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 XVIII. THE
CHEST

From Mrs MacGeachy,
Islay.

BEFORE this there was
a king, and he wished to see his son with a wife before she should
depart. His son said he had better go for a wife; and he gave him
half a hundred pounds to get her. He went forward in to a hostelry
to stay in it. He went down to a chamber with a good fire in front
of him; and when he had gotten meat, the man of the house went down
to talk to him. He told the man of the house the journey on which
he was. The man of the house told him he need not go further; that
there was a little house opposite to his sleeping chamber that the
man of the house had three fine daughters; and if he would stand in
the window of his chamber in the morning, that he would see one
after another coming to dress herself. That they were all like each
other, and that he could not distinguish one from the other, but
that the eldest had a mole. That many were going to ask for them,
but that none got them, because whoever wished for one, must tell
whether the one he liked best was younger or older; and if he made
her out, that she would cost him a hundred pounds. "I have but half
a hundred," said the king's son. "I will give thee another half
hundred," said the man of the house, "if thou wilt pay me at the
end of a day and a year; and if thou dost not pay me, a strip of
skin shall come from the top of thy head to the sole of thy
foot."

On the morrow when he
rose he went to the window; he saw the girls coming to dress
themselves; and after meat in the morning, he went over to the
house of their father. When he went in he was taken down to a
chamber, and the man of the house went down to talk to him. He told
the journey on which he was, and he said to him, "They tell me that
thou hast three fine daughters." "I have that same, but I am afraid
that it is not thou who wilt buy them." "I will give them a trial,
at all events," said he. The three were sent down before him, and
it was said to him "Whether she, the one he liked best, was the
elder or younger." He thought he would take the one with the mole,
because he knew she was the eldest. She then was much pleased that
it was she herself he was for. He asked her father how much she
would be, and her father said she would be a hundred pounds. He
bought her and he took her to the house, of his father, and the
married. Shortly after they married his father departed.

A day or two after the
death of the old king the young king was out hunting; he saw a
great ship coming in to the strand; lie went down to ask the
captain what be had on board. The captain said,

"That he had a cargo
of silk." Thou must," said he, "give me a gown of the best silk
thou hast for my wife." "Indeed!" said the captain, "thou must have
an exceedingly good wife when thou must have a gown of the best
silk I have on board." "I have that," said the king, "a wife many
of whose equals are not to be got." "Wilt thou lay a wager," said
the captain, "that with all her goodness I will not get leave to
enter thy chamber?" "I will lay a wager, anything thou desiredst,
that thou wilt not." "What wager wilt thou lay?" said the captain.
"I will put the heirship in pledge," said the king. Said the
captain: "I will put all the silk in ship in pledge to thee that I
will." The captain came on shore and the king went on
board.

The captain went where
the hen-wife was, to try if she could make any way to get in with
to king's chamber that night. The hen-wife thought a while, and she
said "That she did not think that there was any way that would
succeed." The captain rose here, and he was going. "Stop thou!"
said she, "I have thought on a way: her maid servant and I are well
with each other; I will say to her that I have got word from a
sister of mine that I will scarce find her alive; I will say to the
king's wife that I must go to see my sister; that I have a big
kist, of good worth, and I should like if she would oblige me and
let it into her own sleeping chamber till I come back." She went
where the queen was, she asked her this, and she got leave. Here
the captain was put into the kist, and the king's gillies were
gathered, and the kist put in the chamber. The king's wife was
within by herself wearying, for the king was not coming home. At
last she went to bed; when she was going to bed she put a gold ring
that was on her finger, and a gold chain that was about her neck,
on a board that was opposite to the bed. When the man who was in
the kist thought that she had time to be asleep, he rose and he
took with him the chain and the ring, and he went into the kist
again. At the mouth of day came the hen-wife to ask for the kist;
the gillies were gathered, and the kist was taken down. When every
one went from the house, as soon as he could, the captain rose and
he went down to the ship; he shook the chain and the ring at the
king. Then the king thought that the captain had been with his
wife, or that he could not have the chain and ring. He said to the
captain, "Would he put him over to the other side of the loch?" The
captain, said, "That he would." When the captain got him over he
returned himself, and he went to dwell in the king's house. Then
the king's wife did not know what to do with herself, for that the
king had not come home. She went that day and she dressed herself
in man's clothes, and she went down to the strand; she met with a
boat, and she said to them, "Would they put her over on the other
side?" They put her over, and she went on forward till she reached
the house of a gentleman; she struck in the door, and the maid
servant came down. She said to her, "Did she know if her master
wanted a stable gillie?" The maid servant said, "That she did not
know, but that she would ask." The maid servant went and she asked
her master if he wanted a stable gillie. He said, "He did;" and he
asked that he should come in; he engaged her, and she stayed
working about the stable. There was a herd of wild beasts coming
every night, and going into an empty barn that the gentleman had; a
wild man after them, and his face covered with beard. She kept
asking her master to send a man with her, and that they would catch
him. Her master said, "That he would not; that they had no business
with them; and that he had not done any harm to them." She went out
one night by herself, and she stole with her the key of the barn
door; she lay hid in a hole till the wild man and the beasts went
in; she took with her the gillies, and they caught the wild man.
They brought him in and they took off his beard; when the beard
came off him she knew him, but she took no notice; and he did not
know her. On the morrow he was about to go, but she spoke to her
master to keep him; that the work was too heavy on her, and that
she needed help. Her master ordered her to keep him. She kept him
with her, and he himself and she were cleaning the
stable.

A short time after
this she spoke to her master for leave to go home on a trip to see
her friends. Her master gave her leave. She said she would like
well to have her gillie with her, and the two best horses that were
in the stable.

When they went, she
was questioning him by the way what had made him go with these wild
beasts; or what be was at before the day. He would not tell her
anything. They went on forward till they came to the hostelry where
he had got the half hundred pounds. When she set her face down to
the house, he refused to go into it. She said to him, "Did he do
anything wrong, as he was refusing to go into it." He said, "That
he had got half a hundred pounds from the man of the house." She
said to him, "Had he paid them;" and he said, "That he had not
paid, and that a strip of skin was to come from the top of his head
to the sole of his foot, if it was not paid at the end of a day and
a year." She said, "It would be well deserved; but that she was
going to stay the night in the hostelry, and that she must go
down." She asked him to put the horses into the stable, and they
went in to the hostelry. He was standing in the door of the stable,
and his head was bent. The man of the house came out, and he saw
him. "My big gillie, I have thee here," said the man of the house;
"art thou going to pay me to-day?" "I am not," said he. Then he
went in, and they were going to begin to cut the strip of skin. She
heard the noise, and she asked what they were going to do to her
gillie. They said, "They were going to cut a strip of skin off him
from his crown to his sole." "If that was to be done," said she,
"he was not to lose a drop of blood; send up here a web of linen,
let him stand on it, and if a drop of blood comes out of him,
another strip of skin shall come off thee." Here there was nothing
for it but to let him go; they could not make anything of it. Early
on the morrow she took him over with her to the house of her
father. If he was against going to the hostelry the night before,
he was seven times as much when going to her father's house. "Didst
thou do harm here too, as thou art against going in?" "I got a wife
here such a time since." "What came of her?" "I don't know." No
wonder whatever happens to thee, thou hast only to put up with all
that comes thy way." When her father saw him, he said: "I have thee
here! Where is thy wife?" "I don't know where she is." "What didst
thou to her?" said her father. He could not tell what he had done
to her. Now there was nothing to be done but to hang him to a tree.
There was to be a great day about the hanging, and a great many
gentlemen were to come to see it. She asked her father what they
were going to do to her gillie. Her father said, "That they were
going to hang him; he bought a wife from me, and he does not know
what has happened to her." She went out to see the gentles coming
in to the town; she asked of the one of the finest horse, what was
his worth. "Five score," said he. "Though he were five hundreds,
he's mine," said she. She told her servant to put a shot in the
horse. She asked her father if he had paid for his wife. He said he
had paid. "If he paid," said she, "thou hast no business with him,
he might do what he liked with her; I bought the finest horse that
came into the town to-day; I made my gillie put a shot in him, and
who dares to say that it is ill." Here there was nothing to be done
but to let him loose. They could do nothing to him because he had
bought her.

Here she went in to
her father's house, and she told one of her sisters to give her a
gown. "What art thou going to do with a gown?" said she. "Never
mind, if I spoil it I'll pay for it." When she put on the gown her
father and sisters knew her. Her father and sisters told him that
it was she was with him, and he did not believe them. She put off
the woman's clothes and put on the man's clothes again. They went,
herself and he; they went on forward till they were near his own
old house. "Now," said she, "we will stay here to-night; do thou
sit at the top of the stair, and thou shalt set down all the talk
that I and the man of the house will have." When they went in and
sat, she and the man of the house began to talk together. "I
thought," said she to the captain, "that a king was dwelling here;
how didst thou get it?" He was that who was here before; but I am
thinking, as thou art a stranger, that I may tell thee how I got
it." " Thou mayest," said she, "I will not make a tale of thee, the
matter does not touch me." He told her every turn, how the hen wife
had put him in the kist, and the rest of the matter, to the going
of the king on the morrow.

Very early on the
morrow the man of the house was going to court: he said to her
"That if she was not in a hurry to go away, that she might go with
him to listen to the court." She said "she would be willing, and
she would like well that her gillie should be with her." She went
in the coach with the captain, and her gillie rode after her. When
the court was over she said, "That she had got a word or two to
say, if it were their pleasure to let her speak." They said to her,
"To let them hear what she had to say." She said to her gillie,
"Rise up and give them the paper thou wrotest last night." When
they read the paper, she said, "What should be done to that man?"
"Hang him, if he were here," said they.

"There you have him,"
said she, "do with him what you will." Herself and the king got
back to their own house, and they were as they were
before.

* * * * * * *

This was written,
April 1859, by Hector MacLean, "from the dictation of Catherine
Milloy, a Cowal woman, married to a mer at Kilmeny, Islay--one
Angus MacGeachy. Mrs. MacGeachy learned the story from a young man
who resides in Cowal, Robert MacColl."


 XIX.
THE INHERITANCE

From Donald Macintyre,
Benbecula.

THERE was once a
farmer, and he was well off. He had three sons. When he was on the
bed of death he called them to him, and he said, "My sons, I am
going to leave you: let there be no disputing when I am gone. In a
certain drawer, in a dresser in the inner chamber, you will find a
sum of gold; divide it fairly and honestly amongst you, work the
farm, and live together as you have done with me;" and shortly
after the old man went away. The sons buried him; and when all was
over, they went to the drawer, and when they drew it out there was
nothing in it.

They stood for a while
without speaking a word. Then the youngest spoke, and he
said--"There is no knowing if there ever was any money at all;" the
second said--"There was money surely, wherever it is now;" and the
eldest said--"Our father never told a lie, There was money
certainly, though I cannot understand the matter." "Come," said the
eldest, "let us go to such an old man; he was our father's friend;
he knew him well; he was at school with him; and no man knew so
much of his affairs. Let us go to consult him."

So the brothers went
to the house of the old man, and they told him all that had
happened. "Stay with me," said the old man, "and I will think over
this matter. I cannot understand it; but, as you know, your father
and I were very great with each other. When he had children I had
sponsorship, and when I had children he had gostji. I know that
your father never told a lie." And he kept them there, and he gave
them meat and drink for ten days.

Then he sent for the
three young lads, and he made them sit down beside him, and he
said--

"There was once a
young lad, and he was poor; and he took love for the daughter of a
rich neighbour, and she took love for him; but because he was so
poor there could be no wedding. So at last they pledged themselves
to each other, and the young man went away, and stayed in his own
house. After a time there came another suitor, and because he was
well off, the girl's father made her promise to marry him, and
after a time they were married. But when the bridegroom came to
her, he found her weeping and bewailing; and he said, 'What ails
thee?' The bride would say nothing for a long time; but at last she
told him all about it, and how she was pledged to another man.
'Dress thyself,' said the man, 'and follow me.' So she dressed
herself in the wedding clothes, and he took the horse, and put her
behind him, and rode to the house of the other man, and when he got
there, he struck in the door, and he called out, 'Is there man
within?' and when the other answered, he left the bride there
within the door, and he said nothing, but he returned home. Then
the man got up, and got a light, and who was there but the bride in
her wedding dress.

"'What brought thee
here?" said he. 'Such a man,' said the bride. 'I was married to him
to-day, and when I told him of the promise we had made, he brought
me here himself and left me.'

"'Sit thou there,'
said the man; 'art thou not married?' So he took the horse, and he
rode to the priest, and he brought him to the house, and before the
priest he loosed the woman from the pledge she had given, and he
gave her a line of writing that she was free, and he set her on the
horse, and said, 'Now return to thy husband.'

