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HEBRIDEAN MOTHER'S SONG,
aGUR MILIS MORAG!'

REFRAIN.
Gur mills Morag
Gur laghach Morag
Gur milis Morag
Nighean Eoghain Oig.

1.

'S i M6r an ailleachd

'S i laogh a mathar

'S e bhi 'ga taladh

Mo rogha ceoil.

Gur milis etc.

2.

Gur mi bhiodh uallach

Air ruigh nan gruagach

Ach Tormad Ruadh
A bhi fuar fo'n fhoid.

Gur milis etc.

3.

Mo mhiie marbhaisg

Air an Fhrangach
'Nuair leig e nail thu

Chur anntlachd oirnn.

Gur milis etc.

The story of this song is a Hebridean analogue to that of Tennyson's "Enoch Arden'.' The woman, who in the song is

singing to her child, had, when she was a girl, two lovers. The one she married went away as a soldier and was suppos-

ed to have been killed. The other took his place in the affections of the woman. But the long-absent man unexpectedly

returns, and the woman (hearing of his return) is singing this song to her child (which is not his child) as be arrives at

her cottage door. It is a song of passionate love for the child, and of as passionate desire that the unexpected and un-

welcome husband, 'Tormad Ruadh' were under the sod.
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HEBRIDEAN MOTHER'S SONG.

"GUR MILIS MORAG?

Melody and words taken down from

Ann Macneil, Castle Bay, Barra,

Fitted, with English words, and Pianoforte Accomp. Composed/by

MARJORY KENNEDY- FRASER.

With passion. J = m
VOICE.

PIANO.

%.

Mo
Mo

rag,

rag,

Gur
So

lagh - ach
dear is

Mo
Mo

rag-, Gur
rag, My

mi
love

lis

Copyright 1908 by M. KENNEBY-FRASER. Morags: pronounced Morak.
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Hebridean Mother's Song.
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Hebridean Mother's Song.
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Hebridean Mother's Song-.



60

THE SHIP AT SEA.
Cuan ag eirigh.

Gaelic verses collected by Kenneth Macleod.

Air and Chorus from Mr.s Maclean, Barra.

PIANO.

*

$
Allegro vivace. Tempestuously.

Arranged for pianoforte and voice by

MARJORY KENNEDY-FRASER.
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A RAASAY LOVE LILT.
'

. , Thainig an Gille Dubh.
Gaelic words ascribed to Lady D Oyley*

one of the Macleods of Raasay.

With a crisply marked rhythm.

Arranged for voice and pianoforte by
MARJORY KENNEDY-FRASER.

PIANO.
$
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% REFRAIN. Liltingly.
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Thain-ig" an gill - e dubh raoir 'na bhail- e so,

Came my gill-ie doo passed un - heed - ing he,

tre corde

flJiJJLtJJlJi-3^
Fine.

££ ?
'Strom mo cheum o'n threig" mo lean-nan mi, Thain-ig" an gill - e dubh raoir 'na bhail- e so

Gone my dream since" he 's for - sak - en me Came my gill - ie doo pass 'd un - heed - ing he

Espressivo. D%M ^^i£ s£ &
1. 'S mis' tha gu tinn Le goirt-eas mo chinn/Sged rach-ainn 'na chill Cha till mo lean -nan rium.

2.'Sguirm-e do shiiil Na'n dearc-ag* fo'ndruchd/Sgur fin-ealt do ghnuis Na ur - ros mheang-an - an.

3. Sealg* - air a' gheoidh'S an lach air an lon/Sbhiodhfuil an daimh-chroic Air fdid a,' bharr - ain leat.

/. Bin - er thine eye Than blae- ber-ries new Fair- er thy face Than ros - es wet wV dew.

2. Heart - sick I go Step hea - vy and slow Since my own love's Gone dye un - heed - ing me.

3. Brav - er than he By land or by sea None hunts the wild duck Or stag by loch and brae.

*Slie wrote several songs, mostly .in praise of Prince Charlie and the Macleods.
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f̂ ^0^W&^
O's tu 's gar tu th' air ni' a''r

THE LOVE - WANDERING.
An Seachran-Gaoil.

1. O s tu's gura tu th' air m'airej

O 's tu -s gura tu th' air m' aire,

O 's tusa ruin tha tighinn dluth fainear dhomh,

S cha'n e crodh buaile no Feill a' bha He.

2.1s trie a bha sinn fo sgail an eilich,

Anns an smudan an luib an t-seilich,

Barr an fhraoich dhuinn 'na choinnlean geala,

Feidh a' mhunaidh 'nan luchd faire.

3.An oidhche bha sinn air aird an fhirich,

Bu learn do phogan 's le deoin do mhire,

An luib do bhreacain gu'n d'rinn mi suidhe,

S gum b'fhearr do chomhradh na or na cruinne.

4. Ach gaol na h-6ige b'e nos am foill dhuit,

'S mairg a dh' oladh a leoir de t' aoibhneas,

Thig mar sheudaig de'n ghrein 's i boillsgeadh,

Gu'n teid e fuadan mar bhruadar oidhche.

5. Thug thu sear diom is thug thu siar diom,

Thug thu ghealach is thug thu ghrian diom,

Thug thu'n cridhe a bha 'nam chliabh diom,

Cha mhor, a ghaoil ghil, nach tug 's mo Dhia diom.

B.Aeh ged a robh mi fo'n fhoidam maireaeh,

Air mo chur sios fo na leacaibh bana,
7

S mi gu'n duisgeadh le urachd slainte

Na'n tigeadh gaolan's e shuidhe lamh rium.

4. Of thee and ever of thee my thoughts,

Of thee and ever of thee my thoughts,

Of thee, love the thoughts that haunt

Never of cattle nor Festal Day.

a. Under the shade of a rock our trysts,

Among the willow trees our cooing,

Spray of heather our candles white,

Stags of the hill our watchers.

if. The night we wandered tofar off braes

Mine were thy kisses and,joy! thy frolic,

In thefold ofthy plaid I sat me down,

Better thy speech than the world ofgold.

