads. The otherincident was that one, nicknamed “Suarachan,” otherwise
better known as Donnchadh Mor na Tuaighe, or Big Duncan of the Axe,
a servant of Hector, pursued one of the enemy into the Church of Dingwall,
to which he had fled for shelter. As he was entering in at the door,
Suarachan caught him by the arm, when the man exclaimed, “ My
sanctuary saves me!” ¢ Aye,” returned Suarachan, “but what a man
puts in thg sanctuary against his will he can take it out again;” and so,
pushing him back from the door, he killed him with one strcke of his
broadsword.®

In 1499, George, Earl of Huntly, the King's Licutenant, granted a

* MS, History by the Earl of Uromartie,
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warrant to Duncan Maekintosh of Mackintosh, John Grant of Freuchie,
and other leaders, with three thousand men, to pass against the Clan
Mackenzie, ‘ the King’s rebels,” for the slaughter of Harold of Chisholm,
dwelling in Strathglass, “and for divers other heirschips, slaughters,
spuilzies, committed on the King's poor lieges and tenants in the Lordship
of Ardmeanoch,”* but Hector Roy and his followers gave a good account
of them, and soon defeated and dispersed them. He seems to have held
undisturbed possession until the year 1507, when John, then about eighteen
yoars of age, and his brother Roderick were on a visit in the Aird, at the
house of their uncle, the Lord of Lovat, when a fire broke out at the
castle. According to the Earl of Cromartie, when the house took fire, no
one was found bold enough to approach the burning pile except John,
who rushed boldly through the flames and carried away the Lovat charter
chest, “a weight even then thought too much for the strongest man, and
that chexst yett extant, is a load sufficient for two. His uncle, bothe
obleiged by the actione, ‘and glad to sie such strength and boldnes in the
young man, desyred (him) to do as much for himself a3 he haid done for
him, and to discover his (own) charter cheist from his uncle, and that he
should have all the concurrance which he (Lovat) could give to that
effect.” Anderson, in the ¢ History of the Family of Fraser,” ascribes
this bold act to Roderick, for which he was  considered amply recom-
pensed by the gift of a bonnet and a pair of shoes.” It matters little
which is the correct version, but probably Lovat's valuable charter chest
was saved by one of them, and it is by no means improbable that his
Lordship’s suggestion that they should procure their own chest, and his
offer to aid them in doing so, was made on this occasion.

John, who had proved himself extremely prudent, even in his youth,
considered that his uncle Hector, who was a man of proved valour and
wisdom, in possession of the estates, and highly popular with the clan,
could not be expelled without great difficulty, and extreme danger to
himself. Any such attempt would produce feuds, slaughters, and depre-
dations among his own people, with the certain result of making himself
unpopular among the clan, and his uncle more popular than ever. John
therefore decided upon what turned out a more prudent course. Resolving
to strike only at Hector's person, judging that, if his uncle failed, his
claims and the personal respect of his followers would fall with him. To
carry out his resolution, he concocted a scheme which proved completely
successful. He had an interview with Hector, who then resided at
‘Wester Fairburn, and pleaded that since he had taken his estates from
him, and left him in such reduced circumstances, it was not in accordance
with his feelings and his ambition for fame to remain any longer in his
native country, where he had neither position nor opportunities to dis-
tinguish himself. He therefore begged that his uncle should give him a
galley or birlinn, and as many of the ablest and most determined youths
in the country as should voluntarily follow him in his adventures for
fame and fortune in a foreign land. With these he would pass to Ireland,
then engaged in war, and * there purchase a glorious death or a more
plentiful fortune thaun he was likely to get at home.” The idea pleased

* Kilravock Papers, p, 170,
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Hector exceedingly, who not only gave him his own birlinn or galley, but
furnished him with all the necessary provisions for the voyage, at the
same time assuring him that, if he prcsecuted his intentions, he should
annually transmit him a sufficient portion to keep up his position, until
his own personal prowess and fortune should place him above any such
necessity ; whereas, if he had otherwise resolved or attempted to molest
him in what he called his rights, he would bring sudden and certain ruin
upon himself. Thirty brave and resolute young men joined the supposed
adventurer, after he had informed them that he would have none except
those who would do so of their own free will, from their affection for
him, and determination to support him in any emergency ; for he well
judged that only such were suitable companions in the desperate aims
which he had laid out for himself to accomplish. These he dispatched
with the galley to Corristone (? Coire-dhomhain) one of the most secluded
glens on the West Coast, and distant from any populated places; while
he remained with his uncle, professedly to arrange the necessary details of
his journey, and the transmission of his portion, but really to notice * his
method and manner of converse.” John soon took farewell of Hector,
and departed with every appearance of simplicity. His uncle sent a
retinue to convoy him with becominz respect, but principally to assure
himself of his nephew’s departure, and to guard against surprise or design
on John's part. Accompanied by these, he soon arrived at Corristone,
where he found his thirty fellow adventurers and the galley awaiting
him. They at once set sail, and with a fair wind made for the Isles, in
the direction of, and as if intending to make for, Ireland. The retinue
sent by Hector Roy now returned home, and informed their master that

- they saw John and his companions started before a fair wind, with sails
set, in the direction of Ireland, when Hector exclaimed, referring to Anne
of Lovat, “ We may now sleep without fear of Anne’s children.”

John, sailing down Loch Corristone,* and judging that Hector'’s men
had returned home, made for a sheltered and isolated creek ; landed in a
wood ; and dispersed his men with instructions to go by the most private
and unfrequented paths in the direction of Ault Corrienarnich, in the Braes
of Corristone, where he would meet them. This done, they followed
Hector's men, being quite close behind them by the time they reached
Fairburn. He halted at some little distance from the house until aboat
midnight, when, calling his men together, he feelingly addressed them
thus :—“ Now, my good friends, | jcrceive that you are indeed affection-
ate to me, and resolute men, who have freely forsaken your country and
relations to share in my not very promising fortune ; but my design in
seeking only such as would voluntarily go along with me was that I might
be certain of your affection and resolution, and since you are they whom
I ought only to rely upon in my present circumstances and danger, I shall
now tell you that I was never so faint-hearted as to quit my inheritance
without attempting what is possible for any man in my capacity. In
order to this I feigned this design for Ireland for three reasons: first, to
put my uncle in security, whom I have found ever hitherto very circum-
spect and well guarded ; next, to find out a select, faithful number to

* Loch Long (?)
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whom I might trust ; and thirdly, that in case I fail, and that my uncle
shall prevail over my endeavours, that I might have this boat and provi-
sions as a safe retreat, both for myselfand you, whom I shouvld be loath to
expose to 8o great a danger without some probability ia the attempt, and
some security in the disappointment. I am resolved this night to fall
on my uncle ; for he being gone, there is none of his children who dare
hope to repone themselves to his place. The countrymen who now, for
fear, depend on him and disown me, will, no douht, on the same motives,
promoved with my just title, own me agrinst all other injurious pretenders.
One thing I must require of you, and it is that albeit those on whom we
are to fall are all related both to you and to me, yet since on their des-
truction depends the preservation of our lives, and the restitution of my
estate, you must all promise not to give quarter to my uncle or to any of
his company.” To this horrid resolution they all agreed, disregarding
the natural ties of blood and other obligations, and marching as quietly as
possible they arrived at Hector’s house, surrounded it, and set fire to 1t—
guarding it all round so that not a soul could escape. ~The whole house
was soon in flames, and the inmates, Hector and his household, were cry-
ing out for mercy. Their pitiful cries made an impression on those out-
side, for many of them had relatives within, and in spite of their previous
resolution to give no quarter, some of them called on their nearest friends
to come out and surrender, on assurance of their lives being spared.
John, seeing so many of his followers moved to this merciful conduct,
and being unable to resist them, exclaimed, “ My uncle is as near in blood
to me as any in the house are to you, and therefore I will be as kind to
him as you are to them.” He then called upon him to surrender and
come forth from the burning pile, assuring him of his life. This he did ;
but Donald Dubh MacGillechriost vic Gillereach attempted to kill him
in spite of John’s efforts to save him and secure him quarter. This
Donald was Kenneth Og's foster-brother, and imagining that Hector was
accessory in an underhand manner to Kenneth’s captivity in Edinburgh
Castle, and consequently to his death in the Torwood, he conceived an
inveterate hatred for Hector, and determined to kill him in revenge on
the first opportunity. Hector, knowing that his resolution proceeded
from fidelity and affection to his foster-brother and master, not only for-
gave him, but ultimately took an opportunity to reward him ; for on his
recommendation John afterwards gave Donald Dubh his choice of all
Kenlochewe. He is also the same person who afterwards killed the Laird of
Buchanan at the Battle of Flodden in revenge for the murder of Kenneth
Og, as related hereafter.

John immediately sent word of what had taken place to his uncle of
Lovat, and next day marched for Kintail, where all the people there, as
well as in the other parts of his property, recognised him as their chief,
The Castle of Eilean Donan was delivered up to him, with the charter
chest and other evidence of his extensive possessions.

(To be Continued.)

Tee PropRECIES OF THE BRraHAN SeErR (new and enlarged edition)
can be had from Messrs Gordon & Gotch, Melbourne, Brisbane, and
Sydney, Australia,
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MARY MACLEOD OF MARRIG;
OR, HOW THE CAMPBELLS WENT TO HARRIS.

e () e—

Marric House stands on a gentle declivity near the upper end of Loch
Seaforth, a bay of some miles in length, in the Outer Hebrides. It was
in olden times a structure of the most primitive description. Its walls,
which were some six feet in thickness, and about four feet in height, were
built of sods, earth, and mountain boulders; and its roof of pieces of
wreckage found on the shore, covered over with sods, ferns, and rushes.
It had neither window nor chimney, save a rude opening at the top of
the wall, and an old creel stuck into the ridge, which served the double
purpose of admitting light and emitting the dense volumes of smoke which
invariably darkened the interior. The fire was in the centre of the clay-
made floor. The cooking utensils were suspended from the rafters by a
heather rope. The partitions, made of boards, pieces of wreckage, and old
sails, did not extend higher than the level of the walls.

Being on a portion of the estate of Harris—which was from time
immemorial possessed by the branch of the Macleods known as Siol
Thormaid—Marrig House was occupied by a Macleod ; and not unfre-
quently did it afford temporary shelter and entertainment to the Chief of
Siol Thormaid himself, when following the chase in the adjoining forests.
It was from this house that Sir Rory Mor Macleod of Dunvegan and
Harris, while laid up with a sore leg, wrote, on the 2d September 1596, a
letter to King James, acknowledging receipt of the King's charge on the
18th of the same month commanding him to be at Islay with all his forces
on the second day thereafter, under pain of treason, and explaining that
it was impossible to comply with His Majesty’s orders, even ¢ althocht
my hail force haid beine togidder, and wund and widder serued one at
eiverir airt.” But the house which was then at Marrig has long since

disappeared, and a more substantial and modern one now stands in its
place. The tenant of Marrig was always locally called “ Fear Mharig,”
or the man of Marrig, a term which was and still is applied in the High-
lands to large tenants.

Marrig at the time of which we write was tenanted by a near relation
of the Chief of Siol Thormaid, a brave, prudent, and upright man. He
had an only daughter, his heiress, upon whom Nature had bestowed no
small share of her favours ; she was as modest and tender-hearted as she
was beautiful. She was courted and sought after by all the young gentle-
men of the Island ; but being devotedly attached to her father, whom
she idolized, and on whose advice and counsel she invariably acted, their
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proffered suits were always rejected ; until circumstances which took place
in the neighbourhood of Glasgow at that time brought a new and more
successful suitor on the scene.

It happened, while a son of the then Earl of Argyll was prosecuting
his studies in the University of Glasgow, that a dispute arose between
him and one of his fellow-students regarding the superiority of their
respective clans. The quarrel ultimately assumed such proportions, that
it was resolved to decide it by an appeal to arms. The weapons chosen
were the broadsword and target, these being the common weapons of
war in those days. At the proper time the combatants, with their
seconds, appeared at the appointed place. A fearful attack immediately
began, and continued with unabated fury for some time; and so well
were the warriors matched that it became doubtful latterly which of them
would carry the day. Campbell, however, ultimately made a clever and
skilful thrust, which secured him the victory—he having split his
adversary’s head almost in two. Campbell was thus, according to law,
guilty of manslaughter, and being “ wanted ” for that offence, he and his
second, who was a son of Macleod of Dunvegan and Harris, fled to the
latter island for refuge.

Campbell was not long in the Island when he became acquainted with
Mary Macleod, the fair heiress of Marrig, and became deeply enamoured
of her; and being a handsome man of prepossessing appearance, refined
address, winning manners, and, withal, of an illustrious family, his love
was soon warmly returned, and with the full concurrence of the young
lady’s father, the day of their marriage was fixed for an early date. But
it happened soon afterwards that the old gentleman casually received a
full account of the cause for which his daughter’s affianced came to Harris,
and, his whole nature revolting at the idea of marrying his daughter to a
man guilty of manslaughter, he at once resolved to break off the alliance.
He well knew this could not be accomplished without encountering some
serious difficulty—possibly a bitter and deadly feud. Not that he appre-
hended any serious opposition on the part of his daughter, who, he
was sure, would sacrifice almost anything to please her father; but her
suitor was a very different person. He was proud, and easily irritated,
and that he was of a violent disposition was sufficiently demonstrated in
the fact that he had already fought a duel and had slain his opponent for the
honour of his name. He belonged to a powerful family, whose chief
might feign offence at his son’s proffered suit and engagement being thus
summarily rejected and violated, and might come to make reprisals, or,
peradventure, declare open war with the Siol Thormaid, the result of
which might be disastrous. Carefully considering all these questions,
which operated strongly on his feelings, the good man of Marrig called
his daughter to his presence, and told her in an affectionate and feeling
manner what he had discovered of the history of her lover; and then,
in a tone sufficiently firm to manifest that he meant what he said,
he made known his resolution. “ You must not,” he said, *“have any
further communication with Campbell.  Sorry indeed am I to be under
the necessity of thwarting my dear Mary’s affections, but ten times more
would it pain me to see her wedded to a man whom my soul loathes. My
datling Mary is still very young. Let her trust in Providence, and sahe
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will yet get a husband, in whom she may safely repose her trust, and
whom her aged father can love as he loves his daughter.”

“Never have I attempted to go against my father's commands,”
answered she, weeping bitterly, ¢ nor shall 1 do so now ; but as my heart
‘bleeds for my beloved, I trust you have authentic information before you
can act so harshly. Shall I, Oh! shall I be permitted to see him once
more?”

“I have no reason to doubt the correctness of my information,”
replied he, “ for I received it from young Macleod, who witnessed the
duel. You may see Campbell once more, but once for all.”

A meeting had previously been arranged between the lovers for the
very evening of the day on which the above conversation took place
between Mary Macleod and her father ; and with buoyant spirits, and a
step so light that it scarcely bent the purple heather, Campbell walked
from Rodel to Marrigz—a distance of between twenty-five and thirty
miles—that day, to meet his affianced Mary. Little, alas! did he think,
while performing his journey, that she would greet him with such heart-
rending words to both as ¢ My dear, I must se¢ you no more.” The
lovers embraced each other when they met. ¢ How happy am I o meet
you and see you, my darling Mary, once more,” said Campbell, who was
the first to speak ; ¢ but, thank God, wo shall soon meet to part no more
while we live.”

¢ Happy, thrice happy would I be,” sobbed the maiden, ¢ if that were
80 ; but, alas ! it cannot be.” And in broken accents she recapitulated
all that her father said to her, adding with a groan, “I must never see

ou again.”

“What !” exclaimed Campbell in great excitement, ‘“must I never
see my dear, my own Mary again? It cannot be. The very thought
would kill me. I will not part with my own, my darling Mary.”

They both burst into tears, and continued to weep and sob for a long
time ; but the young lady, who, on the whole, considering the trying
nature of it, bore the ordeal with remarkable fortitude, and remarked
that as her father’s word was inexorable as the laws of the Medes and
Persians which altered not, they must be reconciled to their fate.

“«If it must be so, then,” Campbell replied, * I shall try to submit to
it. DBut the Island of Harris will henceforth have no attraction for me.
I shall depart from it at once, and go to the seas, where I can muse in
melancholy silence on the maid who first stole my heart and afterwards
rejected me.”

“ Restrain thy plaint, my dear Archy,” rejoined the maiden, as she
proceeded to assure him that the step she had taken was entirely in
obedience to the wishes of her father, without whose consent she would
never mairy while he lived ; but she would faithfully promise that if he
would wait for her until her father had paid the debt of nature she
would be only too happy to fulfil her engagement and become his wife.
¢ And,” she continued, “I shall never marry another while you live.”

Campbell replied that since he found that her love to him was still
unaltered, he would become more reconciled to his hard fate ; that her
kind and loving words had infused him with fresh hopes; that her
father, in the natural course of things, must, before many years had passed
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away, go to his fathers, and that till that event took place he would
patiently wait for his loving Mary. He then handed her the ring which
he intended placing on her finger on the day of their nuptials, saying,
*¢ Take this, and keep it till we meet again.”

She took the ring with mingled feelings of joy and sorrow—of joy,
because she could look at it as a memento of their engagement ; of sorrow,
because it would remind her of an absent lover. After looking intensely
at it for some time she carefully placed it in her bosom, saying, “I too
will give you a pledge of our betrothal, it was intended to be worn on your
breast at our wedding,” and she then handed him a knot of blue ribbon,
made by herself, and having both their initials wrought in it with golden
silk thread. Taking a parting embrace of each other, they wept long and
bitterly, and with heavy hearts separated, it might be, for ever.

During this conversation they sat on the south side of an
elevated spot overlooking Loch Seaforth, and afterwards she went direct
to Marrig House, while he immediately left in the direction of Stornoway,
where he went with the view of procuring employment as a seaman on
board some vessel. Many a look did he give towards Marrig, between
Athline, at the head of Loch Seaforth, and Araidh Bhruthaich, the shea-
ling of the Ascent, in Lochs, where the Irish plunderers lifted Donald
Cam Macaulay'’s cattle in his absence, while he was away on business at the
Flannel Isles, and for which act they paid with their lives ; for Donald
overtook them at T.och Seaforth, and slew every one of them.

Stornoway is twenty-six miles north of Marrig; and although
the evening was far advanced ere Campbell left, he arrived at the Capital
of the Lews beforc many of the good citizens had retired for the
night. One would have thought that Campbell, after travelling upwards
of fifty miles that day, would have slept pretty soundly ; but such was
not the case. The thoughts of what had occurred at Marrig disquieted
his mind so much, that it almost became unhinged. Sleep, usually the
sweet and refreshing balim to the weary traveller, left him to writhe on a
sleepless pillow all night. No wonder, then, that the first peep of day-

_light found him in the neighbourhood of the old castle of Stornoway
—then the seat and stronghold of the once famous Chief of Siol Thorcuil
—sauntering on the sandy beach, and peering out into the placid blue
water of the bay, in the hope of descrying some ship to take him away
from the scene of his present sorrow. He did not long look in vain, for
he soon noticed a vessel lying some distance off ; and presently a small
boat for a supply of water left her for the shore. The ship, which had
shortened her cable before the boat put off, he found was bound for
Holland.