"So the bride rode
away in the darkness in her wedding dress. She had not gone far
when she came to a thick wood where three robbers stopped and
seized her. 'Aha!' said one, 'we have waited long, and we have got
nothing, but now we have got the bride herself.' 'Oh,' said she,
'let me go: let me go to my husband; the man that I was pledged to
has let me go. Here are ten pounds in gold--take them, and let me
go on my journey.' And so she begged and prayed for a long time,
and told what had happened to her. At last one of the robbers, who
was of a better nature than the rest, said, 'Come, as the others
have done this, I will take you home myself.' 'Take thou the
money,' said she. 'I will not take a penny,' said the robber; but
the other two said, 'Give us the money,' and they took the ten
pounds. The woman rode home, and the robber left her at her
husband's door, and she went in, and showed him the line--the
writing that the other had given her before the priest, and they
were well pleased."

"Now," said the old
man, "which of all these do you think did best? So the eldest son
said, "I think the man that sent the woman to him to whom she was
pledged, was the honest, generous man: he did well." The second
said, "Yes, but the man to whom she was pledged did still better,
when he sent her to her husband." "Then," said the youngest, "I
don't know myself; but perhaps the wisest of all were the robbers
who got the money." Then the old man rose up, and he said, "Thou
hast thy father's gold and silver. I have kept you here for ten
days; I have watched you well. I know your father never told a lie,
and thou hast stolen the money." And so the youngest son had to
confess the fact, and the money was got and divided.

* * * * * * *

I know nothing like
No. 19. No. 20 begins like a German story in Grimm; but the rest is
unlike anything I have read or heard. The first part has come to me
in another shape, from Ross-shire; and some men whom I met in South
Uist seemed to know these incidents.


 XX. THE
THREE WISE MEN

From Donald MacIntyre,
Benbecula.

THERE was once a
farmer, and he was very well off, but he had never cast an eye on
the women, though he was old enough to be married. So one day he
took the horse and saddle, and rode to the house of another farmer,
who bad a daughter, to see if she would suit him for a wife, and
when he got there the farmer asked him to come in, and gave him
food and drink, and he saw the daughter, and he thought she would
suit him well. So he said to the father, "I am thinking it is time
for me to be married, I am going to look for a wife"--(here there
was along conversation, which I forget). So the man told his wife
what the other had said, and she told her daughter to make haste
and set the house in order, for that such a man was come and he was
looking for a wife, and she had better show how handy she was. Well
never mind, the daughter was willing enough, so she began to set
the house in order, and the first thing she thought of was to make
up the fire, so she ran out of the house to the peat-stack. Well,
while she was bent down filling her apron with peats, what should
fall but a great heap from the top of the stack on her head and
shoulders. So she thought to herself, "Oh, now, if I were married
to that man, and about to be a mother, and all these peats fallen
on my head, I should now be finished and all my posterity;" and she
gave a great burst of weeping, and sat down lamenting and
bewailing. The mother was longing for her daughter to come back, so
she went out and found her sitting crying in the end of the
peat-stack, and she said, "What is on thee?" and the daughter said,
"Oh, mother, the peat-stack fell on my head, and I thought if I
were now married to that man, and about to be a mother, I was done,
and all my posterity;" and the mother said, "That is true for thee,
my daughter; that is true, indeed," and she sat down and cried too.
Then the father was getting cold, so he too went out, wondering
what kept the women, and when he found them, they told him what
happened, and he said, "That would have been unfortunate indeed,"
and he began to roar and cry too. The wooer at last came out
himself, and found them all crying in the end of the peat-stack,
and when they had told him why they were lamenting, he said, "Never
you mind. It may be that this may never happen at all. Go you
in-doors, and cry no more." Then he took his horse and saddle, and
rode home; and as he went, he thought, "What a fool I am to be
stopping here all my life. Here I sit, and know no more of the
world than a stock. I know how to grow corn, and that is all I
know. I will go and see the world, and I will never come home till
I find thee as wise as those were foolish whom I left crying in the
peat-stack." And so when he got home, he set everything in order,
and took the horse and went away. And he travelled the Gældom and
the Galldom Highlands and strange lands for many a day, and got
much knowledge. At last, one fine evening he came to a pretty plot
of green ground in a glen, by a river; and on it there were three
men standing. They were like each other, and dressed alike. Their
dress was a long coat with short brigis, and a broad belt about the
middle, and caps on their heads. (What dress is that? That is the
dress they used to wear here. I remember my father well; he always
wore it.) So he put Failte on them (saluted them). The three men
never answered a word. They looked at him, and then they bent their
heads slowly towards each other--(here the narrator bent his own
head, and spoke solemnly)-and there they staid with their heads
bowed for ten minutes. Then they raised their heads, and one said,
"If I had without what I have within, I would give thee a night's
share;" the second said, "If I had done what is undone, I would
give thee a night's share;" and the third said, "I have nothing
more than usual, come with me." So the farmer followed the old man
to his house, wondering what all this should mean. When they had
gone in and sat down, he wondered still more, for his host never
offered him a drink till he had told him all about his journey.
Then he said, "Quicker is a drink than a tale;" and the old man
gave a laugh, and struck the board, and a fine woman came and gave
him a great cup of ale, and that was good. And he drank it, and
thought to himself, "if I had that woman for my wife, she would be
better than the one I left weeping in the peat-stack." The old man
laughed again, and he said, "If two were willing that might be."
The farmer wondered that this old man should know his thoughts, and
answer them, but he held his tongue. Then the old man struck the
board, and a girl came in, and he thought, "If I had that one for
my wife, she would be better than the girl I left howling in the
peat-stack." The old man gave another little laugh, and he said,
"If three were willing that might be too," and the girl set a small
pot on the fire. The farmer looked at it, and thought, "This man
must have a small company." "Ah," said the man, "it will go
about."

"Now," said the
farmer, "I must know what all this means. I will neither eat nor
drink in this house unless you tell me. I saluted you, and you bent
your heads, and never answered for ten minutes. When you did speak,
I could not understand you, and now you seem to understand my
thoughts." Then the old man said, "Sit down, and I will explain it
all. Our father was a very wise man. We never knew how wise he was
till long after he went away. We are three brothers, and on the bed
of death our father left us this pretty place, and we have it
amongst us, and plenty besides. Our father made us swear that we
would never talk on important matters but in whispers. When thou
camest, we bent our heads and whispered, as we always do, for men
cannot dispute in a whisper, and we never quarrel. My first brother
had the corpse of his mother-in-law within; he was unwilling to ask
a stranger to a house of sorrow. She is to be buried to-morrow--If
that were out which he had within, he had given thee a night's
share. My second brother has a wife who will do nothing till she
gets three blows of a stick. Then she is like other women, and a
good wife; he did not like a stranger to see the blows given, and
he knew she would do nothing without them--If he had done what was
undone, he had given thee a night's share. I had nothing to do more
than usual. Thou didst tell thy news, and when my wife came in, I
knew thy thought. If I were dead, and thou and she were willing,
you might be married. So if I, and thou, and my daughter were
willing, you might be married too. Now, then, said the old man, sit
and eat. The little pot will go about; it will serve for us. My
company eat without." On the morrow, the old man said, "I must go
to the funeral to my brother's house, do thou stay here." But he
said, "I will not stay in any man's house when he is away. I will
go with you to the funeral." When came back he staid some time in
the old man's house. He married the daughter, and got a good share
of the property. And, now, was not that a lucky peat-stack for the
farmer.

* * * * * * *

This story and No. 19
were told to me on the 6th of September 1859, in the inn at the
Sound of Benbecula, by a man whose name would sound to Saxon ears
like Dolicolichyarlich; a Celt would know it for Donald MacDonald
MacCharles, and his surname is MacIntyre; he is a cotter, and lives
in Benbecula.

Donald is known as a
good teller of tales, so I walked six miles to his house and heard
him tell a long version of the tale of Conal Gulbanach.


 XXI. A
PUZZLE

From Kenneth M'Lennan,
Turnaid, Ross-shire.

THERE was a custom
once through the Gældom, when a man would die, that the whole
people of the place would gather together to the house in which the
dead man was--Tigh aire faire (the shealing of watching), and they
would be at drinking, and singing, and telling tales, till the
white day should come. At this time they were gathered together in
the house of watching, and there was a man in this house, and when
the tale went about, he had neither tale nor song, and as he had
not, he was put out at the door. When he was put out he stood at
the end of the barn; he was afraid to go farther. He was but a
short time standing when he saw nine, dressed in red garments,
going past, and shortly after that he saw other nine going past in
green dresses; shortly after this he saw other nine going past in
blue dresses. A while after that came a horse, and a woman and a
man on him. Said the woman to the man, "I will go to speak to that
man who is there at the end of the barn." She asked him what he was
doing standing there? He told her? "Sawest thou any man going past
since the night fell?" said she. He said that he had; he told her
all he had seen. "Thou sawest all that went past since the night
fell," said she. "Well then," said she, "the first nine thou
sawest, these were brothers of my father, and the second nine
brothers of my mother, and the third nine, these were my own sons,
and they are altogether sons to that man who is on the horse. That
is my husband; and there is no law in Eirinn, nor in Alaba, nor in
Sasunn that can find fault with us. Go thou in, and I myself will
not believe but that a puzzle is on them till day;" and she went
and she left him.

* * * * * *
*

Written by Hector
Urquhart. The answer is founded on a mistaken belief that it is
lawful for a woman to marry her grandmother's husband. I am told
that there are numerous puzzles of the same kind now current in
India.


 XXII. THE RIDERE (KNIGHT) OF RIDDLES

From John Mackenzie,
fisherman, near Inverary.

THERE was a king once,
and he married a great lady, and she departed on the birth of her
first son. And a little after this the king married another one,
and he had a son by this one too. The two lads were growing up.
Then it struck in the queen's head that it was not her son who
would come into the kingdom; and she set it before her that she
would poison the eldest son. And so she sent advice to the cook
that they would put poison in the drink of the heir; but as luck
was in it, so it was that the youngest brother heard them, and he
said to his brother not to take the draught, nor to drink it at
all; and so he did. But the queen wondered that the lad was not
dead; and she thought that there was not enough of poison in the
drink, and she asked the cook to put more in the drink on this
night. It was thus they did: and when the cook made up the drink,
she said that he would not be long alive after this draught. But
his brother heard this also, and he told this likewise. The eldest
thought he would put the draught into a little bottle, and he said
to his brother--"If I stay in this house I have no doubt she will
do for me some way or other, and the quicker I leave the house the
better. I will take the world for my pillow, and there is no
knowing what fortune will be on me." His brother said that he would
go with him, and they took themselves off to the stable, and they
put saddles on two horses and they took their soles out of
that.

They had not gone very
far from the house when the eldest one said--"There is no knowing
if poison was in the drink at all, though we went away. Try it in
the horse's ear and we shall see." The horse went not far when he
fell. "That was only a rattle-bones of a horse at all events," said
the eldest one, and together they got up on the one horse, and so
they went forwards. "But," said he, "I can scarce believe that
there is any poison in the drink, let's try it on this horse." That
he did, and they went not far when the horse fell cold dead. They
thought to take the hide off him, and that it would keep them warm
on this night for it was close at hand. In the morning when they
woke they saw twelve ravens coming and lighting on the carcase of
the horse, and they were not long there when they fell over
dead.

They went and lifted
the ravens, and they took them with them, and the first town they
reached they gave the ravens to a baker, and they asked him to make
a dozen pies of the ravens. They took the pies with them, and they
went on their journey. About the mouth of night, and when they were
in a great thick wood that was there, there came four and twenty
robbers out of the wood, and they said to them to deliver their
purses; but they said that they had no purse, but that they had a
little food which they were carrying with them. "Good is even
meat!" and the robbers began to eat it, but they had not eaten too
boldly when they fell hither and thither. When they saw that the
robbers were dead, they ransacked their pockets, and they got much
gold and silver on the robbers. They went forward till they reached
the Knight of Riddles.

The house of the
Knight of Riddles was in the finest place in that country, and if
his house was pretty, it was his daughter was pretty (indeed). Her
like was not on the surface of the world altogether; so handsome
was she, and no one would get her to marry but the man who would
put a question to this knight that he could not solve. The chaps
thought that they would go and they would try to put a question to
him; and the youngest one was to stand in place of gillie to his
eldest brother. They reached the house of the Knight of Riddles
with this question--"One killed two, and two killed twelve, and
twelve killed four and twenty, and two got out of it;" and they
were to be in great majesty and high honour till he should solve
the riddle.

They were thus a while
with the Ridere, but on a day of days came one of the knight's
daughter's maidens of company to the gillie, and asked him to tell
her the question. He took her plaid from her and let her go, but he
did not tell her, and so did the twelve maidens, day after day, and
he said to the last one that no creature had the answer to the
riddle but his master down below. No matter! The gillie told his
master each thing as it happened. But one day after this came the
knight's daughter to the eldest brother, and she was so fine, and
she asked him to tell her the question. And now there was no
refusing her, and so it was that he told her, but he kept her
plaid. And the Knight of Riddles sent for him, and he solved the
riddle. And he said that he had two choices: to lose his head, or
to be let go in a crazy boat without food or drink, without oar or
scoop. The chap spoke and he said--"I have another question to put
to thee before all these things happen." "Say on," said the knight.
"Myself and my gillie were on a day in the forest shooting. My
gillie fired at a hare, and she fell, and he took her skin off, and
let her go; and so he did to twelve, he took their skins off and
let them go. And at last came a great fine hare, and I myself fired
at her, and I took her skin off and I let her go." "Indeed thy
riddle is not hard to solve, my lad," said the knight. And so the
lad got the knight's daughter to wife, and they made a great hearty
wedding that lasted a day and a year. The youngest one went home
now that his brother had got so well on his way, and the eldest
brother gave him every right over the kingdom that was at
home.