4. But love qfyouth thy way is fickleness,

Alas,ivho would drink theirfill qf tkyjoy!

Comes it like ajeivel-ray ofthe glistening sun,

Goes it like a dream of the night.

5. Hast taken offme the East, offme the West,

Hast taken offme the Moon, offme the Sun,

Hast taken off me the heart in my bosom,

And, white love, almost off me my God.

6'. But tho f Iwere under the sod to-morrow,

Low laid under the ivhite flag-sto?ies, (tombstones

Gladsome my waking to newness of life

If loved- one but came and sat by my side.

The following verses, containing wild curses on the successful rival, are always associated

with the above song.

Tha bean mo run-sa trom torraeh,

Ach ma tha, gu 'm beir i solar,

Gu'm beirear cat dith, gu'm beirear cu dith,

An nathair nimhe air a culaibh

Mollachd athar 's mollachd mathar,

Mollachd pheathraichean is bhraithrean,

Mollachd an fhir a fhuair air laimh i,

'S a' chuid eile aig a cairdean.
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THE LOVE -WANDERING.

Ancient Celtic Song-.

Words taken down from the singing of

Susan Graeme, Mull, by Kenneth Macleod.

With passionate fervour and very sustained.

Air phonographed in Eriskay and arr. with piano accomp. by

MARJORY KENNEDY-FRASER.
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* Phrase as on opposite page. The phrasing marks given here apply to "he Gaelic words.
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r h i.->- verse which is associated in some parts of the Highlands with another air, is sung in Eriskay to this air and is found in a version collected by
Father Allan Macdonald.

The Love—wander in ir-
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Dh'fhalbh mo snug - radh o'n dh'fhagthu'm bail - e.

dear white love for th?j love I'm dy - ing.

The Love— wandering.

Fine.
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MILKING CROON.
Cronan Bleoghain.

Air, Refrain, and one Verse noted from

the singing- of Peggy Macdonald,S.Uist,

and arranged for voice and pianoforte by

MARJORY KENNEDY- FRASER.

k
Tenderly enticing but strictly rhythmical.
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Additional verses from the "Carmina Gadelica'.'
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Milking Croon.

* pronounced Breed-ya *Sa. •fr

In melodic outline.this aii; in spite of its peculiar rhythm, strongly resembles that of the ' Love Wandering?



MILKING SONG.

ORAN BUAILE.

Old Hebridean Melody-

Gaelic words collected hy Alexander Carmieliael.

Lowland words and Pianoforte accompaniment by

MARJOEY KENNEDY-FRASER.

VOICE.

PIANO.
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With great simplicity and gentle rhythmic swing,
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Copyright 1909 by M. KENNEDY- FRASER.
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The Milking- Songs or Cow's Lullabies are among the quaintest of the old croons. The first given, "II a bhp -lagan','

from S. Uist, is a good example of the happy use of an irregular rhythm (i.e. 7 heats in the bar) which sings delight-

fully to the natural swing of a dairymaid's milking in the byre. The second is of historical interest, referring, as it

does, to the doings of a noted sea-reiver or pirate from Mull. Touching the use of the taladh or soothing croon by

the people of the Isles 200 years ago, Martin, in his most entertaining account of the Western Isles, published in 1703,

says of these lullabies:- "When a calf is slain it's an usual custom to cover another calf with its skin to suck the cow

whose calf hath been slain, or else she gives no milk, nor suffers herself to be approached by anybody, and if she

discover the Cheat, then she grows enraged for some days and the last remedy to pacifie her is to use the Sweet-

est Voice and sing all the time of milking her." A good example of such a coaxing sympathising croon from the

Island of Eigg, as noted from the singing of Miss Frances Tolmie of Skye, is here given.

A SOOTHING CROON FROM EIGG.

VOICE.

PIANO.
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As a last example of the Milking Croon, this Dairymaid's lilt with its capricious syncopations may be com-

pared with the syncopated tunes of the Mermaid's Croon and the Sea-Sounds. The air was noted from the sing-

ing- of Mr
.
s Mackinnon, Castle Bay, Barra, and the words were collected by Kenneth Macieod.

$ £ 5 -&- 3sE^ 13.

Ho hi 6 bho Hi bho bhainne bho dlminn,

znfEE^. rjtzat:

ijiit'£&£ ^ -&

Ho - i - b bho Hi o bho Seathan 's a' ghius - aich Hi o bho

_£jf 1 WL
-jA- g=fc£izg^^-JE3:rz:jr£ J3- 23tzzat

Ho - i - o bho Hi - o bho Sil do bhaiirn- e bho dhuinn

DC.

^3==^=^Mzzatzzah

Ho hi d bho Hi - o bho Seathan 's an ionn - drainn Hi - o bho.

TALADH NA BANACHAIG.

Sil do bhainne, bho dhuinn,

Seathan 's a' ghiusaich,

Sil do bhainne, bho dhuinn

Seathan 'san ionndrainn.

Seathan, bho dhuinn,

Mo laoidh 's mo shionnsar

Naile, bho dhuinn,

Is loinn mo chiurraidh.

Seathan,bho dhuinn,

Seathan ?s a' ghiusaich,

Bha mi a raoir

'S a' choill 'nil dhurdail.

Bha mi, bho dhuinn,

An luim a shu.graidh,

Naile, bho dhuinn,

An soills' a shula

.

THE DAIRYMAID'S CROON,

Shower thy milk, my brownie,

* Seathan in the fir- copse;

Shower thy milk, my brownie,

Seathan is a-weary.

Seathan, brownie,

My hymn and chanter,

Sure, browme,

The joy and the wound of me.

Seathan, my brownie,

Seathan in the fir-copse,

Last night in the grove

Ijoyed in his cooing,

Ijoyed, my brownie,

In the art of his wooing,

Sure, my brownie,

In the light of his eye.

OH Gaelic for John. Pronounce as English "shame," substituting n for m.
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MULL FISHER'S LOVE SONG.
O MHAIREAD OG!