¢ Short of men " exclaimed Campbell, as the boat touched the beach.

“Would ship one good hand,” one of the sailors replied.

« All right ; here he is,” responded Campbell, who, as soon as the
casks were full, accompanied the sailors to the vessel. He was engaged
as soon as he went on board ; the ship weighed anchor, and proceeded to
sea. Campbell having now left the Hebrides, we shall return to Harris
and note affairs at Marrig.

It was several years before Mary Maclood thoroughly recovered from
the effects of the shock produced by her disappointment. She mourned
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long and sorrowfully for her absent lover, and feared she would never see
him again. Her lamentations were so pitiful, she grew so terribly thin
and wan, that her father was sorely grieved that he could not undo what
he had done. “Woe to me,” he often exclaimed, *for killing my
daughter. She is rapidly sinking to an untimely grave.” Although some
of Mary’s former admirers returned with the full ardour of their love as
soon as Campbell had left the Island, and pressed their suits with renewed
zeal, she politely but firmly rejected their proposals, with the saying, « I
am not yet a widow.”

Five years had now nearly passed away since Mary Macleod and
Archy Campbell parted, and still no tidings reached her of his where-
abouts. She knew not whether he was dead or alive. At that time some
of the sailors belonging to a large ship which came into Loch Seaforth
for shelter called one evening at Marrig House for milk ; and in conversa-
tion with them it transpired that their vessel, then in Loch Seaforth, was
the identical ship in which Campbell sailed from Stornoway five years
previously ; that he never left her until he was accidentally drowned in
the Bay of Biscay four years afterwards ; that, by his kind and obliging
manner, he became a general favourite with all his comrades, who deeply
lamented his loss. This unexpected intelligence acted upon the forlorn
and broken-hearted maiden as if struck by a thunderbolt. She uttered a
wild and piercing scream, and fell fainting on the floor. During the ex-
citement that followed the sailors made their exit, and proceeded to their
ship, which weighed anchor next morning and disappeared ; so that the
fair maiden had now lost any further opportunity of obtaining any
additional information she might desire about her lover. Sad and
melancholy as she had been hitherto, she was now depressed and cheerless
in the extreme. Refusing to be comforted, she moaned and sighed day
and night for weeks and months together. Nothing apparently could
rouse her spirits from the deep melancholy which had taken possession of
her. She continued thus for nearly two years, during which time she was
all but a hermit. She was often visited, it is true, during those solitary
years by many admirers, who used all the fair words at their command to
press their suit upon her, but she invariably answered that she did not yet
tire of her widow's weeds. Eventually, however, she became gradually
more cheerful, and took some pleasure in society ; and she ultimately sang
and danced at balls and other fashionable gatherings as in days long

one hy.
& Of all Mary Macleod’s admirers Macleod of Hushinish was her greater
favourite ; and some three years after she obtained intelligence of Camp-
bell’s death, she consented to become his wife, with the full consent of her
father and other relations, and the day of their espousal was fixed. The
preparations for the wedding, which was to be on a grand scale, were
necessarily extensive. The liquors consisted of whisky, rum, gin, and
brandy. The marriage ceremony was, according to the usual custom, to
be performed in her father's house, whither the officiating clergyman had
been invited several days previously. For some days prior to the
marriage a strong gale of wind blew from the south and the barometer
gave every indication of its continuance. This proved a fortunate circum-
stance for the bride’s father, whose stock of gin and brandy had become
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somewhat limited at the time when it was most requived ; for, two days
previous to that of the marriage, a foreign vessel had put into Loch Sea-
forth for shelter from the storm, and from this ship he procured a supply
of the necessary supply of spirits. On account of the liberal terms on
which the captain supplied him, Fear Mharig invited him and the first
mate to the wedding. The captain—a middle-aged burly man, with a
well tanned face—was, as became his position, dressed in a suit of clothes
corresponding to his rank ; but the mate, who seemed about thirty years
of age, with brown, but well-fared face, of ordinary height, and handsome
figure, was dressed in the garb of an ordinary seaman.

The number of people which collected at Marrig was so large that the
marriage ceremony had to be performed in the barn, where as manyas itcould
contain were requested to go to witness the proceedings. In the general
rush the captain and his mate were left outside. But being the greatest
strangers, and anxious that they should see the ritual, some of the
leading Harris men gave up their own seats in favour of the sailors, who
thus received front positions. They had scarcely occupied them when
the bride and her maids entered, followed almost immediately by the
bridegroom and his party. The bride, attired in her magnificent marriage
robes, looking beautiful and spotless as an angel, was greeted with
vociferous cheering. This enthusiastic welcome over, and just when the
minister was about to commence the service, the mate, who chanced to be
exactly opposite to the bride, interrupted the proceedings by saying in the
blunt but pointed manner peculiar to sailors, “I presume that all the
ladies and gentlemen present have already presented the bride with their
presents. I haven't yet had a proper opportunity of giving mine ; and
although it is but small, and apparently trifling, I trust the young lady
will, nevertheless, accept and appreciate it as a token of my constant love
and devoted affection.” He then handed the bride a neatly folded paper
parcel, about the size of a smallsized envelope. She nervously tore it
open, and on examining the contents, she, to the great astonishment of
the assembly, exclaimed, ¢ Archy, Archy, my dear! my long absent
Archy,” and springing forward she embraced him again and again. It is
needless to say that the sailor’s present was the identical knot of blue
ribbon given by Mary Macleod to Archibald Campbell some eight years
before. Mary and her betrothed, Archibald Campbell (for it was
he) were for several minutes locked fast in each other's embrace,
and she, after the commotion produced by this unexpected meeting had
somewhat subsided, said, in an audible tone, that she was now ready to
fulfil her original engagement to her first love, Archibald Campbell, and that
her father, she was quite sure, would now offer no objections to their
marriage. Fear Mharrig at once replied that he had already suffered quite
cnough of harrowing remorse for the part he had previously taken in their
separation to offer any further objections. He would therefore give his
full consent, for the whole thing seemed to him to have been arranged by
Providence. Young Macleod of Harrs, Campbell’s University companion,
now stepped forward, and shook the sailor warmly by the hand, giving
him a thousand welcomes to Harris, and congratulating him on coming so
opportunely to claim the hand of Mary Macleod ; and Fear Mharig sug-
gested that, as all the arrangements were ready, an and the clergyman stand-
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ing there, the marriage ceremony had better be proceeded with, which
proposal was acted upon, and Archibald Campbell and Mary Macleod
were there and then made man and wife. During the proceedings, young
Hushinish, the disappointed bridegroom, stood a silent spectator, and
quite dumfoundered.

The marriage ceromony over, Campbell entertained the company, re-
lating his travels and all the peculiar incidents which occurred during the
eight years that elapsed since he left Harris, one of which was how his
ship came to Loch Secaforth three years before, as already noticed, how
that he himself formed one of the party of sailors who then called at
Marrig House for milk, and personally reported that he had been drowned
in the Bay of Discay. His object in making this false statement was to
test his love's affection; for finding that her father was still alive, he
deemed it prudent not to make himself known. He then solemnly as-
sured them, corroborated by his Captain, that his coming to Loch Sea-
forth two days ago, driven by the storm, was by the merest chance.

It need hardly be told that the vessel left Loch Seaforth minus the
first mate, who was from his marriage-day henceforth called Fear Mharig.
From Mary Macleod and Archibald Campbell, the sailor, descended
all the Campbells in Harris, Lews, Uist, and Skye, many of whom be-

came famous in their day and generation.
MAC IAIN.

THE SCOTSMAN EATING THE LEEK.—In a leading article
on the Education Code for 1878, he says :—* There is one other addition
in the Code, of special interest to Scotland, which should not be
without acknowledgment—namely, the permission to teach Gaelic in
Highland schools during the ordinary school hours. It is only right that
every British child should have his education carried on in that which is
his mother tongue, as well as in the national language ; and as long as
there are districts in which Gaelic is the dominant language, it is the
duty of the State to recognise the fact in its educational arrangements.
This concession will probably be as gratifying to the enemies of Gaelic as
to its friends. If the latter see in it the beginning of a new lease of life
for their favourite tongue, the former may console themselves by reflect-
ing that English is likely to make more progress alongside of Gaelic sys-
tematically taught, than if it were left to push its way without an
interpreter. It is not the starting-point of a new life-term, but the begin-
ing of a struggle for existence. Thus do Codes and Education Acts bring
their influence to bear on minute points in the national history.” We
have not the heart to grudge our friend, considering that he has hitherto been
one of the most inveterate ‘‘ enemies of Gaelic,” and of the Gaelic people,
the slight gratifying and consoling reflection which he so endearingly hugs
in the latter part of this quotation.
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THE ELEGIES OF ROB DONN.
No. IV.

—
IAIN MACEACHAINN—-THE OLERGY.

THE genius of Rob Donn has snatched from forgetfulness a name or two
worth remembering for the manliness, benevolence, and general usefulness
which they displayed in their own remote and quiet spheres. But Iain
MacEachainn is inseparably linked in memory with the Bard himself.
Horace, when we think of him, recalls his Mecenas, and so does Rob
Donn MacEachainn of Mussel. MacEachainn stood high in the social
scale of his clan, the Mackays, and showed his gentle breeding, and pure
blood, by his kindly attention to his brethren who did not live in ceiled
houses, but in turf huts. The cottage where Rob Donn saw the light was not
far from the mansion-house of Mussel, and MacEachainn often pulled-up
his horse at its door. He loved poetry as well as driving, and, it is be-
lieved, penned songs as well accounts. A talk with Rob Donn’s mother was
always a delight, for she conld sing songs as old as Gaelic itself, and
‘could recount old world traditions in the purest language and the softest
accents. By and bye, MacEachainn’s attention was arrested by a pre-
cocious bright little fellow who played like a kitten around his mother'’s
knee, and let fall now and then expressions which were the wonder of all.
The mother, no doubt, would, with maternal pride, quote verses which
had already flowed from the lips of the boy, aot yet seven years old.
Mussel must have the boy transferred to his own house, and transferred
he was—bare headed, bare legged, and bare footed, with his mothers
blessing, feeling new sensations of wonder and novelty, not so unlike,
after all, those which agitate the bosom of the well-equipped young gent
who leaves home for a fashionable school. Thus the foundation was laid
on which MacEachainn afterwards built what made him the pride and
the glory of the poet’s heart, and in some respects the ¢ pillar of his
fortunes.”

In MacEachainn’s house RobDonn received that education which, judged
by ite fruit, might have been worse. There are men, we know, who are
poets at heart, but want the accomplishment of verse ; there may, and
have been, men of well disciplined intellects, with stores of varied know-
ledge at their command, who never turned over a page ot a book. Rob
Donn belonged to the latter class. His knowledge of nature, of men, of
the work'ngs of the human mind in its numberless passions and desires
'was superior to many who are proud hecause they can write an hexameter
of faultless scansion. The young poet was sent to the fields to watch
the ¢ wandering kine "—an employment not considered base in times
when wealth was represented to a large extent by sheep, oxen, and horses,
Rob’s mind was thus enabled to drink in the lessons taught by brook,
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glen, mountain, clouds, and sky. The living facts which these taught
him were grasped—his knowledge of animal and vegetable life grew from
day to day. He was too natural to strain his mind to see in the mountain
where his cattle grazed, where the deer roamed, a reflection of his own
thoughts and feelings. He received what he saw, and did not pretend to
receive what he had himself brought.

But if the rich and magnificent landscape over which as a boy, a lad,
and a full-grown man, the bard roamed brought him into contact with
many beautiful and interesting facts in God’s creation, MacEachainn took
care inside the house to teach his youthful charge in common with his
own children principles of morals and religion which, as Job taught, can-
not be found in the earth we inhabit, or in the depth of the sea. We
owe the Tacksman of Mussel a grudge for not teaching his gifted herd the
art of reading and writing, which, had he thought of it, would certainly
have cost him little trouble. But let us remember to his credit that he put
Rob Donn in possession of much of the history and doctrines of the
sacred Scriptures. There were cottars’ Saturday nights to be found in
the land of Rob Donn as surely as in that of Burns. There was the big ha’
Bible, but not in Gaelic, so the master of the household had to translate
as well as read. That habit has still survived in the far north, and an
admirable discipline it has been found to be. 'We have ourselves listened
to a peasant translating to his neighbours assembled in solemn meeting
works like those of Owen and others. There were mistakes, but happy,
apt, and accurate translation was the_ rule. In this way MacEachainn
communicated to the bard the best knowledge at his own command.

Plato insisted on the necessity of music to a complete education, and
MacEachainn cultivated this delightful art in his household. He must
have been an enthusiast in this respect, for Rob Donn laments in his
Elegy that by his death musicians lost much of their respect, and more
than that were gradually loosing their skill for want of practice. The
bard soon learned to sing, and could even weave simple native melodies
of his own. These must have been pleasant evenings in MacEachainn’s
hall, now a new song, fresh as dew, from the poet, now an old one but ever
young from other times, and anon a tale of superstition, or mythology.
In those days it was not considered profane for the same lips to sing a
song of Zion, and a song of home or country. By and bye earnest men
began to think otherwise, and the shameful license in which the poets
indulged did not make their action irrational who excluded them and
their works from the pale of those who respected religion. But mischief
followed this severe separation of the sacred and profane. Music became
a lost art in the north Highlands, and is to a large extent in that state still
among the peasantry. The old culture in song was forgotten, and the
new bas not yet been acquired. Rob Donn flourished at a time when
ancient manners had not disappeared, and gained a good deal by that
circumstance, and, it must be admitted, lost by it also, in more respects
than one.

MacEachainn has also the honour of bringing another important ele-
ment of education to bear on Rob Donn’s mind.  The poet accompanied his
master to what was then, before steam had become the slave of man, the
far away south. Thus, like Ulysses, he became in his own way acquainted
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with many men and many cities, and so rcse superior to many of the
narrow prejudices which are apt to cling to those who stay at home at
ease. These periodical journeys were keenly relished by bard ard drover
alike. MacEachainn’s delight in his long rides in the saddle to the mar-
kets of the Lowlands, in bargaining there, and making friends, is reflected
in a poem which Rob Donn puts into his mouth when age compelled him
to remove his spurs and seek the chimney corner. In very good poetry,
the enthusiastic veteran laments the misfortune of age, with its glance
directed backwards to the excitement of markets, which for him will
never return. He mourns over his lonelinesss, gives expression to his
envy of those who are in the stir of drover life while he sits moodily
under a melancholy bush. He makes desperate efforts to escape the ine-
vitable by imagining himself to have the reins once again in his hand,
to see the old faces, but especially the face of his friend of Bighouse
mounted for the fair, and tries to make himself believe that his retirement
is not real, but a dream ! In these departed scenes, the absence of which
was like the absence of the sun and the presence of darkness, the poet
had his share, drank in their life and gladness, and responded with a
poet’s quickness to their influence for good or for evil,

Ere we part with MacEachainn it may be allowed us to say that he
or his family figures in several happy eflorts of the poet. ¢ Briogais Mhic-
Ruairidh ” will immediately come to mind.  Nor will the poetic debate
versus town and country, the old fashions and the new, natural simplicity
and stylish manners, between MacEachainn’s daughters, be forgotten.
One of these had been to Thurso to school, and brought home with her
airy ideas which made her sniff at everything pastoral, to look with
disdain on home bred ways, as well as on her simple country neighbours.
The other had evidently not been exposed to the temptations of the
fashionable schools of Thurso, and so still had a heart to love the song of
the lark, still retained her taste for the duties and pleasures of the milk-
maid’s life.  Right vigorously does she maintain the delights and
interests of hor unsophisticated position, though we are sorry to say the
last word is allowed to her who thinks peat-reek and all its belongings an
abomination. We would fain believe that that the famous piobaireachd
¢ Iseabail NicAoidh” was composed in honour of the sister who preferred
the freshness of nature to the glitter and artificiality of city life.

The course of true friendship did not always run smoothly in the case
of the bard and his patron. They sometimes infringed on each other,
and hot, angry sparks glanced in the air, which soon were cold again.
‘When death came, and MacEachainn’s place was empty, the poet soothes
his unaffected sorrow in a melody unusually sweet, tender, and instinct
with poetic power. The practical, more worldly side of MacEachainn is
commended. But there was an ideal, self-denying element, working
effectively beneath that shrewd energy and business capacity. That
separated him entirely from the cold, unsympathetic exactness which
rigidly insists on its due, and scrupulously pays every debt except the
debt it owes to God —the charity of a warm and magnanimous soul
Such righteousness, plumb when tested by the letter, but wretched work
when tried by the spirit, the poet characterises in happy phrase as a bas-
tard, maimed sort of honour. MacEachainn could calculate as well as the
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men who could ‘“sell eternity for threescore years,” but he could feel,
love, bless, which they could not ; and so in glowing terms he is described
a8 a helper to the distressed, as a counsellor to the perplexed, as a man
who could not enjoy his bread if he knew another to be hungry, as one
who preferred to lose a pound rather than have to carry an ounce of self-
reproach on his spirit. 'With the poet we see, since MacEachainn has
gone home, the needy gentleman with a deeper melancholy on his
countenance ; the widow with her tears flowing afresh, the orphan’s rags
becoming more ragged ; the minstrel with his harp silent, and, as now no
one cares for him, in danger of losing his cunning ; men in his own pro-
fession starting into prominence like the stars when the sun has gone
down. We are moved with all this, and are glad to have the poet's word
that the story is true. »

It remains now that we turn the attention of our readers to the judg-
ment which Rob Donn passed in his poems on the preachers of his
country and age. In every period the priest has occupied a prominent
position in the productions of poetry, just because he has always held, and
will continue to hold, a high place amid the multiform agencies which
serve to mould our common humanity. Very frequently, too, the poet
and the priest are at drawn daggers. Sometimes the poet hates the
preacher, because he hates the ideas on which the office rests—because
the sun is all he cares for, and so believes in nothing else. Sometimes
his anger is kindled at the faithlessness of the minister of God to his high
calling. Hence “The blind watchmen,” “ The dumb dogs ” of Isaiah ;
hence the woe of another against shepherds who feed themselves and not
the flock, who foul with their feet the pure waters of truth ; hence the
terrible indictment of Milton in his Lycidas :—

Blind monks, that scarce themselves know to hold
A sheep hook, or aught slse the least have learned
That to the faithful herdman’s art belongs.

‘What lists it them ? What reck they ? they are fed ;
And when they list, their lean and flashy songs
Grate on their scrannel pipes of wretched straw.
The bungry sheep look up and are not fed ;

But awollen with mist and the rank wind they draw,
Rot inwardly, and foul centagion spread.