There were near the
march of the kingdom of the Knight of Riddles three giants, and
they were always murdering and slaying some of the knight's people,
and taking the spoil from them. On a day of days the Knight of
Riddles said to his son-in-law, that if the spirit of a man were in
him, he would go to kill the giants, as they were always bringing
such losses on the country. And thus it was, he went and he met the
giants, and he came home with the three giants' heads, and he threw
them at the knight's feet. "Thou art an able lad doubtless, and thy
name hereafter is the Hero of the White Shield." The name of the
Hero of the White Shield went far and near.

The brother of the
Hero of the White Shield was exceedingly strong and clever, and
without knowing what the Hero of the White Shield was, he thought
he would try a trick with him. The Hero of the White Shield was now
dwelling on the lands of the Giants, and the knight's daughter with
him. His brother came and he asked to make a comhrag (fight as a
bull) with him. The men began at each other, and they took to
wrestling from morning till evening. At last and at length, when
they were tired, weak, and given up, the Hero of the White Shield
jumped over a great rampart, and he asked him to meet him in the
morning. This leap put the other to shame, and he said to him "Well
may it be that thou wilt not be so supple about this time
to-morrow." The young brother now went to a poor little bothy that
was near to the house of the Hero of the White Shield tired and
drowsy, and in the morning they dared the fight again. And the Hero
of the White Shield began to go back, till he went backwards into a
river. "There must be some of my blood in thee before that was done
to me." "Of what blood art thou?" said the youngest. "’Tis I am son
of Ardan, great King of the Albann." "’Tis I am thy brother." It
was now they knew each other. They gave luck and welcome to each
other, and the Hero of the White Shield now took him into the
palace, and she it was that was pleased to see him--the knight's
daughter. He stayed a while with them, and after that he thought
that he would go home to his own kingdom; and when he was going
past a great palace that was there he saw twelve men playing at
shinny over against the palace. He thought he would go for a while
and play shinny with them; but they were not long playing shinny
when they fell out, and the weakest of them caught him and he shook
him as he would a child. He thought it was no use for him to lift a
hand amongst these twelve worthies, and he asked them to whom they
were sons. They said they were children of the one father, the
brother of the Hero of the White Shield, but that no one of them
had the same mother. "I am your father," said he; and he asked them
if their mothers were all alive. They said that they were. He went
with them till he found the mothers, and when they were all for
going, he took home with him the twelve wives and the twelve sons;
and I don't know but that his seed are kings on Alba till this very
day.

* * * * * *
*

Written down from the
recitation of John Mackenzie, fisherman at Inverary, who says that
he learned the tale from an old man in Lorn many years ago. He has
been thirty-six years at Inverary. He first told me the tale
fluently, and afterwards dictated it to me; and the words written
are, as nearly as possible, those used by Mackenzie on the first
occasion.

HECTOR
URQUHART.

April,
1859.


 XXIII.
THE BURGH

From Alexander
M'Donald, tenant, and others, Barra, July 1859.

FOUR were watching
cattle in Baileburgh (Burgh F Farm). They were in a fold. The four
were Domhnull MacGhilleathain, Domhnull Mac-an-t-Saoir, Calum
MacNill, and Domhnull Domhnullach. They saw a dog. Calum MacNill
said that they should strike the dog. Said Domhnull
MacGhilleathain, "We will not strike. If thou strikest him thou
wilt repent it." Calum MacNill struck the dog, and his hand and his
arm lost their power. He felt a great pain in his hand and his arm,
and one of the other lads carried his stick home; he could not
carry it himself. He was lamenting his hand, and he went where
there was an old woman, Nic a Phi, to get knowledge about his hand.
She said to him that he would be so till the end of a day and a
year; and at the end of a day and year, to go to the knoll and say
to it, "If thou dost not let with me the strength of my hand, I or
my race will leave neither stick nor stone of thee that we will not
drive to pieces."

At the end of a day
and year his comrades said, "There is now a day and year since thou
hast lost the power of thy hand, come to the knoll till thy hand
get its power, as the woman said." He went himself and his
comrades. They reached the hill. He drew his stick, and he said to
the knoll, "If thou dost not let with me the strength of my hand, I
myself or my race will leave neither stick nor stone of thee that
we will not drive to pieces." And he got the power of his
hand.

Written by Hector
MacLean, from the telling of a man in Barra. This may be compared
with the Manks tradition about the Black Dog, at Peel
Castle.


 XXIV. THE
TULMAN

From Alexander
M'Donald, tenant, and others, Barra. July 1859.

HERE was a woman in
Baile Thangusdail, and she was out seeking a couple of calves; and
the night and lateness caught her, and there came rain and tempest,
and she was seeking shelter. She went to a knoll with the couple of
calves, and she was striking a tether-peg into it. The knoll
opened. She heard a gleegashing as if a pot-hook were clashing
beside a pot. She took wonder, and she stopped striking the
tether-peg. A woman put out her head and all above her middle, and
she said, "What business hast thou to be troubling this tulman in
which I make my dwelling?" "I am taking care of this couple of
calves, and I am but weak. Where shall I go with them?" "Thou shalt
go with them to that breast down yonder. Thou wilt see a tuft of
grass. If thy couple of calves eat that tuft of grass, thou wilt
not be a day without a milk cow as long as thou art alive, because
thou hast taken my counsel."

As she said, she never
was without a milk cow after that, and she was alive fourscore and
fifteen years after the night that was there.

* * * * * *
*

Written by Hector
MacLean, from the dictation of a man in Barra.






 XXV. THE ISLE OF PABAIDH

From Alexander
M'Donald, tenant, and others, Barra. July 1859.

THERE came a woman of
peace (a fairy) the way of the house of a man in the island of
Pabaidh, and she had the hunger of motherhood on her. He gave her
food, and that went well with her. She staid that night. When she
went away, she said to him, "I am making a desire that none of the
people of this island may go in childbed after this." None of these
people, and none others that would make their dwelling in the
island ever departed in childbed from that time.

* * * * * *
*

Written by Hector
MacLean, from the telling of a man in Barra.


 XXVI.
SANNTRAIGH

From Alexander
M'Donald, tenant, and others, Barra. July 1859.

THERE was a herd's
wife in the island of Sanntraigh, and she had a kettle. A woman of
peace (fairy) would come every day to seek the kettle. She would
not say a word when she came, but she would catch hold of the
kettle. When she would catch the kettle, the woman of the house
would say--

A smith is able to
make

Cold iron hot with coal.

The due of a kettle is bones,

And to bring it back again whole.

The woman of peace
would come back every day with the kettle and flesh and bones in
it. On a day that was there, the housewife was for going over the
ferry to Baile a Chaisteil, and she said to her man, "If thou wilt
say to the woman of peace as I say, I will go to Baile Castle."
"Oo! I will say it. Surely it's I that will say it." He was
spinning a heather rope to be set on the house. He saw a woman
coming and a shadow from her feet, and he took fear of her. He shut
the door. He stopped his work. When she came to the door she did
not find the door open, and he did not open it for her. She went
above a hole that was in the house. The kettle gave two jumps, and
at the third leap it went out at the ridge of the house. The night
came, and the kettle came not. The wife came back over the ferry,
and she did not see a bit of the kettle within, and she asked,
"Where was the kettle?" "Well then I don't care where it is," said
the man; "I never took such a fright as I took at it. I shut the
door, and she did not come any more with it." "Good-for-nothing
wretch, what didst thou do? There are two that will be ill
off--thyself and I." "She will come to-morrow with it." "She will
not come."

She hasted herself and
she went away. She reached the knoll, and there was no man within.
It was after dinner, and they were out in the mouth of the night.
She went in. She saw the kettle, and she lifted it with her. It was
heavy for her with the remnants that they left in it. When the old
carle that was within saw her going out, he said,

Silent wife, silent
wife,

That came on us from the land of chase,

Thou man on the surface of the "Bruth,"

Loose the black, and slip the Fierce.

The two dogs were let
loose; and she was not long away when she heard the clatter of the
dogs coming. She kept the remnant that was in the kettle, so that
if she could get it with her, well, and if the dogs should come
that she might throw it at them. She perceived the dogs coming. She
put her hand in the kettle. She took the board out of it, and she
threw at them a quarter of what was in it. They noticed it there
for a while. She perceived them again, and she threw another piece
at them when they closed upon her. She went away walking as well as
she might; when she came near the farm, she threw the mouth of the
pot downwards, and there she left them all that was in it. The dogs
of the town struck (up) a barking when they saw the dogs of peace
stopping. The woman of peace never came more to seek the
kettle.

* * * * * *
*

Written by Hector
MacLean, from the telling of a man in Barra.


 XXVII. CAILLIACH MHOR
CHLIBHRICH.

From W. Ross,
stalker.

THIS celebrated witch
was accused of having enchanted the deer of the Reay forest, so
that they avoided pursuit. Lord Reay was exceedingly angry, but at
a loss how to remedy the evil. His man, William (the same who
braved the witch and sat down in her hut) promised to find out if
this was the case. He watched her for a whole night, and by some
counter enchantments managed to be present when in the early
morning she was busy milking the hinds. They were standing all
about the door of the hut till one of them ate a hank of blue
worsted hanging from a nail in it. The witch struck the animal, and
said, "The spell is off you; and Lord Reay's bullet will be your
death to-day." William repeated this to his master to confirm the
tale of his having passed the night in the hut of the great hag,
which no one would believe. And the event justified it, for a fine
yellow hind was killed that day, and the hank of blue yarn was
found in its stomach.

* * * * * *
*

This is one of nearly
a hundred stories, gathered amongst the people of Sutherland by a
very talented collector, whose numerous accomplishments
unfortunately do not include Gaelic. This resembles an account of a
Lapp camp (see Introduction). It also bears some affinity to a
story published by Grant Stewart, in which a ghost uses a herd of
deer to carry her furniture.


 XXVIII. THE SMITH AND THE
FAIRIES.

From the Rev. Thomas
Pattieson, Islay.

YEARS ago there lived
in Crossbrig a smith of the name of MacEachern. This man had an
only child, a boy of about thirteen or fourteen years of age,
cheerful, strong, and healthy. All of a sudden he fell ill; took to
his bed and moped whole days away. No one could tell what was the
matter with him, and the boy himself could not, or would not, tell
how he felt. He was wasting away fast; getting thin, old, and
yellow; and his father and all his friends were afraid that he
would die.

At last one day, after
the boy had been lying in this condition for a long time, getting
neither better nor worse, always confined to bed, but with an
extraordinary appetite,--one day, while sadly revolving these
things, and standing idly at his forge, with no heart to work, the
smith was agreeably surprised to see an old man, well known to him
for his sagacity and knowledge of out-of-the-way things, walk into
his workshop. Forthwith he told him the occurrence which had
clouded his life.

The old man looked
grave as he listened; and after sitting a long time pondering over
all he had heard, gave his opinion thus--"It is not your son you
have got. The boy has been carried away by the 'Daoine Sith,' and
they have left a Sibhreach
in his place." "Alas! and what then am I to do?"
said the smith. "How am I ever to see my own son again?" "I will
tell you how," answered the old man. "But, first, to make sure that
it is not your own son you have got, take as many empty egg shells
as you can get, go with them into the room, spread them out
carefully before his sight, then proceed to draw water with them,
carrying them two and two in your hands as if they were a great
weight, and arrange when full, with every sort of earnestness round
the fire." The smith accordingly gathered as many broken egg-shells
as he could get, went into the room, and proceeded to carry out all
his instructions.

He had not been long
at work before there arose from the bed a shout of laughter, and
the voice of the seeming sick boy exclaimed, "I am now 800 years of
age, and I have never seen the like of that before."

The smith returned and
told the old man. "Well, now," said the sage to him, "did I not
tell you that it was not your son you had: your son is in
Brorra-cheill in a digh there (that is, a round green hill
frequented by fairies). Get rid as soon as possible of this
intruder, and I think I may promise you your son."

"You must light a very
large and bright fire before the bed on which this stranger is
lying. He will ask you 'What is the use of such a fire as that?'
Answer him at once, 'You will see that presently!' and then seize
him, and throw him into the middle of it. If it is your own son you
have got, he will call out to save him; but if not, this thing will
fly through the roof.

The smith again
followed the old man's advice, kindled a large fire, answered the
question put to him as he had been directed to do, and seizing the
child flung him in without hesitation. The "Sibhreach" gave an
awful yell, and sprung through the roof, where a hole was left to
let the smoke out.

On a certain night the
old man told him the green round hill, where the fairies kept the
boy, would be open. And on that night the smith, having provided
himself with a bible, a dirk, and a crowing cock, was to proceed to
the hill. He would hear singing and dancing and much merriment
going on, but he was to advance boldly; the bible he carried would
be a certain safeguard to him against any danger from the fairies.
On entering the hill he was. to stick the dirk in the threshold, to
prevent the hill from closing upon him; "and then," continued the
old man, "on entering you will see a spacious apartment before you,
beautifully clean, and there, standing far within, working at a
forge, you will also see your own son. When you are questioned, say
you come to seek him, and will not go without him."