Melody noted down in the Island of Eriskay and
fitted with Englishwords and pianoforte accomp. by

Longingly, with rubato.

MARJORY KENNEDY- FRASER.

VOICE.

PIANO.
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Haunt me by
'S tus guirm - e

night,

suil.

Out on the

'S a' mhad-uinn

I
Copyright 1909 by M. KENNEDY- FRASER.

Gaelic word3 noted down from the singing of Gillespie Macinnes by Alexander Carmichael.
The first syllable of the Gaelic name"Mhaireadn is pronounced like the first syllable of the English name"Violet'.'
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Mull Fisher's Love Song.
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KISHMUL'S GALLEY.
A' Bhirlinn Bharrach.

Words from Mr
_
s Maclean, Barra.

Air from the singing- of Mary Macdonald, Ming-ulay

about 104 = J

_ J^ i, II % 4
VOICE.

With English adaptation and pianoforte accomp. by

MARJORY KENNEDY-FRASER.

PIANO.

col ct&

With exultation.

*»^ ±
i % m

Lath

I

Fear

GUI

High

a

gun

char

e

dhomh
slat

air

dhill

from

am
gun

stiuir

ean

the

Beinn

rachd

lamh
Mor

a'

gun

ri

an

Cheath - aich,

bheairt rith,

tap - adh,

gais - geach

Haij - ich

nTin^nrinT] jwnri nr.
£ ^ £

I^

*
^ ten.

£
-&-

Air

On
fal - il -

a day of days

O 1-0
Sea - ward I gaz'd,

Copyright 1909 by Marjory Kennedy -Fraser. *;ironounced Keesb-mool.



81

$

strisciato.

* n
i

j- e n jjLjt^faBa
Gu'n

Gun
Rua

'S Niall

Watch

deach ba - ta CMoinii Neill seachad.

cheann cum - ail air a h-acair.

ri Og an t-oigh - re maiseach.

Grua - mach Mac Rua - ri'n Tar - tair.

ing Kish - mul's gal - ley sail - ing.

o hi - o hu - o,

(o hee oh. hoo oh,

*
m un poco ritenuto.

69 . J

it=t
dddtfdil

t=t 43

BBS Udal ESSBS ESaJ
u

-f

ritenuto col canto.

a
jy

m _£JL

ten.

*=& Repeatfor Gaelic Verses.

i-©- -&

fal - u - o

fal

( or faloo

*

00 Q)_
o - ho)

FfFiFfT#~#~ #~tf~g
-0- ^e

-S

m
~¥ i

tempo primo e dolce.
ad lib.

repetitions.

*S5bl

fci
i ^^ feS K=*

B'ait

Home
learn do bha - ta 's i gabh -' ail Air
ward she brave - It/ bat - ties 'Gainst

fal - il

the hurt - ling-

# <fta.

Kishmul's Galley.
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THE SEAGULL OF THE LAND-UNDER-WAVE S^

FAOILEAG TIRE-FO-THUtNN.

Fhaoileig bhig is fhaoileig mhara,

Fhaoileig a' chimin na ceil t'ealaidh,

C'ait' an d'fhag thu na fir gheala?

Dh' fhag mi iad 'san doimhne-mhara,

Beul ri beul is iad gun anail,

Cul ri cul a' sileadh fala.

Little seagulL ocean seagull,

Homeward seagull, hide thy tale not_

Tell me where the fair ones lie?

I left them all in the ocean depths,

Mouth to mouth and each one breathless,

Back to back and red blood flowing.

O fhaoileig bhig is fhaoileig mhara,

'S iomadh oigear ur-gheal fallan,

Agus treun-fhear luthor allail,

Tha 'nan suain am fuar an aigeann;

Cha'n e 'n tuail sin tha 'gam ghearradh,

Ach mo Ruairi a bhi mar-riu,

Ruairi Og, mo cheolan-earraieh.

Little seagull, ocean seagull,

Many a stripling fair-young sturdy

Many a stout-heart bold and stately

Lie in sleep in the ocean-cool;

That not the tell-tale that cuts my heart,

But Ruairi*my own to be one with them too,

Ruairi Ogj my bird-singing of spring."4"

O fhaoileig bhig is fhaoileig mhara,

'S trie a laigh mi fo 'earradh,

Ma laigh, cha b' ann aig a bhaile

Ach lagan uain' an cluain a' bharraich,

Siaban nam beann a' dol tharainn,

Fuaim nan allt gabhail seachad,

Fada thall am fiadh 'san langan.

Little seagull, ocean seagull,

Oft I laid me under his plaid,

But not in the croft I laid me down

But a grassy dell in the birchen copse.

Mist of the bens over us rolling,

Croon of the burns passing us by,

Far away the low of the stag.

O fhaoileig bhig is fhaoileig mhara,

Suil na h-Oighe bhi 'gam chaithris,

Ma's e cluasag dha a' ghaineamh,

Ma's e suaineadh dha an fheamainn,

Ma's e, na roin a luchd-faire,

Ma's e 'n t-iasg a choinnlean geala,

'S a cheol-fidhle gair na mara.

O little seagull, ocean seagull,

The Virgin's eye be night-watching me,

If his pillow the sandy wreath,

If his shroud be the tangle-swathe,

If the seals be his wake attendants,

If the fish be his gleaming candles

And his harp-music the croon of waves.

x In the Land-under-Waves the spirits of the drowned ones ever wait for the coming of the"White Ship of the golden rudder and the silver masts
and the silken sails!' to carry them back to Tir-nam-beo, the Land-of-the-^iving.

* Homeward SeagulllL. Translated thus because the Gaelic word Cuan, "Ocean}' originally meant "harbour."

BUAIRI OG (Young Rory) was one of the Dunvegan Macleods.

'Bird sijiging of Spring."— Sweetest possible music. The idea is that the singing of the birds in Springtime seems doubly sweet after the {••loom

and the "dumbness" of Winter.
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THE SEAGULL OF THE LAND-UNDER-WAVES.

Old Skje Air from Frances ToImi£.

Words from Kenneth Macleod.