Rob Donn once and again bent his bow with lusty arm against the
clergy of his time, and made his arrows quiver in their flesh. This he
did not because he was at variance with the office which they held, or the
doctrines which it represented, but because they were disloyal to its
spiritual duties, and traitors to its spirit. He attacked ministers of the
gospel, not as such, but as men who thought that gain was godliness, and
who betrayed their thought by their actions. Mentally, Rob Donn was
always in intelligent sympathy with the facts,and teaching, and hopes of the
gospel. True, he saw the good, and sometimes debased his speech by
words which should not be named, but let him that is without sin, tho’
that is no apology for him, cast the first stone at him. In the highest,
then, of all interests our poet spared not, as necessity arose, the feebleness,
the time-serving, the indolence, of some of the religious leaders of his
ghire, For the same reason he held in reverence the men whose heart
was in their work, who were ready to be offered up in the Master's service,
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and when they were dead, he helped by his song to keep their memory
fresh. In his “ Oran na Cleire,” he lashes the one as heartily as Professor
Blackie himself would delight to do; in his Elegies to the Rev. Messrs
Munro and Macdonald, he pays a tribute of warmest admiration to the
character of the other.

The editors have not told us what gave occasion to the composition of
this poem, which must have made the Presbytery tuvo tamous for their
" comfort. We gather, however, from the poem itself that a member of the
Presbytery, who is named Mr George had fallen under the displeasure of
his brethren who were bent on his condemnation. What was his fault or
guilt we are not told, and possibly Mr George had something more to
answer for than the sin which, according to the poet, kindled the ire of
his Presbytery—namely, the sin of generosity, which the Presbytery
hated! Anyhow, from this text Rob preached a sermon to the ministers
such as they did not often hear, and which must have turned the laugh
against them for some time. They are represented as offensive in their
conduct, want as much religion and no more as shall serve their turn with
decency, and keep them in the fashion. The worst introduction a man
could have to them would be through religious earnestness, and although
their good advice should not be rejected, notwithstanding that they des-
pise it themselves, still one naturally cannot heartily sit down to food
with which the cook himself is disgusted. Further, if their example will
not bear examination, their teaching has not much to show for itself.
It is presented as if they cared not whether it was taken or left. Their
devotion is performed for glebe and stipend, like a child who, under
threat of losing his breakfast, mumbles hurriedly a short grace. Survey
them, and you shall find that like the pearl fisher’s shells there are twenty
empty for one which has a pearl. Then you may hear this Sabbath one
of them preach that Christ is the only Saviour, then seven days after
that nothing will save but good works. He soars high and creeps low,
and, as he is neither bird nor mouse, becomes a disgusting bat. Their
bitterness is rebuked by the affection shown even by the birds of the
desert to their mates.

One stanza deserves a literal translation—‘ Converse with them, and
you will find many of the pack who would make a merchant, or sailor,
a drover or factor, an industrious farmer, a careful manager—admirable
in everything except the profession they were bound to by their oath ! ”
The last lines of the poem, too, call for remark. They tell us that the
poet himself need want nothing, as he could get morality at Ruibigill ;
reason at Melness ; amusement at Scourie ; and greed in the very heart
of the Presbytery. If the places her¢ mentioned correspond with the
parishes, we should be tempted to infer that he characterises here the
peculiarities of their respective ministers. Moral maxims were the forte
of one, the other was strong in logic, and the third was funny, perhaps
witty. Possibly, however, he was furnished by lay friends with these
pleasures, while the Presbytery had its treasure filled with covetousnecss,
and which could be furnished him there in plenty. Evidently our bard
bad small veneration for a Geneva gown apart from the man who wore
it. Clearly the minister who should secure his regard must be something
more than a slave of soulless routine, And there were men in the very

8
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Presbytery which he lashes whose worth he rejoiced in, and celebrated to
the utmost of his power. Turn to Macdonald’s Elegy, and you may see
the sort of preacher our poe! delighted to honour. Besides the clegy,
Rob Donn composed a touching lament to the memory of his friend. It
is full to the brim of genuine feeling. There is a very fair rendering of it
in an interesting paper by Mr John Mackay,* Ben Reay, Montreal, though
of necessity much of its tender melancholy has evaporated in the transla-
tion. The elegy is much more elaborate, more descriptive of its subject,
and consequently is greatly suffused with the inward emotion of the
author. There are lines in it of which neither Chaucer, Cowper, nor
Goldsmith would be ashamed though, of course, the picture of the
good parson is not so rich, varied, and finished here, as those produced by
these masters. Rob Donn spoils the aristic unity of his piece by too
many general reflections, but that which the critic may feel as a disturb-
ing element was the delight of those serious and simple persons who first
heard it sung. What strikes us, both in this elegy and in that to the
Minister of Edderachillis, is the breadth of their sympathies. Earnest,
laborious, faithful to the peculiar duties of their profession, they at the
same time rejoiced in and appreciated human interests and human gifts
which in common speech are relegated to a domain outside the boundaries
of religion. Instead of drawing a hard and fast line, as a perverted
asceticism tries to do, between the religious and the secular sphere, they
endeavoured to make the spirit of religion pervade, elevate, and beautify
natural gifts, amusements, and duties. To appreciate sacred poetry did
not mean with them to ban all secular songs, and secular music. Thus
our bard observes of Macdonald, that although his personal godliness was
of the highest order, he valued every gift which adorned man, and was
especially interested in poets and their productions. This famous minister
was often the first ear to hear the newest poem from his poetic elder, and
many a colloquy passed between them in the manse, in which bards old
and new figured, and were weighed in critical balances. It may be
worth noting here, how little direct influence the ancient poetry exercised
on the best modern Gaelic bards. That they knew much of it is un-
doubted, that they scarcely ever refer to it is equally true. Homer lives
transfigured in all the poetry which followed him among his race, but
what visible connection have Rob Donn, Macintyre, with the past history
or poetry of their people? Thi: question, which we cannot answer, has
been suggested by Rob Donn's t..iimony to the delight of his minister
in Gaelic poetry.

This general culture made Macdonald welcome in the Society of all
manner of men. He had the faculty of imparting pleasure to all whom
he met, and of winning their regard at the same time. "Uhe poet carefully
points out that by so doing he never lost sight of what was due to himself
and his calling, a8 many ministers then did in social intercourse, and per-
haps do so still. This man could play and trifle in his chit-chat to the
delight of his friends, but the tendency of his speech at the lightest was
to exalt—was to lead men to embrace piety in its present form. He had
no fellowship with the asceticism of the cloister, but never allowed his

[ ‘(}Pz}»l]inhed iu *Transactions of the Gaclic Seciety of Iuverness,” vol, v, p. 93,
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liberty to pass the borders of a severe morality. Religion tempered his
culture, and culture gave lustre to his religion. Thus his bearing was
frank, open, unrestrained to the man who had a cultivated reason (saor
71 fear rensouta ), but set his face as a flint against all who threw off the
restraints of righteousness. As a consequence he was a true king of men
in his own sphere, a power which at least frightened vice into the dark
caves of the earth, and which encouraged, led, fostered the godness he
was himself the instrument of calling into activity. His death, we are
told, was the signal for rebellion against God and morality to stalk abroad
again, while it overcast the firmament of the good. Friends and foes
twit our Scottish clergy with their Boeotian innocence of the profounder
learning. The charge is too well founded, but it should include more
than ministers. Where are the great books of our professors, our lawyers,
doctors, and gentry? Many of these cannot plead the excuse which
ministers for the most part may justly plead that they cannot gratify their
love of learning at the expense of their immediate duties. Every generous
mind, even though its present cares compel it to see the star of learning
as a thing far off, must be grateful to men like Flint, Blackie, and others,
who point out our weakness in this respect, not in malice, but in an
honest desire to see our reproach wiped off. The end of their severity, to
use an expression in the elegy before us, is love. We are sure that the
the men Rob Donn honoured would be delighted to see their
own profession miore richly furnished out of the past stores accumulated
in the progress of humanity. Some Highland contemporaries of his
might be named who could read Greek at least, and to whom Latin was
familiar as their garter. ‘The more shame to their successors if they have
fallen and not ascended in this respect. Dut let not the champions of
learning forget that there are men labouring in the Highlands who are ¢ un-
learned ” by deliberate choice, who lay aside their Virgil, their Homer,
their Plato, as Augustine did, feeling their fascination, and conscious of
their use, and let them do justice to that aspect of the question. Great
books are valuable, the men who produce them are to be honoured when
they appear, and every means should be taken to prepare and till the
peculiar soil in which they grow, but more valuable still are the triumphs
of men who raise the fallen, who comfort the distressed, who bring hope
to the mind which vice and misery have rendered wretched—who help to
form a peasantry worthy of being their country’s pride. Many Highland
ministers without much learning, tho' not without a fair share of it, have
won renown in this field. 'We have done by transcribing a description
by Rob Donn of one of these :—

“Thou wast sober-minded, watchful, reverent, meditative, eloquent,
and laborious. In thy sacred duties, not an hour was wasted in idleness.
Thy days were spent in working earnestly for the welfare of men, without
seeking worldly reward, or one step of advancement. At a time when
the beautiful virtues are perishing for want of use, not wealth nor rank
are to be envied ; but men of thy ways, who pass through a life of
bitterness, in severe conflict, to the heavens of perfection, there to enjoy
& perpetual reward.”

Long may we have men among us to whom these touching and
powerful words may apply.

KINBRACE.
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THE CLAN MACNAUGHTON AND THEIR CHIEF.
—_———
‘WE are glad to see the growing interest in Celtic and Highland questions,
the most recent illustration of which we find in the general meeting, on
Thursday, the 8th March, of the Clan Macnaughton, in the hall of the
Literary Institute, Edinburgh, for the purpose of electing a chief, vice-
president, and bard, aAd for taking steps to elucidate their history and
promote their social intercourse and general welfare ; also to form a Clan
Macnaughton Association, the objects of which are intended to be anti-
quarian, social, and charitable. Some forty or fifty ladics and gentlemen
responded to the invitation sent out, many of whom had come considerable
distances to be present. Mr Alex. Macnaughton, 39 York Place, having
been called to the chair, Mr Daniel Macnaughton stated that there were
between seventy and eighty letters of apology, some of them from people
80 and 90 years of age. He also read a letter from the Lyon Clerk-Depute,
Mr R. R. Stodart, in regard to the chiefship of the clan, in which it was
stated that there could be no doubt that Sir Francis Edmund Mac-
naughten, Bart. of Dundarave, county Antrim, was entitled to occupy
the position. There was also submitted a report by a committee who had
been appointed at a preliminary meeting to investigate this matter. The
origin of the clan, it was stated, was involved in obscurity, but authorities
admitted that it was very ancient, and that the misfortunes by which it
wae overtaken arose mainly for its unswerving loyalty to the causes it
from time to time espoused. Some authors appear to come to the con-
clusion that the clan was Scoto-Irish, or belonged to the Dalriads of
Argyllshire, who came from Ireland ; others held that it was Pictish or
Caledonian. It would have been impossible, it was remarked, to have
traced the chiefship back through the labyrinth of intricacy which sur-
rounded the carly history of the clan; but fortunately there was an
admirable stepping-stone more than half-way down the long period that
had elapsed since the clan first came on the sceme in connection with
the early annals of Albyn. That stepping-stone was Gilchrist Mac-
naughton, who, in the year 1267, received from Alexander III. a patent
granting to him and his heirs the Castle of Fraoch, in Loch Awe, and
hence Eilean Fraoch was long the war cry of the clan. In his day,
Gilelirist Macnaughton was chief, and that being the opinion also of the
Lyon Clerk-Depute, the committee did not consider it necessary to go
further back. Among Gilchrist’s descendants were Duncan Macnaughton,
who in 1330 embarked for the Holy Land with the heart of Robert the
Bruce ; Sir Alexander Macnaughton, who in 1513 accompanied King
James to the fatal field of Flodden, where he was slain; John Mac-
naughton, who joined Viscount Dundee with a body of the clan, and
greatly contributed to the victory at Killiecrankie. This John left two
sons, who died without issue, and the representation of the clan fell to
the descendants of John, the third and youngest son of Alexander Mac-
naughton, who fell at Flodden. This J ohn, who was known as ‘ Shane
Dhu,” had settled in county Antrim ; and the lineal descendant of that
branch of the family at the present day was Sir Francis Edmund Mac-
naughten, Bart., whom the committee had no hesitation in saying was the
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hereditary chief of the clan. In that opinion, as already stated, the Lyon
Clerk-Depute coincided. The thanks of the committee were recorded in
the report to Mr R. R. Stodart, of the Lyon Office, for his courtesy in
making these inquiries. The Chairman having made a few remarks, the
nomination of the Chuef of the Clan was made by Mr Macnaughton,
banker, Callander, in these terms :(—

The meeting having considered the report of the committee and other information

laid before it, finds that the Chief of the Clan Macnaughton is Sir Francis Edmund
Macnaughten of Dundarave, Bushmills, Ireland —a lineal descendant of the ancient line
of chiefs of the clan, and otheirwise qualified to occupy the position of chief, and the
meeting confirms him in that position accordingly.
This was seconded by Mr Duncan G. Macnaughton, Stirling, and was
unanimously agieed to. The nomination as vice-president of Mr Alex.
Macnaughton, 39 York Place, Edinburgh, who was the originator of the
present movement, was also cordially accepted. It was resolved to defer
the appointment of a bard for the clan until the next meeting in 1879.
On the motion of Mr D. Macnaughton, Stonetield, Blantyre, it was
unanimously resolved ‘ That an Association be formed to be called ¢ The
Clan Macnaughton Association.’”

LITERARY FAME !'—A paragraph under this heading appeared in
our last issue, in which it was stated, on the authority of a biography
of the late Mr Macphun, publisher, Glasgow, which appeared in
the Glasgow Highland Echo of 22d September 1877, and which has
never been contradicted, that “Macleod & Dewar’s Dictionary was en-
tirely compiled by the Macfarlanes (father and son) ; and the late Mr
Macphun, for whom the work was got up, to secure the Dictionary a
literary status and rapid sale, offered ‘Tormod Og’ and Dr Dewar £100
each for the mere use of their names on the title-page ;” that they « ac-
cepted the bribe, and robbed the Macfarlanes of their well-merited reputa-
tion.” We are now informed, on the best authority—* Tormod Og's”
eldest son, John N. Macleod, Kirkcaldy—that the paragraph. in so far as
it refers to his famous father, has no foundation in fact. Mr Macleod
writes :—* Without any disparagement to the late Principal Dewar, I
kmow as a fact, and can testify along with others thereto, that nearly the
entiré burden and labour of compiling the Dictionary fell on Dr Macleod ;
that it was compiled in the Manse of Campsie, where, also, the late
respected Mr P. Macfarlane took up his abode and residence, as his
amanuensis and corrector for the press.” We have no hesitation in
accepting this statement as the actual facts of the case, and we much
regret having published the objectionable statement, founded on the false
information supplied by the Zcho, which, however, until it was repro-
duced by us, has never heen contradicted by those interested. Though
sorry for having published what we are now informed, on such good
authority, is contrary to the facts, we are glad to be placed in a
position to clear, as far as we can, the fair fame of “Tormod Og” from
the charges unfortunately taken over by us from the Highland Echo.
The words “bribe” and ‘“robbed” were, of course, only used in a

literary sense,
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Titerature.

—_——

DUILLEAGAIN A LEABHAR CUNNTAS AR BEATHA ANNS A GHADH-
ALLTACHD BHO 1848 yu 1861l.  Agus Aithris air Turusain Roimhe do
di' Albainn, a dk'Eirionn, agus do dh’'Eileanain a Chaolais, Eadartheangaichte
le Ughdaras a Morachd lcis an NAOMHAIR 1. P. ST. CLAIR, Ministear Eaglais
Naomh Stephan am Peairt. Edinburgh : EDMONSTON & COMPANY.

THE above imposing title, we may inform the reader, is Mr St Clair's
equivalent for “ Leaves from the Journal of our Life in the Highlands, &c.,”
more widely known as the Queen’s Book. 'We commence this notice with
very mingled feelings, and delayed doing it so long to allow them to get back
into their normal condition after the shock produced by the first perusal
of this so-called translation. We also felt that it might be well to let
the rev. gentleman dispose of as many copies as possible hefore we expressed
our opinion on the wretched manner in which he has executed his self-
imposed task. This was hardly just to those of our readers who place
confidence in our views; but they must forgive us for having been
favourably pre-disposed towards what we hoped would have heen a fair
representation of the original, and for sympathising not a little with Mr
St Clair in what we considered to have been, with hini, a labour of love.
The work is so execrably done that we cannot account for it on any other
hypothesis than the absolute incapacity of the rev. gentleman to complete
the task he in an evil hour imposed upon himself. Apart from all
consideration of the literary merit and success of the work, the want of
ordinary commercial forethought exhibited by the imbecile proceeding of
translating Her Majesty’s Bock into the provincial dialect of Perthshire is
amazing—a dialect, as represented in this work, which is infinitely more
difficult for an ordinary Gaelic reader to understand than that of Ireland.
It is just as unwise a proceeding to translate in such a wretched jargon as
if an English writer wrote a popular book in the dialect of the Lancashire
or Somersetshire hind. We are well acquainted with all the different
dialects in the Highlands except that of Perthshire as given in this work.
We know several Perthshire Highlanders out of the county who can
speak and read intelligible (raelic, but we have not met with any whe
can read and understand the hotch-potch presented as the Gaslic of
Perthshire in this so-called translation of * Leaves from our Journal in the
Highlands,” by the Rev. Mr St Clair. We submit the following conun-
drum to our Gaelic readers. If any of them can make sense of it, or
translate it back into intelligible English, without the aid of the original,
it is more than we, or any Gaelic scholar with whom we are acquainted,
have been able to do. Here it is, from page ix. of the preface :—

Chan eil gin do am m(imha dirachd na do’n Bhinrighinn, nach bitheadh sgarachd-
ainn cas sam bith eadar an don bhuidbeann agus a bhuidheann eile, ach & mhiin gum
bitheadh masgadh cioin measg cheile ann bhitheadh air thoirt mun cuairt trdimh lam
chdmhachadh bhuanachdain &atorrach, troimh malairt dhian a dhefig Sidhichean, agus
troimh urram cairdeil bhith air fhaireachdain agus air fhoillseachadh leis gach buidheans
do'a uile bhrithrean anus a bhrathreachas mhir a tha deanamh niird cinneach.

This is simply barbarous. Contrast it with its simple and graceful

0! —
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Nor does any one wish more ardently than Her Majesty, that there should be no
abrupt severance of class from class, but rather a gradual blending together of all classes
d by a full unity of interests, a constant interchange of good offices, und a
kindly respeet felt and expressed by each cluss to all its brethren in the great brother-
hood that forms a nation.
The preface, Mr St Clair informs us, was translated after he had arrived
at perfection—after compiling “ A Short Analysis or Grammar of Gaelic.”
‘We have no hesitation in admitting that we prefer the rev. gentleman
in his imperfect state, corrupt even as he is.