Not long after this,
the time came round, and the smith sallied forth, prepared as
instructed. Sure enough as he approached the hill, there was a
light where light was seldom seen before. Soon after a sound of
piping, dancing, and joyous merriment reached the anxious father on
the night wind.

Overcoming every
impulse to fear, the smith approached the threshold steadily, stuck
the dirk into it as directed, and entered. Protected by the bible
he carried on his breast, the fairies could not touch him; but they
asked him, with a good deal of displeasure, what he wanted there.
He answered, "I want my son, whom I see down there, and I will not
go without him."

Upon hearing this, the
whole company before him gave a loud laugh, which wakened up the
cock he carried dozing in his arms, who at once leaped up on his
shoulders, clapped his wings lustily, and crowed loud and
long.

The fairies, incensed,
seized the smith and his son, and throwing them out of the hill,
flung the dirk after them, "and in an instant a’ was
dark."

For a year and a day
the boy never did a turn of work, and hardly ever spoke a word; but
at last one day, sitting by his father and watching him finishing a
sword he was making for some chief, and which he was very
particular about, he suddenly exclaimed, "That is not the way to do
it;" and taking the tools from his father's hands he set to work
himself in his place, and soon fashioned a sword, the like of which
was never seen in the country before.

From that day the
young man wrought constantly with his father, and became the
inventor of a peculiarly fine and well-tempered weapon, the making
of which kept the two smiths, father and son, in constant
employment, spread their fame far and wide, and gave them the means
in abundance, as they before had the disposition to live content
with all the world and very happily with one another.

The walls of the house
where this celebrated smith, the artificer of the 'Claidheamh
Ceann-Ileach," lived and wrought, are standing to this day, not far
from the parish church of Kilchoman, Islay, in a place called
Caonis gall..

* * * * * *
*

Many of the incidents
in this story are common in other collections; but I do not know
any published story of the kind in which the hero is a smith. This
smith was a famous character, and probably a real personage, to
whom the story has attached itself.

The gentleman who has
been kind enough to send me this tale, does not say from whom he
got it, but I have heard of the Islay
smith, who could make wonderful swords, all my life, and of the
"Swords of the Head of Islay." The Brewery of Eggshells, and the
Throwing of the Fairy Changeling into the Fire, are well-known
popular tales in collections from Ireland, Scotland, Wales, and, I
think, Brittany. The man carried into the hill and there remaining
for a long time, is also an incident common to many races,
including the Jews, and one which I have heard in the Highlands
ever since I can remember, though I do not remember to have heard
any of the peasantry tell it as a story.

The belief that "the
hill" opened on a certain night, and that a light shone from the
inside, where little people might be seen dancing, was too deeply
grounded some years ago to be lightly spoken of; even now, on this
subject, my kind friend Mrs. MacTavish writes--"You may perhaps
remember an old servant we had at the manse who was much offended
if any one doubted these stories--(I
remember her perfectly). I used to ask her
the reason why such wonders do not occur in our day, to which she
replied, that religious knowledge having increased, people's faith
was stronger than it was in the olden time. In the glebe of
Kilbrandon in Lorn is a hill called Crocan Corr--the good or
beautiful hill where the fairies even in my young days were often
seen dancing around their fire. I sometimes went out with others to
look, but never succeeded in seeing them at their
gambols.

"Are you aware that
------'s mother was carried away by the
fairies--(I know ------
well). So convinced were many of this
absurdity, which I remember perfectly well, that it was with
difficulty they got a nurse for his brother ------, who being a
delicate child, was believed to have been conveyed away along with
his mother, and a fairy left instead of him during his father's
absence * * * The child however throve when he got a good nurse,
and grew up to be a man, which, I suppose, convinced them of their
folly. Mr. ------ minister, of ------ had some difficulty in
convincing a man whose wife was removed in a similar manner
(she died in childbed), that his son, a boy twelve years of age, must have been
under some hallucination when he maintained that his mother had
come to him, saying she was taken by fairies to a certain hill in
Muckairn, known to be the residence of the fairies.

"If any one is so
unfortunate as to go into one of these hills, which are open at
night, they never get out unless some one goes in quest of them,
who uses the precaution of leaving a GUN or SWORD across the
opening, which the fairies cannot remove. A certain young woman was
decoyed into one of these openings, who was seen by an acquaintance
dancing with the merry race. He resolved on trying to rescue her,
and leaving his gun at the entrance, went forward, and seizing the
young woman by the hand, dragged her out before they could prevent
him. They pursued them, but having got her beyond the gun, they had
no longer power to keep her. She told him she had nearly dropped
down with fatigue, but she could not cease dancing, though she felt
it would soon kill her. The young man restored her to her friends,
to their great joy."

(I remember exactly the same incident told of a hill called
Bencnock in Islay, and one similar of another hill called
Cnock-donn.) "When poor women are
confined, it is unsafe to leave them alone till their children are
baptised. If through any necessity they must be left alone, the
Bible left beside them is sufficient protection.

"Many were the freaks
fairies were guilty of. A family who lived in Gaolin Castle,
Kerrera, near Oban, had, as they supposed, a delicate child; it was
advancing in years but not growing a bit; at length a visitor from
Ireland came to the castle, and recognized her as the fairy
sweetheart of an Irish gentleman of his acquaintance. He addressed
her in Gaelic or Irish, saying--'THA THUSA SIN A SHIRACH BHEAG
LEANNAN BRIAN MACBRAODH.'--There thou art, little fairy sweetheart
of Brian MacBroadh. So offended was the elf at being exposed, that
she ran out of the castle and leaped into the sea from the point
called RUTHADH NA SIRACH, the fairies' point, to this
day.

"Fairies were very
friendly to some people whom they favoured, but equally mischievous
where they took a dislike. A hill in the farm of Dunvuilg in
Craignish was one of their favourite haunts, and on a certain
occasion they offered to assist an honest tenant's wife in the
neighbourhood, for whom they had a kindness, to manufacture a
quantity of wool she had for clothing for her family. She was very
glad to have their services, and being always an active race, they
set to work directly, repeating 'CIRADH, CARDADH, TLAMADH, CUIGEAL,
BEARTIGHE GU LUATH BURN LUAIDH AIR TEINE CORR IONNDRAIDH MHOR
MHAITH BEAN AN TIGHE FHIN.' Teazing, carding, mixing, distaff,
weaving loom, water for waulking on the fire, the thrifty housewife
herself is the best at sitting up late.

"In the heat of their
operations an envious neighbour came to the door crying--'DUNBHUILG
IRA THEINE,' Dunvuilg on fire! Dunvuilg is on fire! Dunvuilg is on
fire! was re-echoed by all the little company. 'M’ UIRD IS M'
INNEAN! M' UIRD IS' M' INEANN! MO CHLANN BHEAG S' MO DHAOINE MORA!
MO CHLANN BHEAG S' MO DHAOINE MORA!'--'Dunvuilg on fire; my hammers
and my anvil--my hammers and my anvil; my little children and my
grown men--my little children and my grown men!' and they all
scampered off, but not till they had nearly finished the
housewife's web.

There is a field in
the farm in which I was born, said to have been the scene of fairy
operations. They were seen at work, and heard encouraging each
other with 'CAOL ACHADH MHAIDH BUANADH GU TETH.' The corn in the
field was found in stooks in the morning.

"It is quite common
to remark, that the fairies are at some meal as the time of day may
indicate when there is rain with sunshine, but I never heard the
reason why.--(In England it is the d---l
beating his wife.)

"The night following
the 13th of May, or May-day, old style, is a particularly busy
season with both fairies and witches. Then every herd and
dairy-maid and cannie housewife uses various arts to ward off the
many evils the enemy has the power of inflicting. One device which
I have seen used was putting a little tar in the right ear of each
cow beast in the byre; but all these charms or giosragan, as they
are called, had always some reason. Tar has a disinfecting quality,
as is well known, and used to he put on clothing under the arms
when a person had to go into a house where there was any infectious
disease."

The Dunbhulaig story
is all over the Highlands, and there seem to be many places so
called. Mr. John MacLean, Kilchamaig, Tarbert, Argyle, has sent me
a version which varies but little from that told by Mrs. MacTavish.
The scene is laid on the Largie side of Kintyre. The farmer's wife
was idle, and called for the fairies, who wove a web for her and
shouted for more work. She first set them to put each other out,
and at last got rid of them by shouting "Dunbhulaig on fire!" The
fairies' rhyme when working was--

"Is fad abhras 'n aon
laimh air dheradh,

Ciradh cardadh tlamadh cuigel,

Feath a bhearst fithidh gu luath,

'S uisge luaidh air teine

Obair, obair, obair, obair,

Is fad abhras 'n son laimh air dheradh.

Which Mr. MacLean
translates freely--

"Work, work, for a
single hand

Can but little work command,

Some to tease, and card, and spin;

Some to oil and weave begin;

Some the water for waulking heat,

That we may her web complete.

Work, work, for a single hand

Can but little work command."

The rhyme, when they
depart in hot haste, is--

"Mo mhullachan caise
m'ord a's m innean,

Mo bhean 's mo phaisde s' mo gogan ima,

Mo bho a' mo gobhair s' mo chiste beag mine,

Och, och, ochone gur truagh tha mise!"

Freely translated
thus by Mr. MacLean--

"My wife, my child,
alas, with these,

My butter pail and little cheese,

My cow, my goat, my meal-chest gone,

My hammers too, och, och, ochone!"

Or more closely
thus--

"My mould of cheese,
my hammer, and anvil,

My wife and my child, and my butter crock;

My cow and my goat, and my little meal kist;

Och, och, ochone, how wretched am I!"

I heard another
version of the same story in Lewis from a medical gentleman, who
got it from an old woman, who told it as a fact, with some curious
variations unfit for printing. And my landlady in Benbecula knew
the story, and talked it over with me in September this year. The
versions which I have of this story vary in the telling as much as
is possible, and each is evidently the production of a different
mind, but the incidents are nearly the same in all, and the rhyme
varies only in a few points. Dunbhulaig is the same in Kintyre,
Lorn, Lewis, and Benbecula. I am not aware that the story has ever
before been reduced to writing.

The Man in the Hill
is equally well known in Kirkcudbright, but the hill, has become a
mill, and the fairies
Brownies. The fairies of Kirkcudbright seem to have carried off
children, like the Island Elves; to have borrowed meal, like those
of Sutherland, and to have behaved like their brethren elsewhere.
The following four stories were got for me by the sisters of Miss
Mary Lindsay, who has lived so long with us as to have become one
of the family.







 KIRKCUDBRIGHT

Kirkcudbright, Tuesday, Feb. 1859.

MY DEAR MARY,--I went
to Johnny Nicholson last night, and he told me the following fairy
story. I must give it in his own words:--

1. "You have been
often at the Gatehouse," said he, "well, you'll mind a flat piece
of land near Enrick farm; well, that was once a large loch; a long
way down from there is still the ruin of a mill, which at that time
was fed from this loch. Well, one night about the Hallowe'en times,
two young ploughmen went to a smiddy to get their socks (of their
ploughs) and colters repaired, and in passing the said mill on
their way home again they heard music and dancing, and fiddling,
and singing, and laughing, and talking; so one of the lads would be
in to see what was going on; the other waited outside for hours,
but his companion never came out again, so he went home assured
that the brownies had got hold of him. About the same time the
following year, the same lad went again to the smiddy on the same
errand, and this time he took another lad with him, but had the
precaution to put the Bible in his pocket. Well, in passing the
mill the second time, he heard the same sounds of music and
dancing. This time, having the Bible in his band, he ventured to
look in, when who should he see but his companion whom he had left
standing there that day twelvemonths. He handed him the Bible, and
the moment he did so, the music and dancing ceased, the lights went
out, and all was darkness; but it is not said what his companion
had seen, or had been doing all that time."

2. Another story he
told me was about a boy of the name of Williamson, whose father, an
Irish linen packman, was drowned on his way from Ireland, where he
had gone to purchase linen; so the boy was brought up by his mother
and grandfather, an old man of the name of Sproat, who lived in
Borgue. The boy disappeared often for two and three, and often ten
days at a time, and no one knew where he went, as he never told
when he returned, though it was understood the fairies took him
away. Upon one occasion the Laird of Barmagachan, was getting his
peats cast, and all the neighbours round were assisting. At this
time the boy had been away for ten days, and they were all
wondering where he could be, when lo and behold, the boy is sitting
in the midst of them. "Johnny," said one of the company, who were
all seated in a ring, eating their dinner, "where did ye come
from?" "I came with our folks," said the boy (meaning the fairies).
"Your folks; who are they?" "Do you see yon barrow of peats a
couping into yon hole? there's where I came from." An old man of
the name of Brown, ancestor of the Browns of Langlands, who are
still living in Borgue, advised the grandfather to send the boy to
the Papist priest, and he would give him something that would
frighten away the fairies; so they accordingly sent the boy, and
when he returned home he wore a cross hung round his neck by a bit
of black ribbon. When the minister and kirk-session heard of it
they excommunicated the old grandfather and old Brown for advising
such a thing. They believed in fairies, but not in anything a
Papist priest could do. However, the boy was never after taken
away; and some of the oldest men now alive remember that boy as an
old man. The whole affair is recorded in the books of the
kirk-session of Borgue, and can be seen any day.