VOICE.

PIANO.

*F
Andante con moto. J « 78.

English adaptation and pianoforte accompaniment by

MARJORY KENftEDY-FRASER.

With a mournful rocking rhythm, but not too slow,
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The Seagull ot the Land-under-Waves.
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ULLAPOOL SAILOR'S SONG.

Old Celtic Air.

Gaelic words by HECTOR M9KENZIE,
A sailor of Ullapool.

English words written and Pianoforte Accomp. composed by

MARJOKY KENNEDY- FRASER.

Appassionato e molto sostenuto. J = 1%.

VOICE

PIANO

For the sake of the singer who wishes to

l^aelic pronunciation, the vovei\'owe?* oft

Jopyripht 1908 by M. KENNEDY-FRASER.

to give the general musical efhrt jf the original words hut who may find it impossible to obtain lessons in
Gaelic pronunciation, the voi'-e/hjiut'ts of the Gaelic have been rendered, us far as possible, into English.

Coovrieht IQ08 bv M. TCRNNRTYV-FW ACF.t?
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bliiodh tu bruidh-iim rium.
sweet. the dream - ing moon

L
, fix fix

'$- *5 t 3*
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Luan-gheal; white moon; pronounced looan-yel.

UII.vdooI Sailor's Son f
r

*When the two bmjg-s fire sung- in immediate succession, .tdopt this Key-Signature for "A KairyN Love S<>n<r
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A FAIRY'S LOVE SONG.

Old Celtic Words and Air.

Lowland Words by JAMES HOGG,
The Ettriek Shepherd, adapted.

Moderato. Met. J = 78.

Pianoforte Accompaniment composed by

MARJORY KENNEDY- FRASER.

VOICE.

PIANO.
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Copyright I908 by M. KENNEDY-FRASER. *or 'fcnns a mhonadh"
*The voy.x-I here is like that of the void '-him'' as pronounced by the Etigli-L v\ ilkout trilliu»- the "r;'

# %J>.

daonn - an.

*turn - an.

-9r

V

jLiKe ^erflliii! ''icil'



91

m 5 ^
Cul an torn- ain braigh an torn - a in Cul an tom-ain
Cool an to - man BryJ an to - man Cool an to - man

Wlien I see the plov - er ris - ing Or the cur- lew

j—&—
bhoidh

vo

wheel

ich

} ach

i *=£ jgflix^g:

5=i e tS1--

X
Z2ZI

^
C ^E>- -©- ^

s:
-o-

g
---+

f r
ittntt-

%&
2

* c&a.
*

#
few.

3 §^
Cul an tom-ain braigh an tom-ain H-uil - e lath- a

Cool an to - man Bry an to - man hoo - la la nam

Then I trow my mor - tul lov - er Back to me is

m on
*ur

steal

ar.

nar

injsr.

$
—#C^L

-o-

3|E
m

f

-o- 1— p

r

-o-

^-. ~\

-&- 3!

-&

*$&. # *&&

$ i ^^i
Tha mi sgith
Ha mee s kee

Why should I

's mi learn fhin Buain
s mee lim heen Buo-an

sit and sigh, Pa

a rain - ich buain a rain - ich,

na rahn - ich Koo-an ua rahn - ich

in! brack - en, pa - in/ brack- en

,

* ^

i s ^ £
X

Tha mi sgith
Jia mee s kee

Why should I

's mi learn fhin
s mee lim heen

sit and sigh

Buain a rain -ich daonn-an.
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A Fairy's Love Song.
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* Like "y" in ''try" Co not sound the "r"
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A. Fairy's Love Song. * "ch" as in the English "cheer'
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THE WATER-KELPIE'S SONG.
THE each-uisge, the water-horse, popularly but perhaps erroneously known as the Kelpie,*

is the most terrible and the most feared of all the supernatural beings which the Gael
has to contend with. To men he appears as a huge black hairy monster whose snort

and gnash haunt them ever after like a nightmare ; to women, especially the young and
fair, he appears as a handsome youth with golden hair and laughing eyes. In the early years
of the nineteenth century he met one of the Eigg maidens and made love to her under the shadow
of the Scuir, but the warm sunshine being stronger than his wooing he fell asleep {and did not
that itself show that he wasn't natural !) with his head in the girl's lap and his hand in her fine black
locks. And as the maiden gently stroked his golden hair, did she not find it full of sand ! And
when she looked at his feet, were they not both hoofed ! Being of the old Clan Ranald blood,

however, she neither fainted nor screamed, but taking up a sharp stone,f quietly cut her hair

free and escaped home. The Kelpie has been generally more successful with the simpler maidens
of Skye and Uist, who have at various times been cajoled into his under-loch dwelling and kept
there for at least a year and a day. In the end, however, he is always left sitting on a knoll,

under the shadow of a rock, song-lulling his child to sleep and trying to bribe the mother to
return to her charge :

A Mhor, a Mhor, till ri d' mhacan,
J

A-vore, a-vore, return to thy sonny,
'S gheabh thu gadan boidheach bhreac uam.

[
Shalt get a bonnie withy of trout from me.

All this is in strict accord with Gaelic folk-lore ; the strong is always beaten in the end, and
the fiercest supernatural beings are credited with certain human qualities which make them
more or less lovable, and attract one's pity and sympathy. In this respect a parallel may be
drawn between the Wafer-Kelpie's Song and the Address to the Deil. Robert Burns has been
justly praised by critics for " his beautiful and relenting spirit towards the traditional Enemy
of Mankind :

"

But, fare you weel, auld Nickie-ben,
O wad ye tak' a thought an' men',
Ye aiblins might—I dinna ken-

Still hae a stake

—

I'm wae to think upo' yon den,
Ev'n for your sake !

But the bard's Celtic ancestors had already gone one better when they placed a little child on
the terrible Kelpie's knee and made* him croon a mother's lullaby :

Mo sheana chab liath ri d' bhial beag baoth, I My gray old mouth to thy wee tender lips,

'S mi seinn phort duit.
|

And I singing tunes to thee.