In his preface the translator informs us that the dialect which he
adopts is allowed to be spoken “ very purely and uncorrupted with foreign
elements.” Let us see. The following are a few specimens out of
hundreds of corruptions and foreign terms which could be given from
this work :—

English. Translator's Corruptions. English, Translator’s Corruptions.
Printing Praenti Arches Boghaichean — bows
Samples Sampullain Inn Tigh Sheinnse—change
Enter Innthirig Guard . Geard
Spread Spreid Ranks Rangain
Dinner Dinnear Marching Marsul
Rooms Rumaichean Gate Geata
Stair Staidhir Lined Linigeadh
Palace Pailios Hall Tranns-Rum
Chapel Seapal Railings Reithlichean
Storey Storaidh Sport Sport
Packed . Pachdte Times Timneain
Platform Lobhta—Loft Time Tim
Hospital Spideal Spot Spot
Pm Plangain Railroad Rathad-reithill
Cross Ci Trowel Truan
Pair Paidbir Morter Murtal
Ponies Ponnaidhean Green Grin
Parts of the Park Pairtean de’n Phaire Bask: ts Bascaiden
Ministers of State Ministearain na Staid Luggage Bageis— baggage
Officers of State  Oidhichearain na Staid | Selemn Solaimte
Forth 0] Simple Simplidh
On Board Air Bord

These specimens of foreign corruptions from a few pages of the book could
be multiplied ad llitum. Every page actually bristles with such ; and:
this is the pure (!) dialect which we are to accept as our Gaelic standard in
the future ! Besides, we have innumerable instances of mistranslations,
which entirely alter the sense of the original, in addition to a total dis-
regard, or rather an entire contravention of the genius and mode of ex-
pression peculiar to the language. To point out all the errors and examples
of bad taste throughout the book would take a volume at least equal
in size to the work itself. And this is the writer who takes upon himself
to teach others, and lay down rules for writing and spelling the language
—a language, if we may judge by the work before us, of which he has
himself yet to study the rudimnents. We regret to have to write thus of
any work of & Celtic character, and especially so of Her Majesty’s Book
on the Highlands; but our duty to the language and posterity compels
us to speak out.

There are some fifty excellent 2ngravings in the book, which appeared
in the original English edition. The publishers and the printers have
done their part in a manner which does them great credit—far exceeding
what the contents of the book deserve.

4
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HO 'N CLO-DUBH BFTHEARR AM BREACAN.

With Spirit.
¥a) pirit N N a
o> 1 N .
=
B’fhearr leam breac-an nal - lach Mf‘m ghuaillean ’sa  chair fo m® achlais,
n N N N
NN P\ Y— N E ﬂ
Na 351 gheibhinm cot - a De'n  chlo’s fhearra thig a Sasuin,
A Chorus. R
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N ——— - —— — :M: .
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J Ho ’n clo - dubh, he 'n clo, Ho 'n clo - dubh b’ fhearr am breacan.

a "
] e

Ho ’n clo - dubb, he 'a clo, Ho 'n cln - dubh b’ fhearr am breacanm.

Kzxy F.

Is_’..s:s,l.- | 4d :m,f | 8 :m,s8 | d4.,¢t :1.8
/s wf:m.r | d o m,d | 1 :1 .8 | m,d :r.d1
Chorus.

| d :r,m.- | 8 :] |l 4 :d,1.- | 8 ,f :m,r.-
| d :r,m.- | 8 :1 |l d :1,8 | 8. ,m:r.di
Mo laochan fein an t-eideadh Air t-uachdar gur a sgiamhach
A dh-fheumadh an crios d’ a ghlasadh, A laidheadh sgiath air a breacadh ;
Cuaicheanach an fheilidh, '8 claidheamh air ohrios ciatach

Deis eiridh gu dol air astar.

Fheilidh chruinn nan cuachan,

Gur buadhach an t eannudh gaisgeich ;
Shiubhlainn leat na fuarain,

Feadh fhuar-bheann ; ’s bu ghasd’ air €

Fior chulaidh an t-saighdear,
’S meo-ghloiceil ri uchd na caismeachd
’S ciatach 's an adbkanns thu,

Fo shranntraich nam piob ’s nam bratach,

Cha mhios anns an dol sios thu,
’Nuair sgriobar a duille claiseach ;
Fior earradh na ruaige,

Gu lunths a chuir auus na casan!

’N am coilich a bhi durdan,

Air stncan am madaiun dhealta,

Bu ghasda t-fheum 's a chuis sin,
Seach mutan de thrustar casaig.

nich
Bu mhath a la ’sa
; Bba loinn ort am
Cha righ e am fea:
Shaoil leis gun do
Faobhar nun Gael

Bu mhath am feachd ’s an sith thu ;

Air fhiaradh os-ceann do phleatan.

Bu mhath anns an oidhch’ thu—
Mo leinn thu mar aodach-leapa ;
B’ fhearr leam na ’m brat lin thu,
Is priseile thig a Glascho.

dhoidheh’ thu ;

beinn 's an olud’lob,

r chuir as dut.

mhaelaich, so
tapaidh,

Ach 's ann a chuir e geur orr’,
Ni ’s beurra na deud pna h-ealtainn,

’S i 'n fhuil bha 'n cuisl’ ar siznsridh,
'S an iunsginn a bha n’' an aj
A’ dh’ fhagudh dhnion’ mar
Bhi righeil—O ! sin ar paidir !

duileab,

NoTe.—The above, which is one of the most popular songs in the Highlands, is the

composition of Mac Mhaivhstir Alasta

ir.

Various versions of the wmusic have appeared

in different publications, but the ubove is the one usually sung in the north west High-
Iands, and is given without any of the superlinous ewendatious with which it is some-

times accompanied. The words of the
Poetry, but only a few versss are here

song a

given.-—W, M

ppear iP K:mmerous collections of Gaelio
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HISTORY OF THE CLAN MACKENZIE,
WITH GENEALOGIES OF THE PRINCIPAL FAMILIES.
By tHE EDITOR.

_o——

[CoNTINUED.]

IT has been maintained by.the family of Gairloch that there is no truth
in the charge, the details of which we have given in our last, mainly
on the authority of the Earl of Cromartie, aguinst their ancestor, Hector
Roy. The writer of the MacRa MS. of the Mackenzies* says that John
‘“ was but young when his father died ; and Hector, his younger uncle
(Duncan, Hector’s eldest brother, who should be tutor being dead, and
Allan, Duncan’s son, not being able to oppose or grapple with Hector)
meddled with the estate. It is reported that Hector wished Allan out of
the way, whom he thought only to stand in his way from being laird,
since he was resolved not to own my Lord Lovat's daughter’s children,
being all bastards and gotten in adultery. The reason why they enter-
tained such thoughts of him was partly this : Hector going to Islandonan
(where he placed Malcolm MacEancharrick constable) called such of the
country people to him as he judged fit, under pretence of setting and
settling the country, but asked not for, ncr yet called his nephew Allan,
who lived at Inversheal, within a few miles of Islandonan, but went away.
Allan, suspecting this to have proceeded from unkindness, sends to one of
his familiar friends to know the result of the meeting, or if there was any
spoken concerning him. The man, perhaps, not being willing to be an
ill instrument 'twixt so near relations, sends Allan the following Irish
lines :—

Inversheala na struth bras,

Tar as, 's fear foill ga d’ fheitheamh,

Nineag, ga caol a cas,

Tha leannan aice gun fhies,

A tighinn gam fhaire a shios,

Tha i, gun fhios, fo mo chrios

Na ’n sir lann ghuilbneach ghlas,

Bheirinn urchair dha le fios.

Allan put his own construction on them, and thought a friend warned
him to have a care of himself, there being some designs on him from a
near relation ; and #o that very night, in the beginning thereof, he re-

* Dr George Mackensie gives substantially the same account,
T
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moved himself and family and anything he valued within the house to an
hill above the town, where he might see and hear anything that might
befal the house ; and that same night about cock crow he saw his house
and biggings in flames, and found them consumed to ashes on the
morrow. The perpetrators could not be found ; yet it was generally
thought to be Hector his uncle’s contrivance.” MacRa describes the
legitimation of Agnes Fraser's children by the Pope, and continues,
¢ Hector, notwithstanding of the legitimation, refused to quit the posses-
sion of the estate,” and he then gives the same account of John's feigned
expedition to Ireland, and the burning of Hector’s house at Wester Fair-
burn substantially as we have given it from another source, but adding,
““ That very night they both entered upon terms of agreement without
acquainting or sending for any, or to advise a reconciliation betwixt them.
The sum of their agreement was, that Hector, as a man able to rule and
govern, should have (allowing John an aliment) the estate for five or six
years, till John should be major, and that thereafter Hector should render
it to John as the right and lawful undoubted heir, and that Hector should
ever afterwards acknowledge and honour him as his chief, and so they
parted, all being well pleased. But Allan and the most of the Kintail
men were dissatisfied that John did not get Islandonan, his principal
house, in his own possession, and so desired John to come to them and
possess the Castle by fair or foul means wherein they promised to assist
him. John goes to Kintail, desires him to render the place to him which
he refused.” The MacRa MS. History and the Earl of Cromartie’s account
are to some extent, however, borne out by Gregory,* who informs us that
¢ Hector Roy Mackenzie, progenitor of the House of Gairloch, had, since
the death of Kenneth Oig Mackenzie of Kintail, in 1497, and during the
minority of John, the brother and heir of Kenneth, exercised the com-
mand of that clan, nominally as guardian to the young chief. Under his
rule the Clan Mackenzie became involved in feuds with the Munroes and
other clans, and Hector Roy himself became obnoxious to Government as
a disturber of the public peace. His intentions towards the young Lord
of Kintaill were considered very dubious ; and the apprehensions of
the latter having been roused, Hector was compelled by law to yield up
the estate and the command of '+ tribe to the proper heir.” G:

gives the * Acts of the Lords of (" :..¢il, xxii., fo. 142,” as that upon which,
among other authorities, he found.s ; trom which we are enabled to place
the following extract before the reader. Kxcept that the spelling is
sufficiently modernised to make it intelligible to the ordinary reader, it is
as follows :—* Tth April 1511. Anent the summons made at the instance
of John Mackenzie of Kintail against Hector Roy Mackenzie for the
wrongous intromitting, uptaking, and withholding from him of the mails
¢ fermez,’ profits, and duties of all and whole the lands of Kintail, with the
pertinents lying in the Sherrifdom of Inverness, for the space of seven
years together, beginning in the year of God 1501, and also for the apace
ot two years, last bye-past, and for the masterfal withholding from the said
John Mackenzie of his house and Castle of Eleandonain, and to bring
with him his evidents if (he) any has of the constabulary and keeping

* Highlands and Isles of Scetland, p, 111,
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thereof, and to hear the same decerned of none avail, and diverse other
points like as at more length is contained in the said summons, the said
John Mackenzie being personally present, and the said Hector Roy being
lawfully summoned to this action, oft-times called and not compearing,
the said John’s rights, &c. The Lords of Council decree and deliver,
that the said Hector has forfeited the keeping and counstabulary of the
said Castle of Eleandonain, together with the fees granted therefor, and
decern all evidents, if he any has made to him thereupon, of none avail
force nor effect, and the said John Mackenzie to have free ingress and
entry to the said Castle, because he required the said Hector for deliver-
ance thereof and to thole him to enter thereunto, howbeit the said Hector
refused and would not give him entry to the said Castle, bot gif his ser-
vants would have delivered their happinnis from them to his men or their
entries, like as one actentit instrument taken thereupon shown and pro-
duced before the said Lords purported and bore, and therefore ordains our
sovereign Lords’ letters (to) be directed to devode and rid the said Castle
and to keep the said John in possession thereof s effeirs and continues
the remanent points contained in the said summons in form, as they are
now, unto the 20th day of July next to come, with continuation of days,
and ordains that letters be written in form of commission to the Sheriff
of Inverness and his deputies to summon witnesses and take probations
thereupon, and to summon the party to hear them swoin and thereafter
send their depositions closed to the Lords again, the said day, under the
said Sheriff’s or his Deputy’s seal, that thereafter justice may be ministered
thereuntill.”

Hector Roy was undoubtedly at this time possessed of considerable
estates of his own ; for, we find a  protocal,” by John Vass, “ Burges of
Dygvayll, and Shireff in this pairt,” by which he makes known-that, by the
command of his sovereign lord, letters and process was directed to him as
Sheriff, granting him, to give Hector Mackenzie heritable state and pos-
session “ of all and syndri the landis off Gerloch, with thar pertinens, after
the forme and tenor off our souerane lordis chartyr maide to the forsaide
Hector,” lying between the waters called Inverew and Torridon.  The letter
is dated « At Alydyll (4 Talladale) the xth of the moneth off December
the yher off Gode ane thousande four hundreth nynte and four yheris.”

It is quite clear that Hector was not long under a cloud ; for, in 1508,
he was again in the favour of his sovereign, who in that year directed a
mandate to the Chamberlain of Ross, requesting him to enter Hector
Roy Mackenzie in the “males and proffitis of our landis of Braane
and Moy, with ariage, cariage and vther pertinence thareof . .

. . for his gude and thankfull service done and to be done to us

« « . . and this on na wise ye leif vndone, as ye will incur
our indignatioun and displesour. This our letrez . . . . . efter
the forme of our said vther letres past obefor, given vnder our signet at
Edinburgh the fift day of Marche and of Regne the twenty yere.—(Signed)
James R.” In 1513 he received a charter under the great seal of the
landsof Gairloch formerly granted him, with Glasletterand Coruguellen, with
their pertinents.* Hector's conduct towards John has been found

* The original charter, the *“protocol” from John Vass, the mandate to the Chamber-
1ain of Ross, and various ‘other ocumentas, for copies of which we are indebted to the
oourtesy of Sir Kenneth 8. lhokouio, Barolet are in the Gairloch Charter Chest,
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fault with, but if we keep in mind that no regular marriage ever took
place between Kenneth a Bhlair and John’s mother, Agnes of Lovat;
that their union was not even recognised by the Church until 1491, the
very year in which ¢ Kenneth of the Battle” died ; and that there is no
evidence of any kind, or even pretence, of which we have any knowledge
that Hector was ever appointed to, or accepted any tutorship or guardian-
ship of John, the issue of this irregular union, we can quite understand
Hector conscientiously doing what he in fact considered his duty—
standing out against John of Killin in the interest of those whom he
considered the legitimate successors of Kenneth a Bhlair and his un-
fortunate son, Kenneth Og; but further consideration of this question
must be left to its proper place when we come to treat of the history
of the House of Gairloch.

In compliance with an Act passed in the year 1494, anent the
education of young gentlemen of note, John was sent in his youth to
Edinburgh by Hector Roy, with his elder brother Coinneach Og,
to complete his education at Court. He thus in early life acquired
a knowledge of legal principles and practice which proved of great
service to him in after life, not only in managing his own affairs, but
in aiding his friends and countrymen in their various difficulties by
his counsel and guidance. He thus secured such universal esteem and
confidence as seldom fell to the lot of a Highland Chief in that rude and
unruly age. The kind of education acquired at Court in those days must
have been very different from that required in ours, for we find that, with
all his opportunities, John of Killin could not write his own name. In
a bond in favour of the Earl of Huntly he signs, “ Jhone M‘Kenzie of
Kyntaill, with my hand on the pen led by Master William Gordone,
Notar.” He was a member of the Privy Council of James the Fifth, and
a great favourite at Court.

Referring to the power of the family at this period, and the rapid
advance made by the family under Alexander and his successor, we
quote the following from a modern MS. history of the family® :—
“ We must observe here the rapid advance which the family of Kintail
made on every side. The turbulent Macdonalds crushed by the affair of
Park, Munro sustained by his ow - Clan, and the neighbouring vassals of
Ross humbled at their own do-.  when a century had not yet passed
since the name of Mackenzie huc .ccome familiar to their ears ; and it is
gratifying to trace all this to the wise policy of the first James and his
successors. The judicious education of Alastair Ionraic, and consequent
cultivation of thosc habits which, by identifying the people with the
monarch, through the laws, render a nation securely great, is equally dis-
cernible in John of Killin and his posterity. The successors of the Earls
of Ross were turbulent and tenacious of their rights, but they were irre-
claimable. The youthful Lord of the Isles, at the instigation of his
haughty mother, deserted the Court of James I., while young Kintail re-
mained, sedulously improving himself at school in Perth, till he was
called to display his gratitude to his Royal master in counteracting

* Written by the late Mr Matheson of Bemmetsfield ; and for its perusal we are
indebted to the courtesy of his relative, Captuin Alexander Matheson, Dornie, Kintail,
—a gentleman whe is possessed of a valuable mas. of antiquarian lore.
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the evil arising from the opposite conduct of Macdonald. Thus, by
one bappy circumstance, the attention of the King was called to a
chieftain, who gave such early promise of steady attachment, and his
future favour was secured. The family of Kintail was respectably re-
cognised in the Calendar of the Scottish Court, while that of the once
proud Macdonalds frowned in disappointment and barbarous independence
amidst their native wilds, while their territorivs, extending beyond the
bounds of good government and protection, presented, gradually, such
defenceless gaps as became inviting, and easily penctrable by the intelli-
gence of Mackenzie ; and Alastair lonraic acquired so great a portion of
his estates by this legitimate advantage, afterwards sccured by the
intractable arrogance ot Macdonald of Lochalsh and the valour and
military capucity of Coinneach a Bhluir.”