3. One day as a mother
was sitting rocking her baby to sleep, she was surprised, on
looking up, to see a lady of elegant and courtly demeanour, so
unlike any one she had ever seen in that part of the country,
standing in the middle of the room. She had not heard any one
enter, therefore you may judge it was with no little surprise, not
unmingled with curiosity, that she rose to welcome her strange
visitor. She handed her a chair, but she very politely declined to
be seated. She was very magnificently attired; her dress was of the
richest green, embroidered round with spangles of gold, and on her
head was a small coronet of pearls. The woman was still more
surprised at her strange request. She asked, in a rich musical
voice, if she would oblige her with a basin of oatmeal. A basinful
to overflowing was immediately handed to her, for the woman's
husband being both a farmer and miller, had plenty of meal at
command. The lady promised to return it, and named the day she
would do so. One of the children put out her hand to get hold of
the grand lady's spangles, but told her mother afterwards that she
felt nothing. The mother was afraid the child would lose the use of
her hands, but no such calamity ensued. It would have been very
ungrateful in her fairy majesty if she had struck the child
powerless for touching her dress, if indeed such power were hers.
But to return to our story, the very day mentioned, the oatmeal was
returned, not by the same lady, but by a curious little figure with
a yelping voice; she was likewise dressed in green. After handing
the meal she yelped out, "Braw meal, it's the top pickle of the sin
corn." It was excellent; and what was very strange, all the family
were advised to partake of it but one servant lad, who spurned the
fairy's meal; and he dying shortly after, the miller and his wife
firmly believed it was because he refused to eat of the meal. They
also firmly believed their first visitor was no less a personage
than the Queen of the Fairies, who having dismissed her court, had
not one maid of honour in waiting to obey her commands. A few
nights after this strange visit, as the miller was going to bed, a
gentle tap was heard at the door, and on its being opened by him,
with a light in his hand, there stood a little figure dressed in
green, who, in a shrill voice, but very polite manner, requested
him to let on the water and set the mill in order, for she was
going to grind some corn. The miller did not dare to refuse, so did
as she desired him. She told him to go to bed again, and he would
find all as he had left it. He found everything in the morning as
she said he would. So much for the honesty of fairies.

4. A tailor was going
to work at a farm-house early one morning. He had just reached it,
and was going to enter, when he heard a shrill voice call out, "Kep
fast, will ye?" and on looking quickly round, he was just in time
to receive in his arms a sweet, little, smiling baby of a month
old, instead of a little lady in green, who was standing to receive
the child. The tailor turned and ran home as fast as he could, for
tailors are generally nimble kind of folks, and giving the baby to
his wife, ran off again to his work, leaving his better half in no
pleasant mood with the little intruder, as she very politely termed
the little innocent. Having reached the farm-house, the tailor
found the inhabitants all thrown into confusion by the screaming,
yelping, little pest, as they called their little nurseling, for
the little woman in green had given in exchange this little hopeful
for their own sweet little one, which was safe with the tailor's
wife. They found out afterwards it was the nurse who had done it.
The doctor was sent for, but all was in vain; day nor night rest
they got none. At last one day, all being absent but the tailor,
who was there following his trade, he commenced a discourse with
the child in the cradle. "Will hae ye your pipes?" says the tailor.
"They're below my head," says the tenant of the cradle. "Play me a
spring," says the tailor. Like thought, the little man, jumping
from the cradle, played round the room with great glee. A curious
noise was heard meantime outside; and the tailor asked what it
meant. The little elf called out, "It's my folk wanting me," and
away he fled up the chimney, leaving the tailor more dead than
alive. Their own child was brought home, the guilty nurse
dismissed, and the tailor's wife amply rewarded for the care of the
child. She was heard to say, "It was a glad sight the wee bit
bairn."

5. The Macgowans of
Grayscroft in Tongland, and latterly of Bogra, had the power of
witchcraft to a considerable extent, and it descended from one
generation to another. At the time we refer to, Abraham Macgowan
and his daughter Jenny resided at Grayscroft. Jenny had an
unlimited power from Old Nick to act as she pleased. The ploughmen
at that time in their employ were Harry Dew and Davie Gordon, young
men about twenty-two years of age; they had been there for the last
twelve months; and conversing one day together, the following took
place:--

Harry--"Losh man,
Davie, what makes ye sae drowsy, lazy, and sleepy-like the day, for
I am verra sure ye work nae mair than I do; ye eat the same and
sleep the same as I do, and yet ye are so thin and wearied and
hungry-like, I dinna ken ava what ails ye; are ye weel eneugh,
Davie?" "I'm weel eneugh, Harry, but it's a' ye ken about it; sleep
a night or twa at the bedside, and maybe you'll no be sae apt to
ask me sic questions again. Harry--"The bedside, Davie! what differ
will that make? I hae nae mair objections to sleep there than at
the wa’." This being agreed to, they exchanged places. Nothing
occurred to disturb either of them till the third night, although
Harry kept watch: their bed was on the stable loft, when, about
midnight, the stable door was opened cautiously, and some one was
heard (by Harry only) coming up the ladder and to the bedside, with
a quiet step. A bridle was held above the one next the bedside, and
the words, "Up horsey," whispered in his ear; in one moment Harry
was transformed into a horse at the stable door. The saddle was got
on with some kicking and plunging, but Jenny gets mounted, and off
they set by the Elfcraigs, Auld Brig o' Tongland, the March
Cleughs, and on till they reach the Auld Kirk of Buittle. Harry was
tied to the gate along with others. Meg o' Glengap was there on her
dairymaid, now a bonny mare, neat in all her proportions. "Tib" o'
Criffle came on her auld ploughman, rather wind-broken. "Lizzy,"
frae the Bennan, came on her cot wife, limping with a swelled knee.
"Moll o' the Wood" came on a herd callant frae the "How o'Siddick."
When all the horses were mustered, there was some snorting and
kicking and neighing amongst them. Fairies, witches, brownies, and
all met in the kirk and had a blithe holiday, under the patronage
of his Satanic majesty, which continued till the crowing of the
cock. Wearied with his gallop, Harry, when the charmed bridle was
taken off, found himself in his own bed and in his own shape. Harry
is determined to be revenged; he finds the charmed bridle in a hole
in the kitchen in a week after; he tries it on Jenny, using the
same words, when Jenny is transformed into the auld brown mare of
the farm; he takes her to the neighbouring smithy, and gets her,
after much ado, shod all round, when he returns and leaves her,
after securing the wonderful bridle.

Next morning Harry is
ordered to go for a doctor, as his mistress is taken ill. He goes
into the house to ask for her; pulls the bed clothes off her, and
discovers there was a horse shoe on each hand and foot, when Harry
says, "Jenny, my lass, that did ye." Jenny played many more similar
tricks on her neighbour lads and lasses.


 SUTHERLAND

In Sutherland the
fairy creed is much the same as elsewhere in Scotland, but there is
a generic term for supernatural beings, which is rarely used in
West Country Gaelic. Here are a few of a large and very good
collection of Sutherland stories.

1. Duncan, surnamed
More, a respectable farmer in Badenoch, states as follows:--"A
matter of thirty summers ago, when I was cutting peats on the hill,
my old mother that was, was keeping the house. It was sowens she
had in her hand for our supper, when a little woman walked in and
begged a lippie of meal of her. My mother, not knowing her face,
said, 'And where do you come from?' 'I come from my own place and
am short of meal.' My mother, who had plenty by her in the house,
spoke her civil, and bound her meal on her back, following her a
few steps from the door. She noticed that a little kiln in the hill
side was smoking. The wife saw this too, and said, 'Take back your
meal, we shall soon have meal of our own.' My mother pressed ours
on her; but she left the pock lying; and when she came to the
running burn went out of sight; and my mother just judged it was a
fairy."

2. Once upon a time
there was a tailor and his wife, who owned a small croft or farm,
and were well to do in the world; but had only one son, a child,
that was more pain than pleasure to them, for it cried incessantly
and was so cross that nothing could be done with it. One day the
tailor and his helpmeet meant to go to a place some miles distant
and after giving the child its breakfast, they put it to bed in the
kitchen, and bid their farm servant look to it from time to time;
desiring him also to thrash out a small quantity of straw in the
barn before their return. The lad was late of setting to work, but
recollected before going off to the barn, that he must see if the
child wanted for anything. "What are you going to do now?" said the
bairn sharply to Donald, as he opened the kitchen door. "Thrash out
a pickle of straw for your father; lie still and do not
girr, like a good
bairn." But the bairn got out of bed, and insisted then and there
in being allowed to accompany the servant. "Go east, Donald," said
the little master, authoritatively, "Go east, and when ye come to
the big brae, chap ye (anglicè rap) three times; and when they
come, say ye are seeking Johnnie's flail." The astonished Donald
did as he was bid, and by rapping three times, called up a fairy
("little man") who, giving him the flail, sent him off with it in
an unenviable state of terror.

Johnny set to with a
will, and in an hour's time, he and Donald had thrashed the whole
of the straw in the barn; he then sent Donald back to the brae,
where the flail was restored with the same ceremony, and went
quietly back to bed. At dusk the parents returned; and the
admiration of the tailor at the quantity and quality of the work
done, was so great, that he questioned Donald as to which of the
neighbours had helped him to thrash out so much straw. Donald,
trembling, confessed the truth; and it became painfully evident to
the tailor and his wife that the child was none of theirs. They
agreed to dislodge it as soon as possible, and chose as the best
and quickest way of doing so, to put it into a creel (open basket),
and set it on the fire. No sooner said than done; but no sooner had
the child felt the fire, than starting from the creel, it vanished
up the chimney. A low crying noise at the door attracted their
attention; they opened, and a bonny little bairn (which the mother
recognised by its frock to be her own), stood shivering outside. It
was welcomed with rapture from its sojourn among "the little
people," and grew up to be a douse and wise-like
lad, says my
informant.

3. The burn of
Invernauld, and the hill of Durchâ, on the estate of Rosehall, are
still believed to be haunted by the fairies, who once chased a man
into the sea, and destroyed a new mill, because the earth for the
embankment of the mill-dam had been dug from the side of their
hill. The hill of Durchâ is also the locality assigned for the
following tale:--

4. A man, whose wife
had just been delivered of her first-born, set off with a friend to
the town of Lairg, to have the child's birth entered in the
session-books, and to buy a cask of whisky for the christening
fête. As they returned, weary with a day's walk, or as it is called
in the Highlands "travelling," they sat down to rest
at the foot of this hill, near a large hole, from which they were,
ere long, astonished to hear a sound of piping and dancing. The
father feeling very curious, entered the cavern, went a few steps
in and disappeared. The story of his fate sounded less
improbable then than it would now; but his companion was severely
animadverted on; and when a week elapsed, and the baptism was over,
and still no signs of the lost one's return, he was accused of
having murdered his friend. He denied it, and again and again
repeated the tale of his friend's disappearance down the cavern's
mouth. He begged a year and a day's law to vindicate himself, if
possible; and used to repair at dusk to the fatal spot, and call
and pray. The term allowed him had but one more day to run, and as
usual, he sat in the gloaming by the cavern, when, what seemed his
friend's shadow,
passed within it. He went down, heard reel tunes and pipes, and
suddenly descried the missing man tripping merrily him, and pulled
him out. "Bless me! why could you not let me finish my reel,
Sandy?" "Bless me!" rejoined Sandy, have you not had enough of
reeling this last twelvemonth?" "Last twelvemonth!" cried the
other, in amazement; nor would he believe the truth concerning
himself till he found his wife sitting by the door with a yearling
child in her arms, so quickly does time pass in the company of THE
"good people."

5. Of the Drocht na
Vougha or Fuoah--the bridge of

the fairies or
kelpies, now called the Gissen Briggs, a bar across the mouth of
the Dornoch Firth--it is said that the Voughas being tired of
crossing the estuary in cockle shells, resolved to build a bridge
across its mouth. It was a work of great magnificence, the piers
and posts, and all the piles being headed and mounted with pure
gold. Unfortunately, a passer by lifted up his hands and blessed
the workmen and the work; the former vanished; the latter sank
beneath the green waves, where the sand accumulating, formed the
dangerous quicksands which are there to this day.