Nor is it a far-fetched idea to
1

hold that Burns learned his charity towards the Deil from old

Jenny Wilson who, as he tells us himself, " resided m the family and had the largest collection

in the country of tales and songs concerning devils, ghosts, fairies, brownies, witches, warlocks,
spunkies, kelpies, elfcandles, dead-lights, wraiths, apparitions, cantraips, giants, enchanted
towers, dragons, and other trumpery." At any rate, the Deil of Robert Burns is not the Satan
of theology, but rather the Muisean% of Gaelic folk-lore—the gentlemanly scamp who is never
out of mischief, and is always trying to take a mean advantage of poor mortals. And the
analogy holds good to the end of the address. In Gaelic lore, Muisean strikes one as being at
least as much fool as knave, and is as often as not outwitted by the clerics (a lost art though !)

and by the wise men of the township ; likewise with the Deil

:

An' now, Auld Cloots, I ken ye're thinkia'

A certain Bardie's rantin', drinkin',

Some luckless hour will send him linkin'

To your black pit

;

But, faith ! he'll turn a corner jinkin' ,

An' cheat you yet.

All this is delightfully human and delightfully Celtic, and leads one to the " larger hope " (01

rather the largest hope !) that the Deil may mend his ways and " still ha'e a stake." But how
does the idea compare with the Gaelic picture—a little child being crooned to sleep on the
kelpie's knee ?

Kenneth Macleod.

*In Gaelic folk-lore the Kelpie seems to be represented by the peallan rather than by the each-uisge.

fin stories of this kind a piece of iron is usually the charm that frees the mortal from the wiles of supernatural beings.
Iron put into a cradle saves the child from being stolen by the fairies ; a horse shoe is lucky everywhere

; a
man may enter the School of Black Art or a fairy den or even the Kelpie's under-loch dwelling and come out safely

again, if he has a bit of iron about his person, or has stuck it into the door on his way in. Have we an allegory
here?—So the iron age overcame hostile powers which had previously been victorious.

J Literally, "the mean one."
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SKYE WATER-KELPIE'S LULLABY.
Old Gaelic words and tune from the

Gesto Collection.

Rockingly. J = 88.

VOICE.
v-M-"~~

Translated and arranged for pianoforte and voice by

MARJORY KENNEDY-FRASER.

PIANOS

*? ±=± ^
*^^

A Mhor a ghaoil!.

A - vore, my love!.

A

S
JLT rfw

dim.poco a poc
^ f Ta poco '

^ 32: p? zz:

A Mhor a shdgh!.

A - #or#, #ey joy

!

3^^t3
Till gud'mhacan is gheabh thumbradan breac on
jTo thy babe comeAnd trout-lings you'llget out the

5^ ^^^ WE3=^**-

A ho ho
A ho ho.

an
an

A ho hLA ho hi

A ho hi A ho hi^
V-jrall.e dim. L.

A Mhor a shogh!.

^ - t/ore, my heart I.

Than

The each-uisge or water horse had, in the form of a man, married a young woman named Moi . When she discover* by his dailyabser.ee and
the gravel about his neck that her husband is a Kelpie, she flies, leaving her babe behind her; and the father sings, now to the child, now to

the mother, in the hope of enticing" her back to th6-'Loch.

Copyrigbi 1909 by M. Kennedy- Fraser.
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A ho hi. A Mhor a ghaoil!

A ho hi. A - vore, my loveL—

A Mhor a shogh!

A - vore, my joy]
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Gun teine, gun tuar, gun fhasgadh,is tu sior* ehoineadh
Wantingfire here, Wantingshelter. Wanting com-fort,our babe is cry-ing by the loch.
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. •••.the dotted shir to indicate that the two notes sung to ttco syllables :ln the one language are slurred to one syllable in the other.
Skye water kelpie's lullaby.
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*A ho hi. A Mhor a ghaoil!

A ho hi. A - vore, my bride!.

A Mhor a shogh!
A - vore, my heart!
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sheana-ehab liath ri do bheul beag baoth is mi seinn phort dhuit am Beinn Frochdaidh *

gray old mouth touching thy sweetlips,babe,and me singing songs to thee by Ben Frochkie.
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A ho hi A ho hi

A ho hi A ho hi

A ho ho"-an A ho ho.

A ho ho-an A ho ho.

^Between Gesto and Portree in Skye

Skye water-kelpie's lullaby.
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As traditionally sung- by

Kenneth MacleocL

Lento.

VOICE.

PIANO.

k

THE DEATH CROON.
(AN CRONAN BAIS.)
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The Death Croon. it may be sung tli.roughout by one voice.



100

¥
te
±=]± zt n

Uile. All.E H »

& TT -51- H
—1 1

j-

Caid - il e

sleep and -put

caid- il e 's dhiot gach bron

off froitt thee ev -
}vj won

Caid - il e caid- il e

Sleep, andpat off from, thee

torrro •-

1g
_^^ XE

f^Sffl at

f
_o-«- sr «Fxr

s±

^>

^o~ ig±
i?p

•©•'

XE-O-^--©-
-e^ TTJ"

xy J[>.'

i5 xe at—o-
's dliiot gach

'ry

-& -o- m
ev

bron Caid - il e caid- il e 's dhiot gaeh bron.

woe, Sleep, and put off front thee ev - }ry woe.

12:

W.-& -& ^ ^T^T o-*

^y*
1 z \j

**-^- XE -©-
-©-*- -O-1- IH

^M- hO^tjo- t~^ xe XE XEH
XT. j^> TT

^^An t-anam chara. One voice.

-e-* o-*
XT

Uile. All.