In 1513 John of Killin was among those Highland Chiefs summoned
to rendezvous with the Royal army at Barron Moor preparatory to the
fatal advance of James IV. into England, when the Mackenzies, forming
with the Macleans joined that miserably arranged and ill-fated expedition
which terminated so fatally to Scotland on the disastrous ficld of Flodden,
where the killed included the King, with the flower of his nobility, gentry,
and even clergy. There was scarcely a Scottish family of distinction that
did not lose at least one, and some of them lost all the inale members who
were capable of bearing arms. The body of the King was found, much

isfi with wounds, in the thickest of the slain. Abercromby, on the
authority of Crawford, includes, in a list of those killed at Flodden,
‘“ Kenneth Mackenzie of Kintail, ancestor to the noble family of
Seaforth.” This is, however, an undoubted error; for John (not
Kenneth) was chief at the time of Flodden. It was he who
joined the Royal army, accompanied by his brave and gallant uncle,
Hector Roy of Gairloch, and it is established beyond dispute that though
almost all their followers fell, neither of them were killed. They both,
however, narrowly escaped the charge of Sir Edward Stanley in rear of
the Highlanders during their disorderly pursuit of Sir Edward Howard,
who had given way to the furiousand gallant onset of the mountaineers. The
Chief of Clan Kenneth was, however, made prisoner, but he procured
his escape in a very remarkable manner. When his captors were carry-
ing him and some of his followers to the south, they were overtaken by a
most violent storm, which obliged them to seek shelter in a retired house
occupied by the widow of a shipmaster. After taking up their quarters,
and, as they thought providing for the safe custody of their prisoners, the
woman noticed that the captives were Highlanders ; and, in reference to
the boisterous weather raging outside, she, as if unconsciously, exclaimed,
¢ The Lord help those who are to-night travelling on Leathad Leacachan.”
The prisoners were naturally astonished to hear this allusion, in such a
place, to a mountain so familiar to them in the North Highlands. They
soon managed to get an opportunity, which she appeared most anxious to
afford them, of questioning her regarding her acquaintance with so distant
a place, when she told them that during a sea voyage she took
with her husband, she had been taken so ill aboard ship, that it was
found necessary to send her ashore on the north-west coast of Scotland,
where, travelling with a maid and a single guide, they were caught in a
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severe storm, and she was suddenly taken in labour. In this distressing
and trying predicament a Highlander passing by took compassion on her,
and seeing her case was desperate, with no resources at hand, he, with a
remarkable presence of mind, killed one of his horses, ripped open his
helly, and taking out the bowels, placed the woman and the newly-
born infant in their place, as the only effectual shelter from the
storm ; by this mecans he secured sufficient time to procure female
asgistance, and saved the mother and her child. But the most re-
markable part of the story remains to be told. The very individual to
whom she owed her preservation was one of the captives then under her
roof. lle was one of Kintail's followers on the field of Flodden. She
was informed of his presence, and of the plight he was in, and she managed
to procure a private interview with him, when he amply proved to her,
by more detailed reference to the incidents of their meeting on Leathad
Leacachan, that he was the very man— Uisdean Mor Mac 'Ille Phadruig
—and in gratitude, at the risk of her own personal safety, she successfully
planned the escape of her saviour's master and his whole party. The story
is given on uninterrupted tradition in the country of the Mackenzies ; and a
full and independent version of Uisdean’s humane proceedings on Leathad
Leacachan will be found in the Celtic Magazine, vol. ii., pp. 468-9, to
which we refer the Gaelic reader. * Tradition has preserved a curious
anecdote,” says Gregory, p. 112, ¢ connected with the Mackenzies, whose
young chief, John of Kintail, was taken prisoner at Flodden. It will be
recollected that Kenneth Oig Mackenzie of Kintail, while on his way to
the Highlands, after making his escape from Edinburgh Castle, was killed
in the Torwood by the laird of Buchanan. The foster-brother of Kenneth
Oig was a man of the district of Kenlochew, named Donald Dubh Mac-
Gilleerist vie Gillereoch, who with the rest of the clan were at Flodden
with his chief. In the retreat of the Scottish army this Donald Dubh
heard some one near him exclaiming, ¢ Alas, Laird ! thou hast fallen.’
On enquiry, he was told that it was the Laird of Buchanan who had sunk
from his wounds or exhaustion. The faithful Highlander, eager to
revenge the death of his chief and foster-brother, drew his sword, and,
saying, ‘If he has not fallen he shall fall’ made straight to Buchanan,
whom he killed on the spot.” As to Kintail's and Eachainn Ruadh’s safe
return to their Highland home, after this calamitous event, there is now
no question whatever ; for John, among others, was appointed by Act of
Council a lieutenant or guardian of Wester Ross,* to protect it from Sir
Donald Macdonald of Lochalsh, who proclaimed himself Lord of the -
Isles. In 1515, Mackenze, without legal warrant, seized the royal castle
of Dingwall, but he professed his readiness to give it to any one appointed
by the Regent, John, Duke of Albany.t In 1532 we find John in-
cluded in a commission by James V. for suppressing a disorderly tribe of
Mackintoshes, and he secured the esteem of this monarch so much that
he made him a Privy Councillor. To put the question of John’s return
beyond further cavil, and to show how the family rapidly rose in influence
and power in John's time, we shall quote the following from the * Origines

G 115. Aots of Lords of Ceuneil, xxvil, fo, 25,
4 Acts of Lords of Councdl, xxvil., fo, 60, '
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Parochiales Scotie.” It will be seen that Kenneth, his son and heir, re-
ceived considerable grants for himself during his father’s lifetime :—“In
1509 King James IV. granted to John Makkenze of Keantalle (the
brother of Kenneth Oig) the 40 marklands of Keantalle—naely, the
davach of Cumissaig, the davach of Letterfearn, the davach of Gleanselle,
the davach of Glenlik, the davach of Letterchall, the two davachs of
Croo, and three davachs between the water of Keppach and the water of
Lwying, with the castle and fortalice of Eleandonnan, in the carldom of
Ross and sheriffdom of Innernis, with other lands in Ross, which John
had resigned, and which the King then erected into the barony of Elean-
donnan.* In 1530 King James V. granted to James Grant of
Freuchy and Johne Mckinze of Kintale liberty to go to any part of the
realm on their lawful business.t In 1532, 1538, and 1540, the same
John M‘Kenich of Kintaill appearsin record.} In 1542, King James V.,
granted to John Mckenzie of Kintaill the waste lands of Monar, lying
between the water of Gleneak on the north, the top or summit of
Landovir on the south, the torrent of Towmuk and Inchelochill on the
east, and the water of Bernis running into the water of Long on the west ;
and also the waste lands of lie Ned, lying between Loch Boyne on the
north, Loch Tresk on the south, lie Ballach on the west, and Dawelach
on the east, in the earldom of Ross and sheriffdom of Inneres—lands
which were never in the King's rental, and never yielded any revenue—
for the yearly payment of £4 to the King as Earl of Ross.§ In 1543
Queen Mary granted to Kenneth Mackenzie of Kintaill, and Isabel
Stewart, his wife, the lands of Auchnaceyric, Lakachane, Strome-ne-
mowklach, Kilkinterne, the two Rateganis, Torlousicht, Auchnashellicht,
Auchnagart. Auchewrane, lie Knokfreith, Aucharskelane, and Malegane,
in the lordship of Kintaill ; and other lands in Ross, extending in all to
36 marks, which he had resigned.|| In 1551 the same Queen granted to
John M‘Kenze of Kintaill, and Kenzeoch M‘Kenze, his son and apparent
heir, a remission for the violent taking of John Hectour M‘Kenzesone of
Garlouch, Doull Hectoursone, and John Towach Hectoursone, ard for
keeping them in prison ‘vsurpand thairthrou our Souerane Ladyis
autorite.’Y In 1554 there appear in record John Mackenzie of Kintaile
and his son and heir-apparent, Kenneth Mackenzie of Brahan—apparently
the same persons that appear in 1551.%*

Donald Gorme Mor of Sleat laid waste the country of Macleod of
Dunvegan, who was an ally of Mackenzie, after which he passed over in
1639 to the mainland and pillaged the lands of Kenlochewe, where he
killed Miles or Maolmuire, son of Finlay Dubh MacGillechriost MacRath,
who was governor of Eileandonan Castle. Finlay was a very ¢ pretty
man,” and, the genealogy of the Macras informs us, *the remains of a
monument erected for him, in the place where he was killed, is still (1704)
to be seen.” XKintail naturally was very much exasperated at this unpro-

Reg. M 1ib. xv., No. 89. Gregory, p. 83.

MS;.‘B? vol.vin fol. 149,

Reg. Bec. 8ig., vol. ix, fol. 3; vol xii., fol. 21 ; wvol. xiv., fol, 32,

Bognq.s ,lib xxvm.,No 17.

Reg. Mag. 8ig., lib. xxviii., No. 624, Reg, Ses. 8ig., vol. xvii., fol. 56.
Bn.Seo.Bg, vol. xxiv,, fol. 75.

** Reg. Mag. ic.,lih.uxi'i. No, 211.
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voked raid upon his territory, as also for Macdonald's attack upon his friend
and ally of Dunvegan ; and to punish Donald Gorme, he dispatched his son
and heir, Kenneth, to the Isleof Skye, where he made ample reprisals in Mae-
donald’s country, killed many of his followers, at the same time
exhibiting great intrepidity and sagacity. Donald Gorme almost immedi-
ately made an incursion on Mackenzie’s lands in Kintail, where he killed
Sir (Rev.) Dougald Mackenzie, * one of the Pope's knights.” Kenneth
Mackenzie paid another visit to Skye, wasted the country ; and on his
return, Macdonald learning that Eileandonan was garrisoned by a very
weak force, under John Dubh Matheson of Fernaig,—who had married Sir
Dugald Mackenzie’s widow—as governor, made a retaliating raid upon it,
with fifty birlinns or large boats full of his followers, with the
view of surprising the small garrison, and taking the castle by storm.
The garrison only consisted at the time of the governor, his watchman,
and Duncan MacGillechriost MacFhionnladh MhicRath, a nephew of
Maolmuire, killed in the last incursion of the Island Chief. The advance
of the boats was, however, noticed in time by the sentinel or watchman,
who at once gave the alarm to the country people, but too late to enable
them to prevent the enemy from landing. Duncan MacGillechriost appears,
from all accounts, to have been on the mainland at the time ; but, flying
back with all speed, he arrived at the postern in time to kill several of the
Islesmen in the act of landing, and, entering the castle, he found no one there
but the governor and watchman, after which, almost immediately, Donald
Gorme furiouslyattacked the gate, but to no purpose, it having been strongly
secured by a second barrier of iron within a few steps of the outer defences.
Unable to procure access, the Islesmen were driven to the expedient of
shooting their arrows through the embrazures, and in this way theysucceeded
in killing Matheson, the governor. Duncan now found himself sole de-
fender of the castle, except the watchman, and to make matters worse his
ammunition became reduced to a single barbed arrow, which he determined
to husband until an opportunity occurred by which he could make good use
ofit. Macdonald now ordered his boats round to the point of the Airds,
and was personally reconnoitring with the view of discovering the weakest
part of the wall wherein to effect a breach. Duncan considered this a
favourable opportunity, and aimed his arrow at Donald Gorme, whose foot
it penetrated through the master vein. Not having perceived that the
arrow was a barbed one, Macdonald instantly wrenched it out, separating the
main artery. It was found impossible to stop the bleeding, and his men
conveyed him out of the range of the fort to a spot—a sand bank
—on which he died, called to this day Larach Tigh Mhic Dhomh-
nuill (the site of Macdonald’s house), where the haughty Lord of Sleat
ended his career.®* The Islesmen burnt all they could find in Kintail,
This is confirmed by the following :—In 1539 Donald Gorme of Sleat
and his allies, after laying waste Trouterness in Sky and Kenlochew in
Ross, attempted to take the Castle of Eileandonan, but Donald being
killed by an arrow shot from the wall, the attempt failed.t In 1541
King Jamcs V. granted a remission to Donald’s accomplices—namely,

* Genealegy of the MacRas, and MacRa MS. of the Maskensies.
+ 6“5?7&”' 145-146, Border Minstrelsy. Andersoa, p. 283. Reg Sec, Big.,
vel, zv., £



THE CELTIC MAGAZINE. 249

Archibald Ilis, alias Archibald the Clerk, Alexander McConnell Gallich,
John Dow Donaldsoun, and twenty-six others whose names will be found
in the “ Origines Parochiales,” p. 394, vol ii, for their treasonable fire-
raising and burning of the Castle of Allanedonnand and of the boats there,
for the “ Herschip ” of Kenlochew and Trouteness, &c,

For this service against the Macdonalds, King James the Fifth gave to
him Kinchuldrum, Achilty, and Comery in feu, with Meikle Scatwell,
under the great seal, Anno 1528. The lands of Laggan Achidrom being
four merks, the three merks of Killianan, and the four merk lands of
Invergarry, being in the King’s hand, were disposed by him to John
Mackenzie, after the King's minority and revocation, Anno 1540, under
the great seal, with a precept under the great seal and sasine thereupon
by Sir John Robertson in January 1541. But before this, in 1521, he
aoquired the lands of Fodderty and mill thereof from Mr John Cadell,
which King James the Fifth confirmed to John Mackenzie at Linlithgow
in September, Anno 1522. In 1541 he feued Brahan from the King to
himself and his heirs male, which failing, to his cldest daughter. In 1542
he obtained the waste lands and forest of Neid and Monar from King
James the Fifth, for which sasine is granted in the same year by Sir John
Robertson. In January 1547 he acquired a wadset of the half of Culteleod
(Castle Leod) and Drynie from one Denoon of Davidston. In September
of the same year, old as he was, he went in defence of his Sovereign,
young Queen Mary, to the unfortunate battle of Pinkie, where he was
taken prisoner ; and the Laird of Kilravock meeting with him advised
him that they should own themselves among the commons, Mac-
kenrie passing off as a bowman, while Kilravock would pass him-
self off as a miller, which plan succeeded so well as to secure Kilravock
his release ; but the Earl of Huntly, who was also a prisoner, having been
conveyed by the Duke of Somerset to view the prisoners, espying his old
friend Mackenzie among the common prisoners, and ignorant of the plot,
called him by his name, desiring that he might shake hands with him,
whieh civility two English officers noticed to Mackenzie's disadvantage ; for
thenceforward he was placed and guarded along with the other prisoners
of quality, but afterwards released for a considerable sum, to which all his
people contributed without burdening his own estate with it, so, return-
ing home he set himself to arrange his private affairs, and in the year 1556
he acquired the heritage of Culteleod and Drynie from Denoon, which
was confirmed to him by Queen Mary under the great seal, at Inverness,
13th July of the same year. He had previously, in 1544, acquired the other
half of Culteleod and Drynie from Magnus Mowat, and Patrick Mowat of
Bugholly. In 1543 John Mackenzie acquired Kildins, part of Lochbroom,
to himself, and Elizabeth Grant, his wife, holding blench for a penny,
and confirmed in the same year by Queen Mary.*

In 1640 Mackenzie and his retinue joined King James at Loch Duich
while on his way with a large fleet to secure order and good government in
the Western Highlands and Isles, upon which occasion many of the
suspected and refractory leaders were carried south and placed in confine-
ment. His Majesty died soon after, in 1542, and Queen Mary, his

* M8, History by the Earl of Oremartie,
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successor on the Scottish throne, being then in her minority, the country
at large, but particularly the northern parts, was thrown into a state of
anarchy and confusion. In 1544 the Earl of Huntly, holding a commis-
sion from the Queen Regent, Mary of Guise, as Lieutenant of the North,
commanded Kenneth Mackenzie, in consequence of the advanced age of
his father, to raise his vassals and lead an expedition against the Clan
Ranald of Moidart, who then held lands from Mackenzie on the West
coast ; and Kenneth, considering that in these circumstances it would, be
decidedly against his personal interests to attack Donald Glass of
Moidart, refused to comply with Huntly’s orders. To punish the heir of
Kintail for this contumacy, the Earl ordered his whole army, consisting of
three thousand men, to proceed against both Moidart and Mackenzie
with fire and sword.  The Earl had not sufficiently calculated
on the constitution of his force, which was composed chiefly of
Grants, Rosses, Mackintoshes, and Chisholms; and Kenneth's mother
being a daughter of John, then laird of Grant, and three of his daughters
having married respectively Ross of Balnagown, Mackintosh of Mackintosh,
and the Chisholm of Comar, he found his followers as little disposed to
molest Kenneth as Kenneth had been to attack Donald Glass of Moidart.
In addition to the friendly feelings towards young Kintail in consequence
of these family alliances, Huntly was not at all popular with his followers,
or with the Highlanders generally. He had incurred so much odium for
having executed the late laird of Mackintosh contrary to his solemn
pledge that it required small excuse on the part of the exasperated kindred
tribes to counteract his plans, and on the slightest pretext refuse to follow
him. He was therefore obliged to retire without effecting any substantial
service, and was ultimately disgraced, committed to Edinburgh Castle,
compelled to renounce the Earldom of Moray and all his other posses-
sions in the north, and sentenced to banishment in France for five years.
At Dingwall, 13th December 1545, the Earl of Sutherland en-
tered into a bond of manrent with John of Kintail for mutual defence
against all enemies reserving only their allegiance to their youthful Queen
Mary Stuart.* Two years after this the Earl of Arran sent the fiery cross
over the nation calling all between the ages of sixteen and sixty to meet him
at Musselburgh for the protoction of their infant Queen. John of Kintail,
at the age of between sixty and seventy, when he might fairly have con-
sidered himselt exempt from further military service, duly appeared with all
the followers he could muster, prudently leaving his only son Kenneth at
home ; and when remonstrated with for joining in such a perilous journey
at his time of life, especially as he was far past the stipulated age, the old
chief bravely and patriotically remarked that one of his age could not die
more decorously than in the defence of his country. The same year
(1547) he fought bravely, as we have already seen, at the battle of Pinkie,
leading his clan with all the enthusiasm and gallantry of his younger days,
where he was wounded in the head and taken prisoner, but was soon
afterwards released, through the influence of the Earl of Huntly, who had
meanwhile got into favour, received pardon, and was appointod Chancellor.
In 1556 Y Mackay of Farr, progenitor of Lord Reay, refused to

* 8ir Robert Gordon, p, 112,
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appear before the Queen Regent, Mary of Guise, at Inverness, to answer
charges made against him for depredations in Sutherlandshire ; and she
issued a commission to John, fifth Earl of Sutherland, to lay Mackay's
country waste. Mackay, satisfied that he could not succestully oppose
the Earl's forces in the field, pillaged and plundered another district of
Sutherland. The Earl conveyed intelligence of the state of matters to
John of Kintail, who, in terms of the bond of manrent entered into
between them in 1545, instantly despatched his son Kenneth with an
able body of the clan to arrest Mackay’s progress, and this duty Mackenzie
performed most effectually. Meeting Mackay at Brora, a severe contest
ensued, which terminated in the defeat of Mackay, with the loss of Angus
Maclain Mhoir, one of his chief commanders, and many of his clan.
Kenneth Mackenzie was thereupon, conjointly with his father, John, ap-
pointed by the Earl of Sutherland, then the Queen’s Lieutenant north of
the Spey, and Chamberlain of the Earldom of Ross,* his deputies in the
management of this vast property, at the same time placing them in pos-
session of Ardmeanoch, or Redcastle, which has remained ever since, until
within-a recent period, in the possession of the family, becoming the pro-
perty of Kenneth’s third son, Ruairidh Mor, first of the bouse of Redcastle,
and progenitor of the family of Kincraig and others. After this, Kintail
seems to have lived in peace during the remainder of his long life and died at
his house at Inverchonan, in 1561, about 80 years of age. He was buried
in the family aisle at Beauly. That he was a man of proved valour is
fully established by the distinguished part he took in the battles of
Flodden and Pinkie ; and the Earl of Cromarty informs us that, *in his
time he purchased much of the Brae-lands of Ross, and secured both what
he acquired and what his predecessors had, by well ordered and legal
security, so that it is doubtful whether his predecessors’ courage or his
prudence contributed most to the rising of the family.” As an illustra-
tion of his prudence, we shall quote the following curious story :—John
Mackenzie of Kintail «“ was a great courtier with Queen Mary. He feued
most of the lands of Brae Ross. When the Queen sent her servants to
know the condition of the gentry of Ross, they came to his house at
Killin ; but before their coming he had gotten intelligence that it was to
find out the condition of the gentry of Ross that they were coming, whilk
made him cause his servants to put ane great fire of fresh arn (Fearna—
elder) wood, when they came, to mak a reek ; also he caused kill a
great bull in their presence, whilk was put altogether into ane kettle to
their supper. 'When the supper came, there were a half-dozen great dogs
present to sup the broth of the bull, whilk put all the house through-
other with their tulyie. 'When they ended the supper ilk ane lay where
they were. The gentlemen thought they had gotten purgatory on earth,
and came away as soon as it was day ; but when they came to the house
of Balnagowan, and Foulis, and Milton, they were feasted like Princes.