6. The Highlanders
distinguish between the water and land or dressed fairies. I have given one
story which shows that they are supposed to be "spirits in prison;"
it is not the only legend of the kind. In a Ross-shire narrative, a
beautiful green lady is represented as appearing to an old man
reading the Bible, and seeking to know, if for such as her, Holy
Scripture held out any hope of salvation. The old man spoke kindly
to her; but said, that in these pages there was no mention of
salvation for any but the sinful sons of Adam. She flung her arms
over her head, screamed, and plunged into the sea. They will not
steal a baptized child; and "Bless you!" said to an unbaptized one,
is a charm with the fairies. He caught him by the sleeve, stopped
against them. A woman out shearing had laid her baby down under a
hedge, and went back from time to time to look at it. She was going
once to give it suck, when it began to yell and cry in such a
frightful way that she was quite alarmed. "Lay it down and leave
it, as you value your child," said a man reaping near her; half an
hour later she came back, and finding the child apparently in its
right mind again, she gave it the breast. The man smiled, told her
that he had seen her own infant carried off by the "good people,"
and a fairy changeling left in its place. When the "folk" saw that
their screaming little imp was not noticed, and got nothing, they
thought it best to take it back and replace the little
boy.

As fairies are
represented as having always food, and riches, and power, and
merriment at command, it cannot be temporal advantages that they seek
for their children, probably some spiritual ones are hoped for by
adoption or marriage with human beings, as in the romantic legend
of Undine; and that this tempts them to foist their evil disposed
little ones on us. They never maltreat those whom they carry
away.

* * * * * *
*

 BADENOCH

The Badenoch account
of the fairies is much the same. I have received eight stories from
a Highland minister, who has been kind enough to interest himself
in the matter, at the request of the Countess of Seafield. These
show, that according to popular belief, fairies commonly carried
off men, women, and children, who seemed to die, but really lived
underground. In short, that mortals were separated from fairies by
a very narrow line.

1. A man sees fairies
carding and spinning in a shealing where he is living at the time.
Amongst them is Miss Emma MacPherson of Cluny, who had been dead
about one hundred years.

2. A woman, benighted,
gets into a fairy hill, where she promises to give her child, on
condition that she is let out. She gives her child when it is born,
and is allowed to visit it "till such time as the child, upon one
occasion, looked at her sternly in the face, and in a very
displeased mood and tone upbraided her for the manner in which she
had acted in giving her child over unto those amongst whom it was
now doomed to dwell." The mother scolded, found herself standing on
the hillock outside, and never got in again.

3. A lad recognizes
his mother, who had been carried off by fairies, but who was
believed to be dead. She was recovered from the fairies by a man
who threw his bonnet to a passing party, and demanded an exchange.
The rescuer gave up the wife, and she returned home. Of this story
I have several versions in Gaelic and in English, and I believe it
is in print somewhere.

4. An old woman meets
her deceased landlord and landlady, who tell her that the fairies
have just carried off a young man, who is supposed to be dead. They
advise her not to be out so late.

5. The young Baron of
Kincardine is entertained by fairies, who steal his father's snuff
for him when he asks for a pinch.

6. The young baron
meets a bogle with a red hand, tells, and is punished.

7. The baron's
dairymaid, when at a shealing, has a visit from a company of
fairies, who dance and steal milk.

8. "A man, once upon a
time, coming up from Inverness late at night, coming through a
solitary part called Slockmuic, was met by crowds of people, none
of whom he could recognize, nor did they seem to take any notice of
him. They engaged in close conversation, talked on subjects not a
word of which he could pick up. At length accosting one individual
of them, he asked who they were? 'None of the seed of Abram nor of
Adam's race; but men of that party who lost favour at the Court of
Grace." He was advised not to practise late at night travelling in
future.

Thomas MacDonald,
gamekeeper at Dunrobin, also gives me a fairy tale, which is
"now commonly believed in
Badenoch."

9. A man went from
home, leaving his wife in childbed. Her temper had never been
ruffled. He found her a wicked scold. Thinking all was not right,
he piled up a great fire, and threatened to throw in the occupant
of the bed, unless she told him "where his own wife had been
brought." She told him that his wife had been carried to Cnoc
Fraing, a mountain on the borders of Badenoch and Strathdearn, and
that she was. appointed successor.

The man went to Cnoc
Fraing. He was suspected before of having something supernatural
about him; and he soon found the fairies, who told him his wife had
been taken to Shiathan Mor, a neighbouring mountain. He went there
and was sent to Tom na Shirich, near Inverness. There he went, and
at the "Fairy Knoll" found his wife and brought her back. "The
person who related this story pretended to have seen people who
knew distant descendants of the woman."

* * * * * *
*


 ROSS

The Ross-shire account
of fairies is again much the same. The people say very little about
them, and those who have been kind enough to note stories picked up
amongst their less instructed neighbours, have only sent fresh
evidence to prove that the fairy creed is the same there as
everywhere, and that it is not quite extinct.

1. I have a story, got
through the kindness of Mr. Osgood Mackenzie, in which a Lowland
minister speaks slightingly of the fairies. "He was riding home
through a dark glen, and through an oak wood, where there was many
a green tolman (mound). He was surrounded by a squad of little men,
leaping before him and dancing behind him. They took him off the
horse and carried him up through the skies, his head under him now,
and his feet under again, the world running round; and at last they
dropped him near his own house.

2. In another story, a
lot of fairies borrow a weaver's loom at night, without his leave,
and make a web of green cloth from stolen wool.


 BEARNAIRIDH

There was in
Bearnairidh in the Harris, a man coming past a knoll, and taking
the road, and he heard churning in the hill. Thirst struck him. "I
had rather," said he, "that my thirst was on the herdswoman." He
had not gone but about twenty rods away when a woman met him, and
she had a fine green petticoat on tied about her waist, and she had
a vessel of warm milk between her two hands. She offered him a
draught, and he would not take it.

"Thou one that sought
my draught, and took not my draught, mayest thou not be long
alive."

He went to the
narrows, and he took a boat there over; and coming over the narrows
he was drowned.

From Malcolm MacLean,
who learnt it from his grandfather, Hugh MacLean.

North Uist, August
11, 1859.






The Argyllshire
stories, which I can well remember as a child, are of the same
stamp. The fairies lived in hills, they came out now and then and
carried people away; and they spent their time inside their
dwellings in dancing to the pipes. They stole milk, and they were
overcome by charms, which men sold to those who believed in them.
They could not withstand a rowan-tree cross; nor could they follow
over a running stream.

There is a small
waterfall in a wood which I know, where it used to be said that the
fairies might be seen on moonlight nights, fishing for a magic
chain from boats of sedge leaves. They used to drag this chain
through the meadows where the cattle fed, and the milk came all to
them, till a lad, by the advice of a seer, seized one end of the
chain and ran for his life, with the fairy troop in pursuit; he
leaped the lin and dropped the chain; and the lin is called the
chain lin still.

* * * * * *
*

 MAN

The Manks fairy creed
is again the same. Similar beings are supposed to exist, and are
known by the name of FERISH, which a Manksman assured me was a
genuine Manks word. If so, fairy may be old Celtic, and derived
from the same root as Peri, instead of being derived from
it.

The fairies in the
Isle of Man are believed to be spirits. They are not supposed to
throw arrows as they are said still to do in the Highlands. None of
the old peasants seemed to take the least interest in "elf shots,"
the flint arrows, which generally lead to a story when shown
elsewhere. One old man said, "The ferish have no body, no bones and
scorned the arrow heads. It is stated in Train's history, that no
flint-arrow heads have ever been found in the Isle of Man; but as
there are numerous barrows, flint weapons may yet be discovered
when some one looks for them.

Still these Manks
fairies are much the same as their neighbours on the main land.
They go into mills at night and grind stolen corn; they steal milk
from the cattle; they live in green mounds; in short, they axe like
little mortals invested with supernatural power, thus: There was a
man who lived not long ago near Port Erin, who had a LHIANNAN RHEE.
"He was like other people, but he had a fairy sweetheart; but he
noticed her, and they do not like being noticed, the fairies, and
so he lost his mind. Well, he was quite quiet like other people,
but at night he slept in the barn; and they used to hear him
talking to his sweetheart, and scolding her sometimes; but if any
one made a noise he would be quiet at once."

Now, the truth of this
story is clear enough; the man went mad; but this madness took the
form of the popular belief, and that again attributed his madness
to the fairy mistress. I am convinced that this was
believed

to be a case of
genuine fairy intercourse; and it shows that the fairy creed still
survives in the Isle of Man.

* * * * * *
*

 DEVONSHIRE

The same is true of
Devonshire. In May 1860 I was told that many of the farmers "are so
superstitious as to believe in PISKIES;" they are "never seen, but
they are often heard laughing at people in the dark, and they lead
them away." My informant said that when he was young he used to
hear so many stories about piskies from the old women about the
fireside, that he used to be frightened to go out at
night.

"When the young colts
are out running wild, their manes get rough and hang down on both
sides, and get tangled with the wind like; not like manes of horses
that are well kept (here the speaker pointed with his whip at the
sleek pair which he was driving); and when the farmers find
stirrups like in the hair of the mane, they say the piskies has
been a ridin' of them."


 CONCLUSION

In short, this notice
of fairy belief might be extended to fill volumes; every green
knoll, every well, every hill in the Highlands, has some fairy
legend attached to it. In the west, amongst the unlearned, the
legends are firmly believed. Peasants never talk about fairies, for
they live amongst them and about them. In the east the belief is
less strong, or the believers are more ashamed of their creed. In
the Lowlands, and even in England, the stories survive, and the
belief exists, though men have less time to think about it. In the
south the fairy creed of the peasants has been altered, but it
still exists, as is proved occasionally in courts of law. There is
a ghost which walks under the North Bridge in Edinburgh; and even
in the cultivated upper strata of society in this our country, in
France, and elsewhere, fairy superstition has only gone down before
other stronger beliefs, in which a table is made the sole partition
between this world and the next, Whether we are separated from the
other world by a deal board or a green mound, does not seem to make
much difference; and yet that is the chief difference between the
vagrant beliefs of the learned and unlearned.

An old highlander
declared to me that he was once in a boat with a man who was struck
by a fairy arrow. He had the arrow for a long time; it was slender
like a straw for thickness. He himself drew it out of the temple of
the other man, where it was stuck in the skin through the bonnet.
They were then miles from the shore, fishing. A man, whom the
fairies were in the habit of carrying about from island to island,
told him that he had himself thrown the dart at the man in the boat
by desire of them; "they made him do
it."

My informant evidently
believed he was speaking truth, as my more educated friends do when
they tell me sgeulachd about Mr. Hume.

For my own part, I
believe all my
friends; but I cannot believe in fairies, or that my forbears have
become slaves of a table to be summoned at the will of a quack. I
believe that there is a stock of old credulity smouldering near a
store of old legends, in some corner of every mind, and that the
one acts on the other, and produces a fresh legend and a new belief
whenever circumstances are favourable to the growth of such weeds.
At all events, I am quite sure that the fairy creed of the
peasantry, as I have learned it from them, is not a whit more
unreasonable than the bodily appearance of the hand of Napoleon the
First to Napoleon the Third in 1860, as it is described in print;
and the grave books which are written on "Spiritual Manifestations"
at home and abroad. What is to be said of the table which became so
familiar with a young lady, that it followed her upstairs and
jumped on to the sofa!


 XXIX. THE FINE

THE Feen were once,
and their hunting failed, and they did not know what they should
do. They were going about strands and shores gathering limpets, and
to try if they should fall in with a pigeon or a plover. They were
holding counsel together how they should go to get game. They
reached a hill, and sleep came on them. What should Fionn see but a
dream. That it was at yon crag of rock that be would be, the
longest night that came or will come; that he would be driven
backwards till he should set his back to the crag of rock. He gave
a spring out of his sleep. He struck his foot on Diarmid's mouth,
and he drove out three of his teeth. Diarmid caught hold of the
foot of Fionn, and he drove an ounce of blood from every nail he
had. "Ud! what didst thou to me?"--"What didst thou thyself to
me?"--"Be not angry, thou son of my sister. When I tell thee the
reason, thou wilt not take it ill."--"What reason?"--"I saw a dream
that at yonder crag I would pass the hardest night I ever passed;
that I should be driven backwards till I should set my back to the
crag, and there was no getting off from there." "What's our fear!
Who should frighten us! Who will come!" "I fear, as we are in
straits just now, that if this lasts we may become useless." They
went and they cast lots who should go and who should
stay.

The Feinn altogether
wished to go. Fionn was not willing to go, for fear the place
should be taken out before they should come (back). "I will not
go," said Fionn. "Whether thou goest or stayest, we will go," said
they.