I j

1 }

XE XE xe3EZXE m .0 m rJ -0 ~&+~0—&
Cad - al og

Cad - al gaoil

Youth-sleep of

Io - sa Cad-al beb

Io - sa Cad-al muirn
Jes • us, Life-sleep of

Io - sa

Io - sa

Jes • us,

Cad-al gloir

Cad- al ciuin

Glo - ry sleep of

Love-sleep of Jes - us, Joy-sleep of Jes - us, Peace-sleep of

^» #

8
»•

XE

Io - sa Caid- il e

Io - sa Sleep and put
Jes - us}

Jes - us,

1 m
mf p ni\ P rnf P

mH

&
**W2 3 HH-& XEx>

caid- il e 's dhiot gach bron,

from thee thy ev - 'ry woe,

JUL Sr-

V U J---TM m
Caid - il e caid-il e 's dhiot gach
Sleep and put off from thee ev - 'ry

1m 7-0

bron.

woe.

XE

*=f =P= frr r

m &~

&
The Death Croon.
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THE DEATH-CROON. 1

IN
the days of the old Celtic church, the Death-croon was chanted over the dying by the

anam-chara, the soul-friend, assisted by three chanters. Later on, the rite passed into

the hands of seanairean a' bhaile, the elders of the township, and the tnnathan-tuiridh,

the mourning-women, the latter eventually developing into a professional class, whose

services could aways be obtained for a consideration. In more recent times, the bean-ghlitin,

the knee-woman, the midwife, was also the bean-tuiridh, the mourning-woman, and as the

friend of the folk in the coming and the going of life, was regarded with the greatest veneration

both by young and by old. To this day the knee-woman of the isles chants her runes and celebrates

her mysteries in the houses of birth and of death, but always with closed doors—metaphorically,

at any rate. As recently as eighteen years ago, a Death-croon was chanted over a dying person

in the Island of Eigg.

An ceo 's an druchd,
An druchd 's an ced.

An ceo 's an druchd
An suil mo ghraidh,
An suil mo ghraidh,

A Thi dh'" fhosgail an t-suil 6g,
Dun i an nochd an eld a' bhais,

An eld a' bhais.

The mist the dew,
The dew the mist.
The mist the dew
In the eye of my love.

In ithe eye of my love.

Thou who did'st open the young eye,
Close it to-night in the sleep of death,

In the -sleep of death.

From the nineteenth to the sixth century is a far cry, but the Death-croon brings the two

together. St. Donnan of Eigg and fifty of his muinntir, his disciples, had suffered martyrdom

at the hands of the Queen of the Isle, and were sleeping their first night's death-sleep in the

churchyard now known as Cill-Donnain. At midnight solus an high, a blessed light, was seen

above the graves, and voices were heard chanting a croon of which only a few lines have been

handed down.
* Is moch a chuireas a' ghrian failt air Donnan,
Is moch a sheinneas an t-ian ailleachd Donnain,
Is moch a dh s

fhasas am Car air uir Donnain.
Suil bhlath Chriosd air an uir,

Reulta na h-iarmailt air an uir,

Cha bheud cha bheud a dh' uir Donnain.

Early gives the sun greeting to Donnan,
Early sings the bird the greatness of DoiSnan,
Early grows the grass on the grave of Donnan,

The warm eye of Christ on the grave,
The stars of the heavens on the grave.
No harm, no harm to Donnan's dust.

And said the old folk of Eigg : The Queen and her maidens saw the light and heard the singing

and, way of the women ! wonder brought them towards the churchyard. And, sure, there must
have been taladh, fascination, in the light, for as it would move they would follow, and did it not

bring them little by little, and not little was that same little, to the loch * you know yourself,

the one in which the each-uisge, the water-horse, lives—and, O Mary Mother, was it not there

the judgment was

!

In the isles the black loch among the hills is always associated with death and unholy

deeds and croons. The sea, with its ebb and its flow, is suggestive of life. If it has the terrible

strength, it has also the nobility, of the lion. But the loch among the hills is a snake—black

and slimy, with death in its eye. A tale and a croon * will tell the rest.

On a night there was, it befell a fiears-eaglais, a cleric, to be returning from the hill to the

shore-clachan, and what came upon him but the weather of the seven elements—and what can

be worse than that ! Since he could not do better, he did the best he could, and his only choice

being an evil, he took shelter in a cave under a rock. He had not been long there when a great

white lightning sudden-flashed before his two eyes, and in the glare he saw a deep black loch

between two precipices ; and O Blessed Being of the Graces ! beside the loch was a man in

the death-throe, and three wizards crooning over him—a lean black wizard, a bald grey wizard,

and a sleek yellow wizard.

1 Learned by the writer, partly from his aunt, Janet Macleod, and partly from Raonaid Campbell, a native of Eigg

;

stray lines were afterwards got from Catriona Macleod, Trotternish, Skye, but she said they were part of a
fiobaireackd which was much played at funerals in olden days.

' lain Og Morragh, the poet-schoolmaster of Eigg in the early part of the 19th century, began one of his songs is praise
of the island with the lines :

Is moch a chuireas a ghrian failt air Strodha.
Early gives the sun greeting to Strodha.

8 Still called Loch nam ban m6r
t
" the loch of the big women."

4 The tale and the croon were got from old Vincent MacEachin, Island of Eigg.
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Ars' am baobh caol dubh

:

Ospag, ospag, fhir a th' ann !

'Nuair bhios tu thall, 'nuair bhios tu thall,

Bidh tus' an laimh, bidh tus' an laimh,
Speachan an diugh, meanbhagan am maireach,
'Gad itheadh, 'gad thachas, 'gad mhamadh,

Thall thali,

Fhir a th' ann.

Ars' am baobh maol glas

:

Ospag, ospag, fhir a th' ann !

'Nuair bhios tu thall, 'nuair bhios tu thall,

Bidh tus' an laimh, bidh tus' an laimh,
Fitheach os do chionn, giogan ad shuil,

Nathair-nimhe 's i teachd dluth, 's i teachd dluth,
Thall thall,

Fhir a th' ann.

Ars' am baobh caol buidhe :

Ospag, ospag, fhir a th' ann !

'Nuair bhios tu thall, 'nuair bhios tu thall,

Bidh tus' an laimh, bidh tus' an laimh,
Gaoth 'ga reothadh feadh an t-seilich,

Guin is fuachd mar uisge goileach,
Thall, thall,

Fhir a bh' ann.