“ When they went back to the Queen, she asked who were the ablest
men they saw in Ross. They answered: ‘They were all able men,
except that man that was Her Majesty’s great courtier, Mackenzie—that
he did both eat and lie with his dogs.” ¢Truly,’ said the Queen, ‘it were a

¢ 8ir Rebert Gordon, p. 134,
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pity of his poverty ; he is the best man of them all.’ Then the Queen did
call for the gentry of Ross to take their land in feu, when Mackenzie got
the cheap feus, and more for his thousand merks than any of the rest got
for five.” ®

He had an only sister, who, as we have seen, married Roderick
Macleod of the Lews. Ile married Elizabeth, daughter of John, tenth
Laird of Grant, by whom he had an only son and successor.

( To be Continued.)

JOHN MACCODRUM
s (e,
I

THE poet may well be called the Child of Nature, for he comes from
Nature with his mystic powers, and goes to her for the machinery of out-
ward expression. As he is indebted to nature alone for the divine
afflatus, so to her he goes for the drapery of thought, the images in which
his ideas may become cmbodied. From her he receives the essence of
poetry, the  thoughts that breathe” ; to her he must go for the acciden-
tal form, that local habitation in which the spirit of the bard seeks to
utter itself. The true spirit of song, burn of nature, and compelled from
the inherent impulse of its being to become articulate, goes forth with the
instinet of true filial love to greet its great mother, and finds her ever
responsive to its call, for as Wordsworth, her bigh priest among poets,
says, “ Nature never betrayed the heart that loved her.” Thus could
one of our great national poets say :—
Oh ! Caledonia stern and wild,
Meet nurse for a poetic child.

And owing to this sympathy between the child of genius and nature, has
Scotland come to be, through the power of the great Enchanter, more
than ever Scott-land. The natural scenery amid which a poet’s lot is
cast does not alter the essential character of his gifts, but it has a mighty
influence upon the external form of his verse. Thus did the inspired
Ayrshire ploughman glority by the light of genius the surroundings of his
rural life ; thus did the features of his native land become woven into the
immortal works of Scott, and thus too do the marvellous strains of Ben
Dorain become half explained, when we behold the mountain in whoese
glen and corries Duncan Ban Macintyre spent so many of his days ; to
climb its steeps was for him to reach the summit of Parnassus.

That the Highlanders are a poetic race, is to a great extent owing to
the fact that the Highlands of Scotland are a poetic land, and the Gaelis

* Domestic Annals of Scotland, MS. History of the Mackensies, in possession of
gl.u w. M“k:lls.de’ Esq., W.N., Edinburgh ; M8, Histery by the Earl of Cromartise, and
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poets have sung so sweetly, very much because the natural form of their
country is soul-inspiring. Yet, apart from their surroundings, poetic
feeling is a characteristic of the Celts, for even in circumstances and under
conditions in which there is perhaps a dearth of what ministers delight to
that eye which rolls in a fine frenzy, genius has found a home and ex-
pressed itself in the burning words of song. “The light that never was
on sea or land ” illumines the wastes of nature, and makes them blossom
like the rose. That portion of the Outer Hebrides which composes Uist
and Harris, although not equal in point of beauty to many favoured spots
in the Highlands, has yet produced more than its own complement of
bards, the works of some of whom have gone to enrich the ¢ Beauties of
Gaelic Postry.” Of course it would be too much to say that the above
localities are fairly described in the now rather famous lines by Professor
Blackie, which he himself has explained to mean nothing more than
¢ good natured banter ” :—
O Ged-forsaken, Ged-detested land,
Of bogs, and blasts, and moors, and mists, and rain,
Yet it must be admitted that, although possessing certain points of beauty
and attractiveness, their bare and treeless surface does not possess those
inspiring elements through which Macintyre and Macdonald were enabled
to adorn and beautify their thoughts. It is thus the more remarkable
that they have given birth to Mary Macleod, the most celebrated of Gaelic
poetesses, who sang the praises of the Dunvegan chiefs ; Hector Macleod,
the author of some of the prettiest pastorals in the Gaelic language ;
Archibald Macdonald, the most distinctively comic of Celtic bards ; Niel
MacMhuirich, the well-known bard and Seannachie of the Clanranald,
and, to mention no other, John MacCodrum, the North Uist poet and
the family bard of the Macdonalds of Sleat. To these other sweet singers
might be added, whose flight was not strong enough to gain so high a
niche in the temple of fame as those to whom allusion has been made—
Full many a gem of purest ray serene
The dark unfathomed caves of ocean bear ;

Full many a flower is bern to blush unseen,
And waste its sweetness on the desert air,

Few Gaelic bards have had the advantages of education. While the
names of Ross, Maclauchlan, Macdonald, and one or two others, exhaust
the list of learned or even educated men, who have been inspired to sing
in the Gaelic tongue, the Highland followers of the unlettered muse have
been neither few nor insignificant. Nor is the reason far to seek. Fora
long time the Gaelic has been the language of the peasant, to a great ex-
tent exclusively. True, the Highland gentry knew and used it, but
generally speaking, the circumstances of their up-bringing have not heen
condueive to the cultivation of Gaelic song. Their tastes have been
cultivated through the medium of the English, which has long been, par
excellence, the language of polite literature amongst us, and an acquaint-
ance with which is a sine qua non to any well educated native of the
British Isles. Thus has it been that through the exclusive prevalence of
English culture among those to whom a liberal education was possible,
the composition of Gaelic poetry has been pretty much confined, for the
last two hundred years, to the lower and uneducated ranks of life,



264 THE CELTIC MAGAZINE.

John MacCodrum shared with the majority of his poetical compeers,
the double disadvantage of being poor and illiterate. The name of his
birthplace, as of the place of his up-bringing, he has immortalized in one
of the stanzas of “ Smeorach Chloinn Domhnuill ” :—

*An Cladh Chothain rugadh mise
°’N Aird-a-Runnair chaidh mo thogail,

Fradhare a chuain vaimhrich chaislioh,
Nan stuadh guanach, oluanach, cluicheach.

The career of John MacCodrum was outwardly uneventful, and is
known to us only through his poems and those witty impromptus and
remarks which either have already been recorded, or survive only in the
oral tradition of his countrymen. We do not know if he lisped in num-
bers so early as Rob Donn, the stories of whose infantile thymes are more
easily narrated than believed, but his first effort at poetical composition
was at a very early age. The Editor of the ¢ Beauties of Gaelic Poetry ”
attributes the cause of the satire to the fact that the bard had not been
asked to a wedding to which he expected an invitation. The fact of the
matter was that John was asked, but being at the time only a half-grown
lad, he was left to be entertained along with the more juvenile members
of the party. Conscious of merit beyond his years, and no doubt pos-
sessed of the usual amount of poetic sensitivity, John felt keenly what he
rightly or wrongly supposed to be an indignity, and indulged with much
success in a satire, in which the wedding, and the principal parties con-
cerned, were held up to public derision.

As might be expected, although the author was unknown, the song
gave much offence—so much so, that Fearchar, the poet's father, having
found out that his son was the composer, advised him seriously not to
injure the fair fame of the family by indulging any more in such exhibi-
tions of levity, and it is no slight mark of his filial reverence that, during
his father's life-time, he composed no more songs, an amount of self-
denial which certainly was extraordinary, considering the activity of the
imagination which was thus kept under control. After his father’s death,
MacCodrum again mounted his Pegasus, and that to such purpose that,
his fame reaching the ears of Sir James Macdonald, who was then pro-
prietor of North Uist, he was by him constituted his family bard, with a
yearly pension. This gratuity took the form of five bolls of meal, and
when the bard received intimation of it from the lips of Sir James him-
self, he is said to have used his poet's license with good effect. * Gu
'neartaicheadh Dia sibhse Thighearn,” says John, “’s maith an t-aran
ach b' fheaird ¢’ n t-annlan,” whereupon the original order was supple-
mented by one for five stones of cheese.

* Of the above verse, as well as of the rest of the *‘ Smeorach,” Professor Blackie has
given a spirited tramslation, in which the tone of the original is well expressed, although
the learned translator maide no attempt at being literal. In following Mackenzie's texs,
which, in the verse quoted abovs, is erroneous, he has made Mackenzie's mistake in one
of the names :-—

¢ At fuir Cladbh Chothain I greeted the light,
And Uunair bred me in ways that are right ;
In view of the waves of the tremched tide,
‘Where they toss their orests in playful pride.”

—Lang. and Lit. of the Scottish Highlands, p. 136,
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During his life-time three of the Macdonalds of Sleat were proprietors
of North Uist—Sir Alex., who died in 1746 ; the amiable and accom-
plished Sir James, who died at Rome in 1766, at the early age of twenty-
five, and Sir Alex., his brother, who succeeded him, and is mentioned in
Boswell's account of Johnson's Tour to the Hebrides, as having entertuined
the great lexicographer at Armadale in 1773. All these were men of
intelligence and culture. Their admiration for the peasant genius incited
them to acts of kindness ; his gratitude for those favours was profound, his
admiration of their noble qualities sincere, and in some of his best pro-
ductions he celebrates their praises and laments their loss. As a pensioner
on their bounty he spent the days and years of a long life, with the ex-
ception of a few trips to neighbouring islands, in his native Uist, and
died there towards the end of last century.

A Greek poet has remarked that there is no other remedy for love,
either in the way of salve or plaster, except the muses. The history of
all literature shews, that the poet, of all sublunary mortals, is the being
most susceptible to the influences of love. Love songs constitute no small
element of every national literature, as it has in war inspired some of the
most memorable actions on record, so “ In peace love tunes the shepherd’s
reed.” The poet, a being so keenly alive to all external influences, in
whom the beautiful aspects of nature stir such profound and genuine
sympathy, whose enthusiasm is roused by heroism and valour, whose
admiration and reverence are kindled by the contemplation of human
goodness—the poet can scarcely fail to be touched by loveliness and grace
when manifested in female form ; to none so truly as to him can it be
said that

A thing of beauty is a joy for ever,

Nor have the hearts of our most distinguished Highland bards been
callous to the claims of beauty. Not to speak of the princely bard of
Cona, who, in a far past age, painted ideals of beauty that the world shall
not willingly let die, those foremost in the ranks of modern Gaelic poetry
have sung of their loves, and handed down the names of their mistresses
to posthumous fame. Duncan Ban Macintyre sang the praises of his
¢ Mairi bhan Og,” in strains of immortal tenderness ; Alex. Macdonald,
in “ Moladh Moraig,” indulges in a boundless exuberance of expression,
in giving utterance to what seemed to be his feelings of admiration and
affection, while William Ross expended all the ardour of his nature, in
singing of a passion which ended only with his life.

The subject of these papers is an almost solitary exception. All the
other strings of the Gaelic lyre have at his touch responded in strains that
shall not soon be forgotten. Clio, Melpomene, and Thalia, each in turn,
have not in vain been invoked. He has sung the praises of living good-
ness and departed worth, and celebrated in warlike measures the heroes of
his native land ; he has reflected on the uncertainty of life, the evanes-
cence of youth, and the sorrows of old age; she “ in heav'n yclept
Euphrosyne,” has been responsive to his beck, and “laughter holding
both its sides” has not been slow to follow. But if ever he felt the
tender passion he has left nothing to show it, for although thrice married,
he never composed a love song. The Greck poet Anacreon complains in
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one of his odes of his own too amorous propensities, for of whatever sub-
Ject he would wish to sing, whether of the doughty deeds of the Atreides,
or of the exploits of Cadmus, his lyre would ever answer in the strains of
love. Anacreon and John MacCodrum seem to have been at the poles of
inspiration in regard to the fair sex, for the latter, even when oonponlg
songs to women, does not reveal a trace of the language of passion, but is
inclined to hold up the sex as objects of satira. The only woman who
seems to have called forth his eulogy was the celebrated Flora Macdonald
to whom he composed the two last verses in his song to her husband,
Captain Allan Macdonald of Kingsburgh, in Skye. Of her he said what
subsequent history has verified :—

Le barrachd uais!’ *us righealachd
Ghluais i anos na gniombara
Thug seanachse buan do linneacka
Air chuimhn’ an deighb & bais.

(Right nebly and royally

Did she engage in deeds,

Gave lasting talk to genontion,
To be remombercd after her death,)

The probability is that John passed through life unscathed by the arrows
of the winged god, esteeming the daughters of Eve not even one of
Nature's agrecable blunders, and in no sense the peculiar gift of heaven.
Therefore, in a classification of his poetry, we find love-songs are a blank.
The rest of his compositions may be arranged as follows :—Satirical,
Ethical, Patriotic, and blegaic.

I. Satirical.—1t is a characteristic of Gaelic poetry, from the dnyn of
Ossian until now, that, as a general rule, it does not look at the ludicrous
aspect of things. Its humourists are indeed few and far between, as
scarce as roses in December. The Gaelic bards have been a serious race,
whose sombre gravity is not very often relieved by the sunshine of a
laugh. They can make us weep and shudder, admire and muse ; they can
-inspire us with awe by their descriptions of those aspects of earth, and
sea, and sky, which are to be seen in their native land ; but they are not
fond of tickling our fancies with merry thoughts. The genius of the
people, as a whole, has received a melancholy tinge, probably from the
stern character of their country’s scenery. Their music seems to a stran,
to be characterised by sadness. The note of the piobmhor is wild and
wailing, and the minor key is a prevailing one in the airs of Gaelic songs.
Thus it is that the comic element is not strongly represented in our
poetry. There is only one Gaelic bard who is purely and salely comic—
Archibald Macdonald, popularly known as Gille na Ciotaig—and even
those satires by well-kncwn Gaelic poets, in which the element of humour
might be expected to predominate, are not of a kind to make us laugh.
Duncan Macintyre and Alexander Macdonald, peerless in their own
peculiar domain, do not achieve anything particularly great in this vein
of poetical composition. They are scurrilous and abusive, powerful in
vituperation, hearty and earnest in their expression of dislike, but seldom
funny. Nor would we express anything like unmingled admiration for
Rob Donn’s satires, the bumour of which, although genuine and amusing,
is in its character so often questlonable that an expurgated edition of



THE CELTIC MAGAZINE. 257

, fit for a drawing-room table, would be like the play of Hamlet,
ing Hamlet’s part.
aying all partiality and prejudice aside, I have no hesitation in
ding the first place among Gaclic satirists to John MacCodrum, and
he reason that, in wit and humour, rather than in an emphatic ex-
fon of malevolence, consists the excellence of his satires. When
cal, he is generally funny, often side-splitting. Of course, it would
o much to say that he invariably avoided Rob Donn's coarseness, on
ne hand, or Macintyre’s and Macdonald’s mere heaping up of abuse
1@ other, but his satires in general were composed more with the view
pressing what to him appeared ludicrous, than of venting his own
n, or manifesting his powers of metrical scolding.
n considering this class of his compositions, we may first mention a
ninor ones of a fugitive nature, which are illustrative of one of his
¢ moods. We have alluded to the fact that our bard was three
1y married, and it was during his third anti-nuptial probation that a
‘humoured skit, called * Oran nam bantraichean ” was composed.
is effusion he more than hirts his suspicions that he himself, an
)le widower, is the ohject of too many attentions from the widows of
uaintance. His experience of that class of females seems to have
led rather than attracted him. He does not secem to have needed
sovereign cure for gout which Tony Weller * took reg'lar,” and re-
1ended to those similarly affected with himself, namely, a widow
a strong voice and a disposition to use it. MacCodrum disposes of
aatter in his usual light and airy fashion :—

Tha na bantraichean ’g am sharach’
8 flnn sgam mu dheigginn pairt diubk
Och och mo chall *us mo naire
Falbhaidh mi ’s fagaidh mi ’n tir,

Theireadh iad gur mi 'n coireach
Mi ’n coireach, roi 'n coireach,
Theireadh iad gur mi 'n coireach
Ged tha theirinnsa nach mi.

Ma theid mi Shannda na Shollas

Gu ’m bi dream dhiubk anns gach dorus

Leis mar a chuir iad ’n am bhoil mi

Theid mi sgor am faigh mi sith,
Theireadh iad, &e.

y add a literal rendering of the above, although in the process of
lation the aroma of the original must necessarily be lost :—

I am tired of the widows,

Being oareless about some of them ;
Alas! alas ! my loss and shame,
I’ll have to go and leave the land.

Although they say I am te blame,
That being in fault I am to blame,
Although they say I am te blame,
Yet I deny that I am.

If I go to Sannda or Sollas,

There's sure to be one of them in each door ;’
Since they've almost set me orazy,

I'll go to sowe nook te be at rest.

Although, &e. A. MD.
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A LEGEND OF INVERSHIN.
— G

Lona ages ago there stood in the vicinity of Invershin a strong massive
Castle, built and inhabited by a foreign knight—a stern, haughty man—
of whose antecedents nothing could be learned with certainty, although
there were plenty of rumours concerning him ; the most generally received
one being that he had fled from his own country on account of treason, or
some other crime. Be that as it may, he had plenty of wealth, built a
splendid castle, and kept a great number of retainers. He was extremely
fond of fishing, and spent the greater part of his time in the pursuit of the
gentle craft. He invented a peculiar kind of cruive, so ingeniously con-
structed that the salmon on entering it set in motion some springs to
which bells were attached : thus they literally tolled their own funeral
knell. He was accompanied in his exile by his daughter Bona, and his
niece Oykel, both alike beautiful in face and figure, but very dissimilar in
disposition. Bona, was a fair, gentle being, who seemed formed to love
and be loved. Oykel was a dark beauty, handsome, proud, and vindictive.

Among their numerous household there was one who, without being a
relative, seemed on terms of intimacy and equality. He was called Prince
8hin of Norway, and was suppored to have retired to this northern part
of the kingdom for the same reason as his host. He was young, hand-
some, and brave, and, as a matter of course, the two young ladies fall
violently in love with him. For a while he wavered between the two,
but at last he fixed his affections upon the gentle Bona, and sought her
hand in marriage. The old knight gave his consent, and the future looked
bright and full of happiness for the young lovers.

The proud Oykel was deeply mortified at the Prince for choosing her
cousin in preference to herself, and the daily sight of their mutual attach-
ment drove her into a perfect frenzy of jealousy and wounded pride, until
at length nothing would satisfy her but the death of her rival. She ac-
cordingly bribed one of her uncle’s unscrupulous retainers to murder her
cousin Bona, vainly hoping that in time the Prince would transfer his love
to herself. The ruffian carried out his cruel order, and concealed the body
in a disused dungeon of the castle.