The rest went, but
Fionn did not go. They stopped, on the night when they went, at the
root of a tree; they made a booth, and they began to play at cards.
Said Fionn, when the rest were gone, "I put him from amongst heroes
and warriors any man that will follow me out." They followed after
Fionn. They saw a light before them, and they went forward where
the light was. Who were here but the others playing at cards, and
some asleep; and it was a fine frosty night. Fionn hailed them so
stately and bravely. When they heard. the speaking of Fionn, those
who were laid down tried to rise, and the hair was stuck to the
ground. They were pleased to see their master. Pleasant to have a
stray hunting night. They went home. Going past a place where they
used to house, they saw a house. They asked what house was that.
They told them there was the house of a hunter. They reached the
house, and there was but a woman within, the wife of the fine green
kirtle. She said to them, "Fionn, son of Cumal, thou art welcome
here." They went in. There were seven doors to the house. Fionn
asked his gillies to sit in the seven doors. They did that. Fionn
and his company sat on the one side of the house to breathe. The
woman went out. When she came in, she said, "Fionn, son of Cumal,
it is long since I was wishing thy welfare, but its little I can do
for thee to-night. The son of the king of the people of Danan is
coming here, with his eight hundred full heroes, this night."
"Yonder side of the house be theirs, and this side ours, unless
there come men of Eirinn." Then they came, and they sat within.
"You will not let a man on our side," said Fionn, "unless there
comes one that belongs to our own company." The woman came in
again, saying, "The middle son of the king of the people of Danan
is coming, and his five hundred brave heroes with him." They came,
and more of them staid without on a knoll. She came in again,
saying, "The youngest son of the king of the people of Danan is
coming, and his five hundred swift heroes with him." She came in
again, saying, "That Gallaidh was coming, and five hundred full
heroes."--"This side of the house be ours, and that be theirs,
unless there come of the men of Eirinn." The people of Danan made
seven ranks of themselves, and the fourth part of them could not
cram in. They were still without a word. There came a gillie home
with a boar that had found death from leanness and without a good
seeming, and he throws that in front of Fionn with an insult. One
of Fionn's gillies caught hold of him, and he tied his four smalls,
and threw him below the board, and they spat on him. "Loose me, and
let me stand up; I was not in fault, though it was I that did it,
and I will bring thee to a boar as good as thou ever ate."--"I will
do that," said Fionn; "but though thou shouldst travel the
five-fifths of Eirinn, unless thou comest before the day comes, I
will catch thee." They loosed him; he went away, and gillies with
him. They were not long when they got a good boar. They came with
it, and they cooked it, and they were eating it. "A bad provider of
flesh art thou," said Gallaidh to Fionn. "Thou shalt not have that
any longer to say;" and the jawbone was in his hand. He raised the
bone, and he killed seven men from every row of the people of
Danan, and this made them stop. Then a gillie came home, and the
black dog of the people of Danan with him, seeking a battle of
dogs. Every one of them had a pack of dogs, and a dozen in every
pack. The first one of them went and slipped the first dozen. The
black dog killed the dozen; he killed them by the way of dozen and
dozen, till there was left but Bran in loneliness. Said Fionn to
Conan, "Let slip Bran, and, unless Bran makes it out, we are done."
He loosed him. The two dogs began at each other. It was not long
till Bran began to take driving; they took fear when they saw that;
but what was on Bran but a venomous claw. There was a golden shoe
on the claw of Venom, and they had not taken off the shoe. Bran was
looking at Conan, and now Conan took off the shoe; and now he went
to meet the black dog again; and at the third "spoch" he struck on
him; he took his throat out. Then he took the heart and the liver
out of his chest. The dog took out to the knoll; he knew that foes
were there. He began at them. A message came in to Fionn that the
dog was doing much harm to the people without. "Come," said Fionn
to one of the gillies, "and check the dog." The gillie went out,
and (was) together with the dog; a message came in that the gillie
was working worse than the dog. From man to man they went out till
Fionn was left within alone. The Feen killed the people of Danan
altogether. The lads of the Feen went out altogether, and they did
not remember that they had left Fionn within. When the children of
the king saw that the rest were gone, they said that they would get
the head of Fionn and his heart. They began at him, and they drove
him backwards till he reached a crag of rock. At the end of the
house he set his back to it, and he was keeping them off. Now he
remembered the dream

He was tightly tried.
Fionn had the "Ord Fianna," and when he was in extremity it would
sound of itself, and it would be heard in the five-fifths of
Eirinn. The gillies heard it; they gathered and returned. He was
alive, and he was no more. They raised him on the point of their
spears: he got better. They killed the sons of the king, and all
that were alive of the people, and they got the chase as it ever
was.

* * * * * *
*

This story is one of
the kind usually called SEANACHAS NA FEINE,--that is, the
tradition, conversation, or tale or old stories, or ancient
history, history or biography (Macalpine) of the people, best known
to English readers as the Fingalians. These are called by a
collective name, and are spoken of as the Feen or Fain. They are generally
represented as hunters and warriors in Eirinn, but their country is
the Feen. Bran's battle and his venomous claw in a golden shoe, is
more like the fight of a tiger or cheetah than an Irish
deer-hound.


 XXX. THE TWO SHEPHERDS

THERE were out between
Lochaber and Baideanach two shepherds who were neighbours to each
other, and the one would often be going to see the other. One was
on the east side of a river, and another on the west. The one who
was on the west side of the river came to the house of the one who
was on the east of it on an evening visit. He staid till it was
pretty late, and then he wished to go home. "It is time to go
home," said he. "It is not that which thou shalt do, but thou shalt
stay to-night," said the other, "since it is so long in the night."
"I will not stay at all events; if I were over the river I don't
care more." The houseman had a pretty strong son, and he said, "I
will go with thee, and I will set thee over the river, but thou
hadst better stay."--"I will not stay at all events."--"If thou
wilt not stay I will go with thee." The son of the houseman called
a dog which he had herding. The dog went with him. When he set the
man on the other side of the river, the man said to him, "Be
returning now, I am far in thy debt." The strong lad returned, and
the dog with him. When he reached the river as he was returning
back home, he was thinking whether he should take the
stepping-stones, or put off his foot-clothes and take below. He put
off his foot-clothes for fear of taking the stepping-stones, and
when he was over there in the river, the dog that was with him
leaped at the back of his head. He threw her off him; she leaped
again; he did the same thing. When he was on the other side of the
river, he put his hand on his head, and there was not a bit of a
bonnet on it. He was saying, whether should he return to seek the
bonnet, or should he go home without it. "It's disgusting for me to
return home without my bonnet; I will return over yet to the place
where I put my foot-clothes off me; I doubt it is there that I left
it." So he returned to the other side of the river. He saw a right
big man seated where he had been, and his own bonnet in his hand.
He caught hold of the bonnet, and he took it from him. "What
business hast thou there with that?--It is mine, and thou hadst no
business to take it from me, though thou hast got it." Over the
river then they went, without a word for each other, fiercely,
hatingly. When they went over, then, on the river, the big man put
his hand under the arm of the shepherd, and he began to drag the
lad down to a loch that was there, against his will and against his
strength. They stood front to front, bravely, firmly on either
side. In spite of the strength of the shepherd's son, the big man
was about to conquer. It was so that the shepherd's son thought of
putting his hand about an oak tree that was in the place. The big
man was striving to take him with him, and the tree was bending and
twisting. At last the tree was loosening in the earth. She loosened
all but one of her roots. At the time when the last root of the
tree slipped, the cocks that were about the wood crowed. The
shepherd's son understood that when he heard the cocks crowing that
it was on the short side of day. When they heard between them the
cocks crowing, the big man said, "Thou has stood well, and thou
hadst need, or thy bonnet had been dear for thee." The big man left
him, and they never more noticed a thing near the river.

* * * * * *
*

There is a bogle
story in W. Grant Stewart's "Highland Superstitions" (published
1823 and 1851), in which a man is dragged towards a river by a
supernatural being, whom he kills with his dirk.

2. I have another
story like this, which was sent to me by a young gentleman, a
member of the Ossianic Society of Glasgow. It has some likeness to
No. 28, The Smith, and is a good illustration of this part of
popular mythology. When the people of Kintyre, MUINTIR CHEAN
TIREADH were coming home from the northern airt from fighting
against Prince Charles, under their chieftain, the man of Skipnish,
they were going together, each band that was nearest as neighbours.
So one little company staid behind the great band, in CEAN LOCH
GILP, Lochgilphead. The one who was hindmost of this company, who
was called by the nickname of IAN DUBH MOR, Big Black John, heard
an unearthly noise, when he was come in front of a fall that was
at A MHAOIL DUBH, on the northern side of
TAIRBAIRT CHEANTIREAIDH, Tarbert (which may be rendered Land's-end
drawboat.)

He went on, and in a
burn below the fall, a terrible being met him; he drew his blade.
Said the being to him, "Strike me." "I will not strike, thou
monster, " said John; but BRODAIDH MI THU, "I will prod
thee."

"Prod me," the being
would say. "I will not prod thee, monster, but I will strike thee,"
John would say.

They fought thus for
a great time till the cock crew; and the being said to Ian, "Thou
wilt now be going, but before thou goest, take thy choice of the
two following things--EALAN GUN RATH NO, RATH GUN EALAIN,
speechless art, or artless speech."

John chose speechless
art, and so it happened. He was a blacksmith, as skilful as ever
drew hammer on anvil; but he was not much better for that; there
was no penny he earned that he would not spoil, and that would not
go in some way that was not easily explained. As an instance of
art, he could mend a saw, though thou hadst a bit in either hand,
in such a way that it could not be seen where it was broken; and a
gun in the same way. There would be a covering on the smithy
windows when he would be mending such things.

Big Black John got
great power over witchcraft, BUITSEACHAS, and evil eye.


 XXXI. OSEAN AFTER THE FEEN

From Barra.

OISEAN was an old man
after the (time of the) Feen, and he (was) dwelling in the house of
his daughter. He was blind, deaf, and limping, and there were nine
oaken skewers in his belly, and he ate the tribute that Padraig had
over Eirinn. They were then writing the old histories that he was
telling them.

 They killed a right big stag; they stripped the shank, and
brought him the bone. "Didst thou ever see a shank that was thicker
than that in the Feen?" "I saw a bone of the black bird's chick in
which it would go round about."--"In that there are but lies." When
he heard this, he caught hold of the books with rage, and he set
them in the fire. His daughter took them out and quenched them, and
she kept them. Ossian asked, with wailing, that the worst lad and
dog in the Feen should lay weight on his chest. He felt a weight on
his chest. "What's this?"--"I MacRuaghadh" (son of the red, or
auburn one). "What is that weight which I feel at my feet?" "There
is MacBuidheig" (the son of the little yellow). They stayed as they
were till the day came. They arose. He asked the lad to take him to
such a glen. The lad reached the glen with him. He took out a
whistle from his pocket, and he played it. "Seest thou anything
going past on yonder mountain?"--"I see deer on it."--"What sort
dost thou see on it "I see some slender and grey on it."--"Those
are the seed of the Lon Luath, swift elk; let them pass."--"What
kind seest thou now?"--"I see some gaunt and grizzled."--"Those are
the seed of Dearg dasdanach, the red Fierce: let them pass."--"What
kind seest thou now?"--"I see some heavy and sleek."--"Let the dog
at them Vic Vuiaig!" MacBhuieig went. "Is he dragging down
plenty?"--"He is."--"Now, when thou seest that he has a dozen thou
shalt check him." When he thought he had them, he played the
whistle, and he checked the dog. "Now if the pup is sated with
chase, he will come quietly, gently; if not, he will come with his
gape open." He was coming with his gape open, and his tongue out of
his mouth. "Bad is the thing which thou hast done to cheek the pup
unsated with chase."--"When he comes, catch my hand, and try to put
it in his gape, or he will have us." He put the hand of Oisean in
his gape, and he shook his throat out. "Come, gather the stags to
that knoll of rushes." He went, and that is done; and it was nine
stags that were there, and that was but enough for Oisean alone;
the lad's share was lost. "Put my two hands about the rushy knoll
that is here;" he did that, and the great caldron that the Feen
used to have was in it. "Now, make ready, and put the stags in the
caldron, and set fire under it." The lad did that. When they were
here ready to take it, Oisean said to him, "Touch thou them not
till I take my fill first." Oisean began upon them, and as he ate
each one, he took one of the skewers out of his belly. When Oisean
had six eaten, the lad had three taken from him. "Hast thou done
this to me?" said Oisean. "I did it," said he I would need a few
when thou thyself hadst so many of them."--"Try if thou wilt take
me to such a rock." He went down there, and he brought out the
chick of a blackbird out of the rock. "Let us come to be going
home." The lad caught him under the arm, and they went away. When
be thought that they were nearing the house, he said, "Are we very
near the house?" "We are," said the lad. "Would the shout of a man
reach the house where we are just now?" -- "It would reach
it."--"Set my front straight on the house." The lad did thus. When
he was coming on the house, he caught the lad, and he put his hand
in his throat, and he killed him. "Now," said he, "neither thou nor
another will tell tales of me." He went home with his hands on the
wall, and he left the blackbird's chick within. They were asking
him where he had been since the day came; he said he had been where
he had often passed pleasant happy days. "How didst thou go there
when thou art blind?"--"I got a chance to go there this day at all
events. There is a little pet yonder that I brought home, and bring
it in." They went out to look, and if they went, there did not go
out so many as could bring it home. He himself arose, and he
brought it in. He asked for a knife. He caught the shank, he
stripped it, and then took the flesh off it. He broke the two ends
of the bone. "Get now the shank of the dun deer that you said I
never saw the like of in the Feen." They got this for him, and be
threw it out through the marrow hole. Now he was made truthful.
They began to ask more tales from him, but it beat them ever to
make him begin at them any more.