Said the lean black wizard

:

Torture, torture, man that be !

Over there, over there,

Thou shalt be bound, thou shalt be bound,
Wasps to-day, midges to-morrow,
Eating thee, itching thee, tumouring thee,

Over there, over there,
Man that be.

Said the bald grey wizard

:

Torture, torture, man that be !

Over there, over there.
Thou shalt be bound, thou shalt be bound,
A raven above thee, a thistle in thine eye,
A venom-serpent coming nigh, coming nigh,

Over there, over there,
Man that be.

Said the sjeek yellow wizard

:

Torture, torture, man that be !

Over there, over there.
Thou shalt be bound, thou shalt be bound,
Wind a-freezing through the willows,
Stinging cold like scalding water,

Over there, over there,
Man that was.*

And while the wizards were at the croon, the cleric was making the cairn, the sacred circle,

round about himself ; and once he had made the picture of the Cross on it and blessed it in

the name of Father, Son, and Holy Spirit, he knew then that no evil could come upon him,

howsoever long till cock-crow—but for all that, O man of my heart, the loch was deep and the

loch was black !

From the hills, the last refuge of paganism, the Death-croon leads us to the sea and the

Iona coracles. A world of years ago (said an old Eigg woman),6 long long before Prince Charlie

landed in Moidart, the folk there were fierce and dark and ignorant ; they kept BealUainn, Beltane,

better than Christmas or Easter Sunday, and (O Mary Mother, sain us from evil !) it is said they

would even be praying to the serpents. Columba of my love heard of this, and it gave him a

sore heart that people should be so far in their own light as to turn their back on heaven and
the saints—sure, he was ever the dilleagan, the beauteous-one, son of a king and grandson of a

king, and he might have been a king himself, had that been his wish—but to get back to my tale,

he sent two of his monks to Moidart to teach the folk there the good Christian ways of the church.

But were they not the foolish ones, the folk of Moidart ! They would not listen to the monks,

and at last the younger of the two said :
" We will return to Iona and leave the seven curses

of the church on Moidart." In the dusk of evening the two were down on the shore, with

their coracle in sailing trim, and something in their faces which no wise person would wish to

see. " I hear the dip of oars," said the younger one, " and the sound is making for the point

further down." Wonder soon brought them to the spot, and what they saw was a coracle gliding

away into the darkness, a lady-lord clothed in white lying on the strand, and a baby boy sucking

a cold breast. And the older monk began to chant the Death-croon over the dead, but I do not

know what the words were, for it is said he never chanted that croon again, but always a better

one. Before he was through with it, the eyes of the baby boy were upon him. " She is not

dead," said the little one, " but she always loses life and milk when the monks of Iorta tose their

heat-love for the folk." What more ? O treasure of my heart, miserable creatures like us

may not know what passed between the Blessed Mary and her Son and the monks of Iona

—

but, at any rate, the two men returned to their coracle and made a hole in her.

Kenneth Macleod.

s Witches and wizards were notorious for tricky diction. One of their worst curses went forth disguised as a blessing

:

An Ti 6A' air Neamk 'gad bkeannackadh, "The Being that was in Heaven bless thee." "May He cjo that
same," said the unwary ones, and at once the curse took a grip of them. "May the Being that is in Heaven
sain us,

1
' said the wise ones—and lo ! the curse disappeared in black smoke.

6 Peggy MacCormick— Peigi Bhan. She and her brother, Vincent MacEachin, carried with them into the grave legends
and runes '.vhich, had they been noted down, would have made quite a remarkable volume.
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IN HEBRID SEAS.

(Heman Dubh. An ancient Waulking Song.)

Noted from the singing- of Joan Stuart, Coll, Lewis,

Moderate

and Arr: for voice and piano with English words by

MARJORY KENNEDY- FRASER.

PIANO.
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THE LAY OF DIARMAD.
Literally translated from the Gaelic, as told in the Island ofEigg.

(Generally (and popularly) speaking, what King Arthur is to the Cymric Celts, so is Fionn, the Fair One, to the Celts

of Ireland and Scotland. Of the points of resemblance between the different romances circling- round these two heroes,

perhaps the most interesting- is the love-story of Diarmad and Grainne in the Fiona Saga, corresponding- to that of Gui-

nevere and Lancelot in Arthurian Romance. Here is the story of Diarmad, as told not so long ago by old folk in the Is-

land of Eigg.)

There was a Beauty-spot on the brow of Diarmad, the son of Fionn's sister, and woman-soever who saw it took the

love of her heart for him, so that nothing could gladden her but to be within sight of his eye. The rest of the Fayne^

were not at all pleased at this; no worth was hunting or fishing or fighting if Diarmad was not there, but if there he

was, there would be the women also, and think ye that fin of salmon or antler of stag or head of foe would come into

camp, with all the women of the countryside about! At last, and at long last, the word went out that Diarmad must

needs put a covering on his Beauty-spot, and if this he did, no more were women seen in the fighting camp of the

Fayne.

On a day of days, Diarmad was walking to and fro in front of Fionn's house, and unwittingly he tramped on the tail

of a little pup that was frisking and frolicing about his feet. Stooped the hero down to caress the pretty little awk-

ward creature, and if he did, off his brow slipped the covering. And och! och! sure, mischance was in Fate that day,

for who was standing in the door but Grainne, wife of Fionn, loveliest of women, the choice-one of Alba and Erin and

every country on which a tale is put. No sooner got she a glimpse of the Beauty-spot than she took for Diarmad the

full-love of her heart, and deeper was that love than the deepness of the sea, and stronger than the sun of the thaw.