Great was the consternation and dismay caused by the sudden and
mysterious disappearance of the lovely Bona ; hill and dale, mountain
and strath, corrie and burn, were searched in vain ; river and loch were
dragged to no purpose. Prince Shin was inconsolable ; he exerted him-
self to the utmost in the fruitless search, then, wearied in mind and body,
he wandered listless and sad through the flowery fields of Inveran until
he reached the birchen groves of Achany, the quiet solitude of which
suited better his desolate state. Here, with no prying eyes to see his
misery, nor babbling tongues to repeat his sighs and exclamations, he gave
himself up for a while to the luxury of grief. Then arose in the breast
of the father the agonizing suspicion of foul play ; but upon whom could
his suspicions fall? Who could have the slightest reason or incentive to
injure the kind and gentle Bona? He pondered and mused in gloomy
solitude until the terrible idea grew in his mind that it must have been
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her lover and affianced husband who had thus so cruelly betrayed her
trustful love. * Yes,” he muttered, ‘it must be Prince Shin who has
committed this diabolical crime ; he has tired of ber, and took this way
to release himself from his solemn contract with her and me, but the
villain shall not escape ; his punishment shall be as sudden and as great
as his crime.”

Having thus settled his conviction of the Prince's guilt, he cansed him
to be seized during the night, and thrown into the same dungeon in
which, unknown to him, lay the body of his beloved daughter.

The accusation and his seizure was so sudden and unexpected, that for a
time Shin lay in his dungeon totally overwhelmed with grief and indignation
—grief at the loss of his bride, and indignation at the suspicion and treatment
of himself. He was at length aroused and startled by hearing a faint moan
somewhere near him, as if from some one in great pain. He strained his
eyes to pierce the gloomy darkness that surrounded him ; at last, guided
by the sound being repeated, he discovered at the other end of the dun-
geon & recumbent figure, so still and motionless, that it might have been
lifeless, but for the occasional faint, unconscious moan. * Alas!” ex-
claimed he, ¢ this is another victim of treachery and cruelty, who is even
worse off than I, but who can it be? I have missed no one from the
castle, except my adored and lamented Bona.” While thus speaking, he
knelt down to examine the figure more closely, and as he began to get
used to the gloom, he could see a little better, when to his inexpressible
horror, dismay, and astonishment, he discovered it to be no other than
his lost bride, whose young life was fast ebbing away through a frightful
stab in her snow-white bosom.

Nearly frantic with grief, he strove with trembling hand to staunch
the blood and bind up the wound, at the same time calling her by every
endearing name that love could suggest. Again and again he kissed her
cold lips, and pressed her tenderly to his heart, trying in vain to infuse
life and warmth to the inanimate form of her he loved so well. He was
interrupted in his melancholy task by the heavy door of the dungeon
creaking on its rusty hinges, as it slowly opened to admit a man-at-arms,
whom Shin recognised as one of the foreign retainers of the old knight,

“Ah ! Randolph, is it thou they have sent to murder me? Well, do
thy work quickly, death has lost its terrors for me, now that it has seized on
my Bona ; but yet I would that another hand than thine should strike
the fatal blow, for I remember, tho' perhaps thou forgettest, the day when
stricken down in the battle-field thou wert a dead man, had not I inter
posed my shield, and saved thy life at the risk of my own.” So saying,
he looked the man calmly but sadly in the face.

Randolph had, on first entering, seemed thunderstruck at seeing the
Prince, and looked, during the delivery of his speech, more like a wictim
than an executioner ; he changed colour, trembled, and finally, throwing
himself at the feet of the Prince, faltered out with broken voice, *Oh !
my lord ; indeed, indeed, you do me wrong. I knew not that you were
here ; never would I raise an arm to injure you, my benefactor, my pre-
server! No, I came to—to .” Then glancing from the Prince to
the lady Bona, he hid his face in his hands and groaned out, “ I knew not
you loved her, or I would rather have died than—,”
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A sudden light broke in on the mind of Shin, he sprang like a tiger
at the trembling man, and seizing him by the throat, thundered out,
¢ Accursed villain, is it thou who hast done this foul deed ? thy life shall
be the forfeit.” Then changing his mind, he loosened Lis deadly grasp,
and flinging the man from him as though he were a dog, muttered between
his close-set teeth, ““ I will not soil my hands with the blood of such a
dastard, he is only the base tool of another.” Then raising his voice, he
continued, “Tell me, thou double-dyed traitor, who set thee on to do this
most horrible deed 7 and for what reason? See that thou tellest me the
truth, villain, or by the bones of my father, I will dash thy brains out on
the stones beneath our feet.”

The trembling Randolph then explained how he, being absent from
the castle on a foraging expedition, knew nothing of the betrothal of Prince
Shin and the lady Bona, that on his return he was sent for by Oykel, who,
in a private interview, told him she was engaged to the Prince, and that
Bona, through jealousy, was trying all she could to set the old kmight
against Shin, and had even luid a plot to poison both her and the Prince,
and that he (Rundolph), believing this specious story, and being greatly
attached to the Prince, was easily prevailed upon by Oykel to murder her
cousin ; that he had tempcrarily hidden her body in the dungeon, and was
now come to remove it, and was astonished and horrified to find she was
still alive. He then went on to say, that he thought he saw a way to
undo some of the mischicf he had Leen the means of doing, and that was
to assist Shin to escape, aud to carry the lady Bona to a place of safety,
until it was seen whether she would recover, and what turn affairs might
take at the castle. The Prince gladly availed himself of his assistance.
They made their escape, and remained in concealment for some time
until Bona had somewhat recovered her strength.

In the weantime Oykel, driven to distraction at the disappearance of
Shin, sceing the utter fruitlessness of her crime, stung by remorse, and
rendered reckless by the pangs of unrequited love, threw herself into the
river, which has ever since been called by her name, and which, it is
said, is still haunted by her restless, weary spirit. Dona is commemorated
in Bonar.

Prince Shin and Bona now came from their concealment, and being
fully reconciled to the old knight, were married with great pomp, and
shortly afterwards sailed away to Norway, where they lived long and died

happy.
Py M, A. ROSE.

A New ScortisH MagaZINE iN LoNDON.—The London Scottish Journal
has been discontinued as a weekly paper, but it will appear in future asa
monthly. To us it scems perfectly unaccountable how a weekly Scottish
organ cannot be successfully carried on in London, where there are such
a uumber of Scotchmen—more even, it is said, than in Edinburgh. We
trust our Anglo-Scottish friends will extend such a hearty support to the
new Monthly as will enable its condnctor—Thomas Wilson Reid—to
make it a complete success.
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A FAMOUS HIGHLAND MINISTER OF THE “FORTY-FIVE.”
0

THE Rev. James Robertson (more widely known as the ¢ Ministear
Laidir” of Lochbroom) was a native of Athole, iu Perthshire, and was born
about the year 1701. His father was a farner in that district ; his mother,
who for many years survived her husband, was a daughter of a laird of the
name of Steuart, commonly designated in that district by the title of Baron.
Being & woman of more than ordinary size, she was well known among
the inhabitants by the appellation of “ Seonaid mhor, nighean 4 Bharoin”
(Big Janet, the Baron’s Daughter).

Of Mr Robertson's earliest years, few particulars are known, except
that his father died when he was young, and that the care and man-
agement of the family devolved on the mother, and an elder brother.
The latter, unfortunately, did not pay the requisite attention to the
family concerns, which ultimately fell wholly on the mother, diligently
assisted by her second son, James, the subject of this Memoir.
Having with great alacrity gone through the usual course of education at
the country schools, he entered on his classical studies at the then cele-
brated University of St Andrews, with the intention of qualifying Limself
for the Church ; pursuinz his olject with unceasiag assiduity until he.
was in due time licensed a preacher of the Gospel  He was soon after-
wards appointed assistant to the Rev. Donald Ross, minister of the
populous and extensive Parish of Lochbroom, in the West Highlands of
Ross-shire. In this situation he exercised his clerical functions with so
much zeal and fervency, as to attract the notice of all around him. On
the translation of Mr Donald Ross to the Parish of Fearn, in the eastern
part of Ross-shire, Mr Robertson became a candidate for the vacant Parish
of Lochbroom ; he was, however, powerfully opposed by another candi-
date, the Rev. William Mackenzie, a native of the parish, and closely
related to the principal heritors. The right of presentation to the living
belonged to the Earl of Cromarty, whose interest the Duke of Athole had
procured for Mr Robertson ; but the presentation was either not obtained,
or not lodged with the Moderator of the Presbytery in due form, until
the expiration of the period limited by law after the vacancy took place;
80 that the right of settlement became vested in the Presbytery of Loch-
carron, which, after a long and keen contest, was decided in favour of Mr
Robertson.

Having now attained to the summit of his pursuits, he diligently and
effectually laboured to instil the principles of religion and morality into
the minds and habits of his numerous parishioners, many of whom were
still in a state of darkness and ignorance regarding their spiritual concerns ;
and being a man of a strong and intrepid mind, endued with a great share
of personal strength, he frequently found it necessary to exercise the-
latter faculty in conjunction with the former, for reclaiming obdurate
transgressors from their evil propensities.

An event may be mentioned, that ought perhaps to form the most
conspicuous in his life, and which shall be related in as few words as
possible, Having gone on a visit to Mr Ross of Fearn, his immediate
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predecessor, as already mentioned, he one Sunday attended divine service
in the Kirk of Fearn, an old crazy Gothic building, whose roof unfortun-
ately gave way, and fell on the congregation, at the same time shattering
the walls. In this distressing dilemma, Mr Robertson fortunately remained
unhurt, and with the utmost presence of mind, made his way to the
principal entry, cleared it of much rubbish, and applied his shoulder to a
part of the lintel which threatened to come down, until a considerable
number of the audience got out ; he then extricated his reverend friend,
at that time much advanced in years, who was in imminent danger of
suffocation, from the canopy of the pulpit, and other rubbish that had
fallen on him. Many lives were lost, and not a few maimed for life.
Still the catastrophe would have been of far more direful extent, but for
Mr Robertson’s prowess and activity. And hence the appellation of the
Ministear Laidir, or Strong Minister, was bestowed on him, by which he
afterwards became more generally known, than by his Christian name and
surname. He received some severe contusions in the course of his
laborious exertions, from which he recovered after a confinement of some
weeks to his bed.

A very few years after Mr Robertson's settlement at Lochbroom, the
unhappy troubles of 1745 broke out ; and it was with the deepest con-
cern he perceived that the principal heritors of his parish were inclined to
embrace the cause of the exiled family, but in particular his noble patron,
the Earl of Cromarty, proprietor of a large district of the parish. By this
unhappy bias, a great proportion of his parishioners became actors in the
unfortunate struggle that ensued. His own loyalty remained firm and
unshaken ; and although his earnest persuasion and remonstrances were
generally disregarded, yet they were the happy instruments of deterring
many from openly throwing off their allegiance to their Sovereign, by
which they fortunately escaped the ruin that soon overtook many who
were less cautious.

His loyalty and zeal being well known to the commanders of His
Majesty's forces in the north, as well as to some of the civil authorities
who remained stedfast, a great degree of confidence was reposed in him,
which will appear to have been attended with beneficial consequences in
the sequel.

‘When the Highland army returned northward after the Battle of
Falkirk, the Earl of Loudon, with the corps he commanded, and accom-
panied by President Forbes of the Court of Session, was compelled to
abandon the town and county of Inverness, retiring to the county of
Sutherland ; and finding that even there he was liable to be attacked by
superior numbers after the main body of the Highlanders had taken pos-
session of Inverness, he determined on pursuing a secret route through the
vast mountains with which that wild country abounds, and if possible
effect a junction with the newly raised forces by, and under the command
of Sir Alexander Macdonald of Sleat, Macleod of Macleod, and Mackenzie,
Lord Fortrose ; all stationed about the Sound that runs between the Isle
of Skye and the countries of Lochalsh and Glenelg. Though the above-
mentioned chieftains seemingly espoused the royal cause, there was great
reason to fear, that had any serious diraster happened to His Majesty's
forces at that momentous period, their loyalty would be effectually con-
vulsed, and ultimately preponderate in favour of the adverse party.
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Loudon appears to have had two material objects in view by the re-
solution he adopted ; the first was to escape from a part of the country
where he was in the utmost danger of being momentarily attacked and
captured by a superior force ; the second object was to form a junction
with the forces above-mentioned, and thereby awe the wavering disposi-
tions of the Chiefs, whose conduct and zeal admitted of much doubt, and
at the same time acquire the accession of so much strength as would
render any attack on him improbable and unavailing. Still he was aware
of the danger of his long and intended route, a part of which lay through
a considerable district of the Parish of Lochbroom, where several parties
of the Highlanders were marauding, and whose inhabitants in general
were at heart inimical to the ruling Government. In this dilemma he
despatched a secret messenger to Mr Robertson, bearing despatches for
the commanders of the newly-raised forces above stated, intimating his in-
tention of joining them, the route he was to take, and directing that
requisite provision and accommodation should be provided for his recep-
tion. The messenger was fortunate enough to arrive at the manse of
Lochbroom, and to deliver his despatches in safety to Mr Robertson, who
instantly ferwarded them by a trusty person, well acquainted with the
most unfrequented passes of the mountains he had to traverse, who con-
veyed them in safety to the intended destination.

But such was the vigilance ot the disaffected, that the arrival of a
stranger from Sutherland, and that he had a communication with the
clergyman, was almost immediately announced to the commanding officer
of a party of Highlanders, stationed about a mile from the manse ;
the consequences were that the messenger, together with Mr Robertson,
were without delay or ceremony arrested, and brought before the officer
for examination. The man who had brought the despatches was apparently
a simple, plain-looking countryman, and Mr Robertson dreaded that he
could not dissemble well enough to deceive his examiners ; he was, however,
most agreeably disappointed in the opinion he had formed of him, for the
man framed and related so plausible and connected an account of the
motives of his journey, that in a short time he was set at liberty ; and no
proof appearing against Mr Robertson, though much suspicion was enter-
tained, he was, after the detention of one night, also liberated. .

During that night, the party liberally indulged in revelry, drinking
plentifully of their favourite liquor, agua vite, and practising every effort
to inveigle the minister into a quarrel ; but being aware of their design,
he carefully avoided an open rupture. Amongst other stratagems resorted
to for effecting their purpose, they proposed that he should drink a bumper
to the health of ¢ Prince Charles Stuart,” with which they well knew he
would not comply ; they then proposed that he should drink “King
George’s health ” ; this he in like manner declined doing, setting forth,
that although it was his duty to pray for King George, yet he was under
no obligation to drink his health, but as he found it convenient so to do.
Being further and more earnestly urged on this subject, he loudly appealed
to the commanding officer—who was stretched on a pallet of straw behind
a bench of wood, in a state of stupor, from the effect of the potent draughtas
he had swallowed—complaining that he was strenuously urged to drink
¢ King George's health.” The officer, who had paid little or no attention-
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to what had previously been going on, vociferated a vehement oath, for-
bidding such treasonable practices ; and Mr Robertson was not further
molested for the night. The drift was, that had he consented to drink
the royal health, a proper handle would be afforded for continuing his
arrest, or of using him ill ; all which, by his cautious conduct, he frust-
rated ; and this, at first, serious lovking matter, happily terminated.

Had the Highlanders intercepted Loudon’s despatches, which so
narrowly escaped their vigilance, a few hours only would be requisite for
their transmission to Inverness ; and the consequence would naturally be
that a sufficient force for the destruction or capture of his corps would
have been instantly detached from the Highland army. A disaster so
serious, and at such a critical period, could not but prove of very alarming
results to the royal cause ; for it cannot be supposed that Loudon was in a
condition to make any eftectual resistance ; his men, dispirited by retreat,
harassed by their fatiguing march, without artillery, which it was impos-
sible to drag across pathless, rugged hills, and pinched of provisions, must
have fallen an easy prey to their enemies, who were well acquainted with
the nature of the greund, and where to make the attack with every pro-
bability of success.

In a few days after, the Earl of Loudon, with his detachment arrived,
on his route, at Lochbroom. Mr Robertson was then at some distance
from his residence, in the discharge of his clerical duties. He was
instantly sent for, returned with the utmost haste, and accommodated
Lord Loudon, the Lord President, and their suite for the night, with the
best lodgings and fare he could provide. The march was resumed early
next morning, and fortunately accomplished without any material inter-
ruption.

pThe decisive battle of Culloden was fought soon after, and Mr Robert-
son thought it his duty to wait on His Royal Highness of Cumberland at
Inverness. The victorious commander received him graciously, thanked
him for his zeal and services, and made him a present of twelve stands of
arms, to be put into such hands as he might think proper to entrust them
with ; and during His Royal Highness’s stay in the north, a regular and
active correspondence was kept up between them. The writer of this
remembers, when very young, to have read the letters received by Mr
Robertson, which were uniformly written and signed by * Everard
Faulkenor.” These letters were carefully preserved by Mr Robertson
while he lived, though unfortunately lost after his death ; the management
of his affairs having devolved on trustees, his own children being all
underage. His papers were carried to a considerable distance, where most of
the trustees resided, and not attaching the due value to these documents,
they were either lost, or destroyed as waste paper, to the great grief of
Mr Robertson’s sons, when they arrived at the age of ﬁfpreciating their
value. It may, however, be inferred, that His Royal Highness held Mr
Robertson and his services in no small estimation, from the great favour
he conferred on him—entrusting him with the use of twelve complete stands
of arms, at a time when all the Highlands were disarmed bylaw, and when
it meant instant death fora Highlander to be seen with arms in his hands.

‘When the trial of the unhappy captives taken in 1746 was about
commencing in London, it occurred to Mr Robertson. that he ought to
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interpose all his influence in behalf of his unfortunate parishioners. Heac-
cordingly travelled to London, a journey of seven hundred miles, then an
arduous task to perform, at his own expense. The first person in whose
behalf he appeared was Hoector Mackenzie, for whom he had a great re-
gard, and who had followed his infatuated superior, the Earl of Cromarty,
in the luckless canse. Notwithstanding every exertion and interest Mr
Robertson could make, poor Mackenzie was capitally convicted. The only
prospect of hope then was to sue for a reprieve. Mr Robertson,
not much acquainted with courtly and refined manners, applied in his own
blunt and honest way to His Grace of Newcastle, entreating his merciful
intercession with the Sovereign in behalf of the condemned Highlander.
The Duke promised to intercede, and even signitied a strong hope that
the man’s life would be spared. Full of joy oun this assurance being
given, Mr Robertson imparted his success to some of his friends, who ob-
gerved that he ought not to be so much elated, for that the Duke
did not at all times act up to his promises and professions, adding, that
many found themselves deceived in the end by similar assurances given
by his Grace. The reverend intercessor, who had no conception of dis-
simulation and want of candour in so high a quarter, was instantly alarmed
by the hint thrown out to him, and in a short time, and without much
ceremony, found his way again to the presence of the Duke, where he
earnestly renewed his importunity in behalf of the unfortunate man.
The Duke, either stimulated by a sincere inclination to save the man’s
life, or to get rid of Mr Robertson’s incessant importunity, held out his
hand to him, as an infallible token of his assurance of mercy. Mr Robertson
grasped the hand in his awful fist, and in his ecstacy of joy, gave it
such a powerful squeeze, that his Grace, in evident pain, cried out with
great volubility,  Yes, yes, Mr Robertson ; for God'’s sake let go my hand
—you shall have him, you shall have him, you shall have him.” His
Grace’s hand being released on this emphatic assurance being given, he
shook it quickly, to restore the compressed blood to its suspended course,
and Mr Robertson took his leave, with expressions of thankful acknow-
ledgments for the unequivocal promise he obtained, and which was faith-
fully adhered to by his Grace.