"I will go with thee, Diarmad" said she,"to the far-off edge of the world'.' "Thou shalt not go with me5' said Diarmad,

"great would be the disgrace to me if I did wrong to my mother's brother!' "I will go with thee, Diarmad',' said she,

"so long as there is a drop of water in the sea or a beam of light in the sun, and Avhen one or other of them fail, I will

die with thee then;' But no eye had Diarmad for her, and his ear and his thought were towards the whining of far a-

way hounds and they omening evil. And Grainne went then and put on Diarmad the Three Spells of Love, one in his

eye to make him see what she wished him to see, one in his mouth to make him say what she wished him to say, and

one in his heart to make him think what she wished him to tjiink; and when Diarmad looked at her again, bethought

he that here was a woman fairer than the rising of the sun after the night of the heavy dew, and took he for her noAv

the heat-love of his heart, and stronger was that love than the fear of disgrace.'We will go, Diarmad," said Grainne.
' We will go, Grainne" said Diarmad. And they took the track of the stag and the hind across the hill, and as they went

they were leaving behind them the light of the day and entering the dusk of the night. At last they heard the whoop
of the night -hag,2and they understood that this was the Forest of Gloom at any rate, if that was not its name, no o-

ther name had ever been put on it.''We will stay here, Diarmad','said Grainne,"We will stay," said Diarmad, "but what if

the Fayne come after us'.' 'They will not come," said Grainne, 'if the Venom-boar be here, and it is here he is'.'

But not so went the matter. Ere the little birds of song could sip the cool morning water, heard was the baying of

hounds, and behind them were Fionn and his men. Diarmad came out of the wood to meet them. "Diarmad',' said

Fionn, "it is not the hunting of the stag that put us so early from home to-day." "If it is not that',' said Diarmad,'it is

a worse errand'.' "That same" said Fionn, "we are on the track of the Venom-boar, and he spoiling our hunting since a

day and a year I like not,0 son of my sister, the mischance that takes off me stag or hind'.' "And not far off is that

same mischance;' said the other. "Thou wilt come with us, Diarmad',' said Fionn, "it was not thy wont to be slack in

the hunting-hill, and sweeter in the ear is the baying of the hound than the cooing of the dove in the wood'.' "I wrill

come with you',' said Diarmad,"though it were the last time'.' From the rising to the setting of the sun tracked they

the Venom-boar, and if once they were on his scent twice were they off it all day long, and if at last he was killed,

the honour of the deed to Diarmad.

"The length of the boar," said Fionn, "is seven feet four times1
.' "Three times',' said Diarmad, "and thou wilt be at

it? "Measure and see," said Fionn. Diarmad measured "Seven feet three times',' said he, "and not an inch more!'

'That may be so, as thou hast measured" said Fionn,"but measure thou the boar against the bristle, and thou wilt see

that I am right'.' Diarmad measured again, this time against the bristle, and if he did, into his finger went one of

the poisonous bristles, and ere long Death was at his throat. "What is fated must happen'/said Fionn, 'Diarmad it

was, Dearg*it is'.'

"O brother of my mother," said Dearg,"where be thy healing cup?" "I left it at home'/ said Fionn, 'but son of

my sister, I will not let death on thee; I will go to the well of the birdsf and lift in my two palms the water that mil
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make healing- to thee'.' And Fionn ran to the well and in his two palms lifted the pure clear water that the birds

delight to drink, but Dearg was out of his sight now, and anger began to blind him. He took off me the Beauty

of my wife',' said he, "I will not make healing to him? And as his ang-er rose, his fingers began to .sneak from

each other, and when he came back to Dearg, water nor water had he for the healing. "O brother of my mother,"

said Dearg, and he in great pain, "where be thy healing?" Stronger now was pity than anger in the heart of Fionn,

and he ran back to the well of the birds, and lifted in his two palms the pure clear water that would make the heal-

ing of life. But Dearg was again out of his sight, and anger began to smother pity. 'lie took off me the Wisdom
of my wife, I will not make healing to him'.' And as the anger rose in his breast, the water in his palms subsided,

until at last not a drop was to be seen. Dearg had now the rattle in his throat, and the heart of Fionn filled again

with pity, and he ran back to the well of the birds, and lifted in his two palms the pure clear water of healing. But

he could not see Dearg now, and he could only think of the disgrace brought on himself and the Fcye. 'He took

off me the Love of my wife, I will not make healing to him, I will let death on hirnV And what of the water oozed

not through his fingers was sucked up by the heat of his anger, and when he came back his palms were as dry

as a rock under the mid-day sun. Dearg was now in the last of the Three Agonies® and Fionn shed over him the

tears of love and pity. ''My dear sister's only son',' said he, 'I will not let death on him, I will make healing to him'.'

And he gave one great standing-jump7to the well of the birds, and another great standing-jump back, with the pure clear

water of healing in his palms; but if quick he was, quicker still was the coming of Death, and Dearg was now in

his sleep.

And that night Grainne, Love-of-women. kept the death-watch over Dearg, and she made the Lays
to him which

the sorrow-women of the wake still sing. And next morning, when they were putting him into the grave, along

with his hawk and hound, sudden-leapt Grainne in beside him— and she and Dearg were left in the Death-sleep

side by side.

KENNETH MACLEOD.

1
Gaelic Feinn,the collective name for Fionn's Followers.

3The owl.

9
It had been prophesied that Diarmad and the Venom-boar should have

"the one death'.'

4
"Red',' "blood red'.'

5 The tale of Diarmad has been localised in the Island of Eigg. Tobnr-

an-tiiirc/'The boar's well" is still pointed out, and its water is supposed to

have the healing virtue which Diarmad needed so much but never got.

Within a mile of it is Tobar-nan-e.mi, '"The well of the birds'.'

6 The Three Agonies are: An e so an t-Eztg? Ts eagnl team gur e. Is eagal learn

nach e. "Is this death? I fear it is. I fear it isn't'.'

'Gaelic: cmiim-kitm—a. leap without a run. A running leap is called hum-roid.

8 This Lay was of old considered the masterpiece of its kind— (?«c// r/an

gu Dan an Deirg. "The lays up to the Lay of Dearg." The version given

here was carried from Skye to Eigg by Janet Macleod.

The Lay of Diarmad.



112

THE LAY OF DIARMAD.

Traditional "Version from

Janet Macleod,Eigg\

Maestoso e dolente.

Arr. (to the traditional air) for Voice and Piano by

MARJORY KENNEDY-FRASER.
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