During the subsequent trials, Mr Robertson was often chosen as
interpreter, for translating into English, for the information of the Court,
the evidence given in the Gaelic language. In this capacity he softened
the translation in favour ot the unhappy culprits, so far as bis probity and
conscience could admit of. His humane leaning to the cause of the un-
fortunate did. not escape the perception of many ladies of high rank, who
secretly entertained good wishes towards the deluded prisoners, and who
probably bore no ill will to the cause they had embraced. He had in
consequence a multiplicity of invitations to visit them at their residences,
but so justly strict and cautious was he, that he never accepted one of
them. Had he been sordid, and indifferent to character, he might have
returned home loaded with numerous presents of great value, which he
knew were intended for him.

Mr Robertson happily succeeded in rescuing many a victim from a
violent and degrading death, among whom was Colin Mackenzie, aged about
20 ; he was a brother to one of Mr Robertson’s principal heritors, and when
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taken had the rank of captain in the Earl of Cromarty’s battalion. This
young man was an object of considerable attention with Mr Robertson,
and through his indefatigable exertions he was saved from a prema-
ture and ignominious death, and restored to his family and friends. The
quondam captain, some time after his return home, became Mr Robertson’s
rival in the affections of a lady to whom he had previously made
proposals of marriage ; but Mackenzie ultimately succeeded in obtaining
her hand, thus repaying the humane offices of his reverend benefactor with
deep ingratitude.

Mr Robertson, when in London, was one day, while crossing the
Thames in a boat, assailed by a loud voice, in Gaelic, from a
ship or hulk, lying in the river, with the following exclamation—
“ Mhaighistir Seumas, am bheil thu g am fhagails' an so 2" (Oh, Master
James, do you intend to leave me here?) Mr Robertson instantly re-
cognising the person who thus addressed him in so affecting a manner,
replied in the same language—* Ah, Dhomhnuill, am bheil cuimhne
agad air la na biodaig ?” (Ah, Donald, do not you remember the day
of the dirk )—which was again answered from the hulk—¢ Oh, Mhaigh-
istir Seumas, & olc an t'ait cuimhnachan so” (Oh, Mr James, this is
a bad place to bring that affair into remembrance). Thus ended the con-
versation. The prisoner was a Donald Mackenzie, a strong forward man,
and one of Mr Robertson’s parishioners, who, a few years preceding, had
some favour—baptism to his child, for which, after a short examination,
he was found to be quite unqualified—to obtain from Mr Robertson, which
was inflexibly denied him. Being resolved to extort by force what he cauld
not get by solicitation, Mackenzie secured the co-operation of one of his
friends, another able-bodied man, as his assistant,and the two associates came
on a certain day to Mr Robertson, whom they found walking at a little
distance from his house, when they urged their suit with great earnestness ;
but seeing little or no prospect of obtaining their object, they laid hold of
him in a violent manner, one on his right, and the other on his left, ex-
claiming that they would never quit their hold of him until he complied with
their request. A keen scuffle ensued, and the reverend gentleman prov-
ing too powerful for both his assailants, Mackenzie drew his dirk,
a weapon with which almost every Highlander was then armed, and
inflicted a severe wound on Mr Robertson’s right arm.  After committing
this outrage, they left him without obtaining any satisfactory result,
and Donald was sent home to further study his catechism. He
was one of the Earl of Cromarty’s infatuated followers in the late contest
for sovereign power, taken prisoner with his Lordship, and was confined
in the hulk from whence he addressed his reverend pastor.

Mr Robertson lost no time in making the most powerful interest he
could devise for the release of the desponding captive, and had the inex-
pressible satisfaction of succeeding, and of bringing him home to his
native country, where he lived many years, uniformly exhibiting marks
of sincere gratitude and attachment to his reverend benefactor. Mr
Robertson having succeeded beyond his most sanguine expectations in
rescuing many of his deluded countrymen from their miserable situation,
returned to his parish, where he was received with unfeigned demonstra-
tions of joy by all ranks ; and, according to his wonted custom, applied
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himself diligently and zealously to the discharge of his parochial duties.

About the year 1753, being then what is termed an old bachelor, he
married Ann, second daughter of Murdoch Mackenzie of Letterew, a
respectable heritor of the adjoining purish of Gairloch.* By this union he
became the father of six sons and two daughters, who, together with his
wife, survived him. His children were all under age at his death.

His stipend, as minister of the wide and extensive Parish
of Lochbroom, was about 800 merks Scots annually—n sterling
money, £44 8s 10§d—which, with the small parish glebe, was all the
income he had for his support, until a few years prior to his death,
when he obtained, after a long litigation with his heritors, an augmentation
of 400 merks Scots, making the entire liviug worth -£66 13s 4d.
‘With this pitiful income Mr Robertson could not be supposed to have
left his family far removed from a state of indigence ; but being a prudent

* good managing man all his life, he not only died without debt, but left a
small patrimony in money to each of his children, and an -annuity of £5
per annum to his widow, which, with £15 a year to which she was
entitled from the Ministers’ Widow Fund, constituted all she had to de-
pend on for life. His sons, when arrived at the age of estimating the
value of the correspondence so unfortunately lost, as already mentioned,
greatly regretted the misfortune ; as, possessed of it, they might claim,
and probably attract the notice of some of the servants of the Crown, to
help them forward in life ; but wanting these important documents, they
were deterred from suing for any favour whatsoever.

The following incident is related by a very respectable minister in
the North of Scotland :—* Some years ago, I was called to visit an
old man of my parish, then on his death-bed, who in course of conversa-
tion became desirous of communicating several incidents of his past
life, and amongst others, mentioned that Mr RRobertson’s avowed loyalty to,
and zeal for the House of Hanover in 1745, was so notorious, and so
particularly obnoxious to the declarant, that he determined to destroy
him, for which purpose he often watched a proper opportunity, and
actually went one evening with his gun loaded to the window of Mr
Robertson's room, cocked, and even levelled his piece, when, by the divine
interposition of Providence, a sudden check of conscience smote him, and
he found himself unable to pull the fatal trigger. He retired, and never
afterwards thought of executing his wicked purpose, though he could
never be reconciled to Mr Robertson at heart, for what he termed his
unnatural prineiples.”

At another time, during those unhappy troubles, when Mr Robertson
was professionally employed in a distant part of his extensive parish,
some zealous Jacobites applied a ladder to the window of his study, broke
into the apartment, and examined all his papers, in search of a correspond-
ence he was supposed to be carrying on with the friends. of Government.

* A pertion of the Glebe of the Parish of Lochbroom is known by the name of
¢ Jetters.” There used to be crefters living upon it, and perhaps there are so still,
There is a tradition that *‘ Letters” was a pendicle of the estate of Letterewe, and that
it was given to Mr Robertson as a _dowry with his wife, or that he got the use of it
while he ocontinued minister of the Parish. Whether this tradition be true or not, it is
more than likely that at this distance of time the preseat ocoupiers will net be disturbed
in their 'ﬁ-dl-
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‘With all his other good qualities, gratitude formed a prominent trait
in his character. Knowing that his noble and unfortunate patron, after
being graciously pardoned by his merciful Sovereign, was living in London
in straitened circumstances, Mr Robertson cuntemplated, and raised a
handsome sum by subscription amongst his numerous parishioners, to
which he liberally contributed, and transmitted the proceeds to the Earl,
who returned a very kind letter, thanking Mr Robertson for his generous
affections. This letter, which was written in the Earl’s hand, was un-
fortunately lost along with the other valuable correspondence already
mentioned.

Though many other incidents could be mentioned to illustrate Mr Ro-
bertson’s general conduct and character, we shall close this sketch by
relating the following adventure:—Mr Robertson, travelling southward
from his own residence, rode a small Highland pony. After bhaving
Jjourneyed more than a hundred miles, he on the fourth day'found his small *
though spirited animal becoming tired, and passing some grass enclosures
that invitingly offered a goud bite, he took the liberty of entering one of
them, and allowed his poor beast to feed, whilst he himself reclined aside,
and became somewhat drowsy. From this slumbering state he was soon
roused by a stentorian voice, issuing from a stout athletic gentleman, who
not in the most courteous manner addressed the weary traveller, by in-
quiring how he could think of taking so unwarrantable a liberty, and
threatening toturn hishorse and himself outside immediately. The reverend
transgressor, no ways intimidated by this rude speech, calmly replied,
that he hoped he did no great injury by the trespass ; as to his horse, he
might turn him out very possibly, but with regard to himself, it might be
somewhat difterent. The stranger, on this being said, instantly proceeded
to seize the horse, and actually lifted him over the enclosure or fence.
Mr Robertson, on seeing this unexpected feat of prowess performed, ad-
dressed his antagonist, by saying, ¢ Sir, I see you have accomplished the
first part of your surly threat, by turning out my poor beast ; but I will
let you see that I can raise him in again ;" on this, leaping over the fence,
he with seeming ease restored the horse to the inside. The owner of the
ground, who happened to be Mr Barclay of Urie, was so struck with the
coolness and suavity of Mr Robertson’s manner, that he gave him a pres-
sing invitation to rest himself for a day or two at his house, which was
accepted without much hesitation ; and after being most hospitably
entertained, Mr Robertson departed on his journey, much gratified with
the issue of this singular rencounter.

We are indebted for these particulars to a pamphlet printed for private
circulation, and written about 1820, by the rev. gentleman’s son, James
Robertson, for many years Her Majesty’s Collector of Customs at the port
of Stornoway, who died at Edinburgh in 1840, in the 84th year of his

The late John Mackenzie of the ‘“ Beauties of Gaelic Poetry,” who
was the Ministear Laidir's great-grandson on the mother’s side,
makes the following reference to this gentleman in his preface to
the “Beautios"”:—“The idea of this undertaking was first suggested
to me by a worthy friend, who is now (1841) no more, James Robertson,
Esq,, Collector of Customs, Stornoway. Mr Robertson, himself a gentle-
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man of high poetic talent, possessed a fund of curious information about
the bards, and several written documents, to which he obligingly gave me
free access, and from which some of the anecdotes with which this work
is interspersed have been extracted.” The Rev. Mr Robertson’s eldest
son, Alexander, became a captain in the Army, and afterwards emigrated
to one of the North American Colonies. Another son, Murdoch, entered
the Navy, and became a distinguished officer, while two grandsons, both
named James, took up the same profession. For nearly a century in
unbroken succession the family name of “ James Robertson” will be found
recorded with honour in “James’ Naval History;” and it is at
present represented in the British Navy by James Robertson, Staff Com-
mander of H.M. training ship for cadets, the “ Britannia,” stationed at
Dartmouth, which the sons of His Royal Highness the Prince of Wales
have recently joined. This officer is the grandson of Murdoch, and great-
grandson of the Ministear Laidir. The lineal descendant of the famous
minister of Lochbroom is James Robertson, Esq., of Worcester College,
Oxford. He is also a great-grandson, being the son of Murdoch, the
second son of Collector Robertson. He is heir apparent to the estate of
Gilgarran, Cumberland, of which another relative, Mrs Katherine Robert-
son Walker, the second wife, and widow, of her own cousin, James
Robertson Walker, R.N., is life-renter. Captain Robertson Walker was
the eldest son of Collector Robertson. He had another son, John, the
youngest, who was, between thirty and forty years ago, a noted master
mariner. When in command of Gladstone & Company’s ship, the
“ John O’Gaunt,” known among seamen as “The Liverpool Frigate,” he
made such quick voyages in her with the new teas from China, that he
stimulated other commanders of our own country and of America to
race on the deep, and for that purpose the ¢ Stornoway ” and several other
clipper-ships were built specially for Mr Robertson to command. His
son, Francis Shand Robertson, is an independent gentleman at Richmond,
Surrey, and is married to his cousin Mary, daughter of Evander Maciver,
factor for the Duke of Sutherland at Scourie, another great-grandson of
the Ministear Laidir.

The following is an extract from Colonel J. A. Robertson’s “ Comita-
tus de Atholia,” printed for private circulation in 1860 :—“ RoBERrTsoNg
or Guay—an old branch from Lude, their first ancestor being John, son
of John, who, with his wife, Margaret de Drummond, got a Crown char-
ter in 1452. (For an account of the family see ‘ Burke's Landed Gentry.’)
They appear to have had an extensive estate, and after they had disposed
of the greater part to the Earl of Athole, they still retained the designation.
They, like 80 many more of the Clan, unfortunately took part in the civil
war of 1715. Bobertson of Guay is named as a prisoner that year, and
was confined in Newgate in 1716. They then lost their estate that had
remained to them. Now represented by Captain Robertson, a post
captain of the Navy.” This was the late Captain Robertson Walker,
R.N,, of Gilgarran, Cumberland, son of James Robertson, eldest son of
the Ministear Laidir. Captain Robertson Walker died in 1858, and is
represented by his nephew, James Robertson, above mentioned. Another
grea dson of the famous Ministear Laidir is John Mackenzie,
Auchen-Stewart, Wishaw, A M
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ROY ALAN.
——

Roy Alan ! Roy Alan, speed over the bay,
A maiden is longing for thee ; .

Speed on, ere the moonbeams alight on the spray,
Thy galley must fly o’er the sea.

Haste onward, Roy Alan, the banquet is spread,
The clansmen are gathering gay ;

Haste onward, Roy Alan, thy love will be wed,
If thou dost not bear her away.

Roy Alan! Roy Alan, the pride of the glen,
The bravest in bonnie Lochiel,

Has gone with his galley and twenty brave men,
Whose Learts are as true as their steel.

Let Roy Alan lead them, no danger they know,
Come foemen, come death as it may ;

His word is their law, and they joyously go,
Like deer on the erest of the brae.

There’s joy in the halls of Macdonald this night,
The priest he has entered the door,

The pipers are playing, the torches are bright,
The maidens are met on the floor.

The bridegroom is waiting the glance of the bride,
Who weeps on the tower in her grief,

She hears not a sound save the song of the tide,
She hears not a vaice of relief.

The rolling mists lie in the lap of the glen,
Deep sounding is Cona’s wild roar ;
But Roy Alan nears with his twenty brave men,
And silently leap to the shore.
Macdonald’s proud chieftain his daughter has brought,
The bridegroom is burning with joy ;
The priest may her wed, but ah ! little they wot,
Her heart is for ever with Roy.

‘““Roy Alan! Roy Alan!” is heard with dismay,
His bright gleaming claymores arv come ;

The bridegroom is pale, anc the priest runs away,
The clunsmen and pipers are dumb,

Macdonald’s chief trembles, and strikes not a blow,
The maidens their terror reveal ;

Trinmphant, Roy bears the lone Star of Glencoe
To shine on the braes of Lochiel.

SUNDRRLAND, WM. ALLAN,
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NOTES ON GAELIC PHILOLOGY.
——() —

Gabhar, gobhar, a goat ; also an obsolete name for horse. Welsh,
Gafr, a goat. Gabharlann, a goat-fold ; also a stable.

It appears to me that Professor Rhys has clearly shown (Revue
Celtique, vol. ii., pp. 337-338) that gadhar is not cognate with the Latin
caper, which he believes to be represented in Welsh by cariwrch, a roe-
buck, and in Irish by cairfhiadh, a harct or stag. * The right clue,” he
remarks, ““ to the origin of gafr is to be found in Ascolis Corsi di Glotto-
logia, p. 178, where he infers & base ghjama—from Sansk. himgm, frost,
cold, snow ; hima, winter, also year, as in sala hima, hundred years ;
compare Latin hiems, Gr. chign, cheimon. Now ghjama might in the Celtic
languages become gama, whence seems to have been formed gama-ra—
liable to become gamra,—gabra, gabr, gafr (otherwise perhaps the J in
these forms should be identified with that of Lat. hibernus). The mean-
ing would seem to have been one winter old, that is, a year old, as in
chimaros, fem. chimara (for chimarja), a goat, a year old lamb ; see Cur-
tins, p. 202.”

The above views are corroborated by the obsolete Gaelic word gamh,
winter, from which geamhradh, the modern Gaelic for winter, literally
seuson of cold, or pain (goimh ), is formed by adding radh == re, time. From
gamh is derived gamhuinn, a stirk. In Lluyd’s Irish-English Dictionary
(Archwmologia Britannica) gamhuin is defined—a calf, a yearling. From
these facts it may be inferred that gadkar and gamhuin are two forms de-
rived from an older word that originally meant any young or year old
animal. Mathghamhuin, a bear, is derived from math, a hand, and
gamhuin, a calf ; hence this word signifies literally the calf with hands or

108,
»e Old Irish and Old Welsh Nem, heaven. Modern Gaelic Niamh.
Modern Welsh Nef, in which f=v. Old Gaelic Neim, or_neimh, bright-
ness ; Nim, a drop; Nean, nion, a wave. Welsh Nant, a brook ; Nemh,
ancient name of the River Blackwater in Ireland.

M. Adolphe Pictet maintains (Revue Celtique, vol. ii., pp. 5-7) that
it is wrong to connect the Irish and Welsh nem, heaven, with the Sans-
krit nabhas, cloud, atmosphere, sky ; Greek nephos, Slavonian nebo, &e. ;
that the change of bk into m, in fact, which is sometimes observed in
modern Irish, in which the aspirated bk and mh are both pronounced like
v, can hardly be admitted for the ancient language, and, especially, for the
Gaulish. He thinks, therefore, that nem should be attached to the Sans-
krit root nam, to bend, to incline, from which come rata, namata, namra,
bent, curved, &c., and that, by allusion to the vault of heaven. He is of
opinion that the Namasat of a Gaulish medal, as well as the rnamausatis
of the Gaulish inscriptions of Vaison and Nimes indicate that Nemausus
is a weakened form of Namausus. He considers the Gaulish nanton,
valley, also to be derived from this root.
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Were the Gaelic and Welsh nem to be traced to the Sanskrit nam, to
bend, to incline, derivatives might be expected to be found in these
languages retaining somewhat of the primary meaning, but such is not the
case. All the words derived from nem, or cognate with it in all the Neo-
Keltic languages, convey the idea of clearness or purity, and, met