* * * * * *
*

A version of this was
told to me by an old tinker at Inverary, but, according to him, the books were destroyed. I took it to
be the popular account of the Ossian controversy. Ossian,
MacPherson, Dr. Smith, and their party, fused into "Ossian," Dr.
Johnson, and his followers, condensed into "Padraig." The famous
Red Book of Clanrannald has also become mythical. Its true history
will be found in the book by the Highland Society. I was told in
Benbecula how a man had found a book, containing the history of the
Feen, in a moss; and how he had parted with it to a blind beggar,
who had sold part to a clergyman, the rest was in America. "The
book was not dug up; it was on the moss. It seemed as if the
ancestors had sent it."


 THE
SUTHERLAND VERSION

The last of the giants
lived among the Fearn Hills (Ross-shire, and within sight of the
windows of Skibo); he had an only daughter, married not to a giant,
but to a common man.

His son-in-law did not
always treat him well, for he was sometimes very hungry, and had to
wear a hunger-belt.

One day at dinner his
son-in-law said to him, "Did you ever, amongst the giants, eat such
good beef, or from so large an ox?"

"Amongst us," said the
last of the giants, "the legs of the birds were heavier than the
hind quarters of your ox."

They laughed him to
scorn, and said, that it was because he was blind that he made such
mistakes; so he called to a servant and bid him bring his bow and
three arrows, and lead him by the hand to a corrie which he named
in the Balnagowan forest.

"Now," said he, "do
you see such and such a rock?"

"Yes," said the
servant.

"And is there a step
in the face of it?"

"Yes," said the
servant.

"Are there rushes at
the foot of it?"

"Yes," said the
servant.

"Then, take me to the
steps, and put me on the first of them."

The servant did
so.

"Look now, and tell me
what comes."

"I see birds," said
the fellow.

"Are they bigger than
common?"

"No bigger than in
Fearn," said the servant.

A little after, "What
do you see?"

"Birds still," said
the servant.

"And are they no
bigger than usual?"

"They are three times
bigger than eagles."

A little later, "Do
you see any more birds?" said the giant.

"Yes, birds that the
air is black with them, and the biggest is three times as big as an
ox."

"Then guide my hand to
the bow," said the blind giant; and the boy guided him so well that
the biggest bird fell at the foot of the rock amongst the
rushes.

"Take home a hind
quarter," said the giant, and they carried. it home between
them.

When they came to the
house of his son-in-law, he walked in with it, and aimed a
tremendous blow at the place where his son-in-law usually sat.
Being blind he did not see that the chair was empty; it was broken
to pieces; but the son-in-law lived to repent, and treat the blind
giant better.

* * * * * *
*

I have another
version written in English by Mr. Hugh MacColl, gardener at
Ardkinglass, from which it appears that the blind old giant was
Ossian, and that his father-in-law was Paul na nooi clerach, Paul
of the nine clerks (whom I strongly suspect to be St. Patrick).
They questioned him about deer; and this shows how stories alter,
for DAMH means ox and stag, and in Sutherland it has become
ox.







 XXXII. THE BARRA WIDOW'S
SON

From Alexander
MacNeill, tenant and fisherman, then at Tangual, Barra.

THERE was a poor widow
in Barra, and she had a babe of a son, and Iain was his name. She
would be going to the strand to gather shell-fish to feed herself
and her babe. When she was on the strand on a day, what did she see
but a vessel on the west of Barra. Three of those who were on board
put out a boat, and they were not long coming on shore.

She went to the shore
and she emptied out the shell-fish beside her. The master of the
vessel put a question to her, "What thing was that?" She said that
it was strand shell-fish the food that she had. "What little fair
lad is this?"--"A son of mine."--"Give him to me and I will give
thee gold and silver, and he will get schooling and teaching, and
he will be better off than to be herewith thee."--"I had rather
suffer death than give the child away."--"Thou art silly. The child
and thyself will be well off if thou lettest him (go) with me."
With the love of the money she said that she would give him the
child. "Come hither, lads, go on board; here's for you the key.
Open a press in the cabin, and you will bring me hither a box that
you will find in it." They went away, they did that, and they came.
He caught the box, he opened it, he emptied it with a gush (or into
her skirt), and he did not count it all, and he took the child with
him.

 She staid as she was, and when she saw the child going on
board she would have given all she ever saw that she had him. He
sailed away, and he went to England. He gave schooling and teaching
to the boy till he was eighteen years on the vessel. It was Iain
Albanach the boy was called at first, he gave him the name of Iain
Mac a Maighstir (John, master's son), because he himself was master
of the vessel. The "owner" of the vessel had seven ships
on sea, and seven shops on shore--each one going to her own shop
with her cargo. It happened to the seven ships to be at home
together. The owner took with him the seven skippers to the house, "I am growing
heavy and aged," said he; "you are there seven masters; I had none
altogether that I would rather than thou. I am without a man of
clan though I am married; I know not with whom I will leave my
goods, and I have a great share; there was none I would rather give
it to than thee, but that thou art without clan as I am myself."
"I," said the skipper, "have a son eighteen years of age in the
ship, who has never been let out of her at all."--"Is not that
wonderful for me, and that I did not hear of it!"--"Many a thing
might the like of me have, and not tell it to you."--"Go and bring
him down hither to me that I may see him." He went and he brought
him down, and he set him in order. "Is this thy son?"--"It is,"
said the skipper. "Whether wouldst thou rather stay with me, or go
with thy father on the sea as thou wert before, and that I should
make thee an heir for ever Well then, it was ever at sea that I was
raised, and I never got much on shore from my youth; so at sea I
would rather be; but as you are determined to keep me, let me stay
with yourself."

"I have seven shops on
shore, and thou must take thy hand in the seven shops. There are
clerks at every one of the shops," said he. "No one of them will
hold bad opinion of himself that he is not as good as I. If you
insist that I take them, I will take the seventh one of
them."

He took the seventh
one of the shops, and the first day of his going in he sent word
through the town, the thing that was before a pound would be at
fifteen shillings; so that everything in the shop was down, and the
shop was empty before the ships came. He (the owner) went in, he
counted his money, and he said that the shop was empty. "It is not
wonderful though it were, when the thing that was before a pound is
let down to fifteen shillings."--"And, My OIDE, are you taking that
ill? Do you not see that I would put out all in the shop seven
times before they could put it out once."--"With that thou must
take the rest in hand, and let them out so." Then he took the rest
in hand, and he was a master above the other clerks. When the ships
came the shops altogether were empty. Then his master said,
"Whether wouldst thou rather be master over the shops or go with
one of the seven ships? Thou wilt get thy choice of the seven
ships."--"It is at sea I was ever raised and I will take a ship."
He got a ship. "Come, send hither here to me the seven skippers."
The seven skippers came. "Now," said he to the six skippers that
were going with Iain, "Iain is going with you, you will set three
ships before and three behind, and he will be in the middle, and
unless you bring him whole hither to me, there is but to seize you
and hang you."--"Well, then, my adopted father," said Iain, "that
is not right. The ships are going together, a storm may come and
drive us from each other; let each do as best he may." The ships
went, they sailed, and it was a cargo of coal that Iain put in his
own. There came on them a great day of storm. They were driven from
each other. Where did Iain sail but to Turkey. He took anchorage in
Turkey at early day, and he thought to go on shore to take a walk.
He was going before him walking; he saw two out of their shirts
working, and as though they had two iron flails. What had they but
a man's corpse! "What are you doing to the corpse?"--"It was a
Christian; we had eight marks against him, and since he did not pay
us while he was alive, we will take it out of his corpse with the
flails."--"Well then, leave him with me and I will pay you the
eight marks." He seized him, he took him from them, he paid them,
and he put mould and earth on him. It was soon for him to return
till he should see more of the land of the Turk. He went on a bit
and what should he see there but a great crowd of men together. He
took over where they were. What did he see but a gaping red fire of
a great hot fire, and a woman stripped between the fire and them.
"What," said he, "are you doing here?" "There are," said they, "two
Christian women that the great Turk got; they were caught on the
ocean; he has had them from the end of eight years. This one was
promising him that she would marry him every year: when the time
came to marry him she would not marry him a bit. He ordered herself
and the woman that was with her to be burnt. One of them was burnt,
and this one is as yet unburnt."

"I will give you a
good lot of silver and gold if you will leave her with me, and you
may say to him that you burnt her." They looked at each other. They
said that he would get that. He went and he took her with him on
board, and he clothed her in cloth and linen.

 "Now," said she, "thou hast saved my life for me; thou must
take care of thyself in this place. Thou shalt go up now to yonder
change-house. The man of the inn will put a question to thee what
cargo thou hast. Say thou a cargo of coal. He will say that would
be well worth selling in the place where thou art. Say thou it is
for selling it that thou art come; what offer will he make for it.
He will say, to-morrow at six o'clock there would be a
waggon of gold going
down, and a waggon of coal coming up, so that the ship might be
kept in the same trim, 1
till six o'clock on the next night. Say thou that
thou wilt take that; but unless thou art watchful they will come in
the night when every man is asleep, with muskets and pistols; they
will set the ship on the ground; they will kill every man, and they
will take the gold with them."

He went to the man of
the inn, and agreed with him as she had taught him. They began on
the morrow, in the morning, to put down the gold, and take up the
coal. The skipper had a man standing looking out that the vessel
should be in trim. When the coal was out, and the ship was as heavy
with the gold as she was with the coal; and when he was on shore,
she got an order for the sailors to take her advice till he should
come. "Put up," said she, "the sails, and draw the anchors. Put a
rope on shore." They did that. He came on board; the ship sailed
away through the night; they heard a shot, but they were out, and
they never caught them more.

They sailed till they
reached England. Three ships had returned, and the three skippers
were in prison till Iain should come back. Iain went up and he
reached his adopted father. The gold was taken on shore, and the
old man had two thirds and Iain a third. He got chambers for the
woman, where she should not be troubled.

"Art thou thinking
that thou wilt go yet?" said the woman to him. "I am thinking that
I have enough of the world with that same."--"Thou wentest before
for thine own will, if thou wouldst be so good as to go now with my
will."--"I will do that."--"Come to that shop without; take from it
a coat, and a brigis, and a waistcoat; try if thou canst got a
cargo of herring and thou shalt go with it to Spain. When the cargo
is in, come where I am before thou goest."

When he got the cargo
on board he went where she was. "Hast thou got the cargo on
board?"--"I have got it."

"There is a dress
here, and the first Sunday after thou hast reached the Spain thou
wilt put it on, and thou wilt go to the church with it. Here is a
whistle, and a ring, and a book. Let there be a horse and a servant
with thee. Thou shalt put the ring on thy finger; let the book be
in thine hand; thou wilt see in the church three seats, two twisted
chairs of gold, and a chair of silver. Thou shalt take hold of the
book and be reading it, and the first man that goes out of the
church be thou out. Wait not for man alive, unless the King or the
Queen meet thee."

 He sailed till he reached the Spain; he took anchorage, and
he went up to the change-house. He asked for a dinner to be set in
order. The dinner was set on the board. They went about to seek
him. A trencher was set on the board, and a cover on it, and the
housewife said to him--"There is meat and drink enough on the board
before you, take enough, but do not lift the cover that is on the
top of the trencher." She drew the door with her. He began at his
dinner. He thought to himself, though it were its fill of gold that
were in the trencher, or a fill of "daoimean," nothing ever
went on board that he might not pay. He lifted the cover of the
trencher, and what was on the trencher but a couple of herring. "If
this be the thing she was hiding from me she need not," and he ate
one herring and the one side of the other. 'When the housewife saw
that the herring was eaten,--"Mo chreach mhor! my great ruin" said
she; "how it has fallen out! Was I never a day that I could not
keep the people of the realm till to-day?"--"What has befallen
thee?"--"It is, that I never was a day that I might not put a
herring before them till to-day."--"What wouldst thou give for a
barrel of herrings?"--"Twenty Saxon pounds."--"What wouldst thou
give for a ship load?"--"That is a thing that I could not
buy."--"Well, then, I will give thee two hundred herring for the
two herring, and I wish the ship were away and the herrings
sold."

 On the first Sunday he got a horse with a bridle and
saddle, and a gillie. He went to the church; he saw the three
chairs. The queen sat on the right hand of the king, and he himself
sat on the left; he took the book out of his pocket, and he began
reading.

 It was not on the sermon that the king's looks were, nor the
queen's, but raining tears. When the sermon skailed he went out.
There were three nobles after him, shouting that the king had a
matter for him. He would not return. He betook himself to the
change-house that night. He staid as he was till the next Sunday,
and he went to sermon; he would not stay for any one, and he
returned to the change-house. The third Sunday he went to the
church. In the middle of the sermon the king and queen came out;
they stood at each side of the (bridle) rein. When the king saw him
coming out he let go the rein; he took his hat off to the ground,
and he made manners at him. "By your leave; you needn't make such
manners at me. It is I that should make them to yourself."--"If it
were your will that you should go with me to the palace to take
dinner."--"Ud! Ud! it is a man below you with whom I would go to
dinner." They reached the palace. Food was set in the place of
eating, drink in the place of drinking, music in the place of
hearing. They were plying the feast and the company with joy and
gladness, because they had hopes that they would get news of
their daughter. "Oh, skipper of the ship," said the queen, hide not
from me a thing that I am going to ask thee." Any thing that I have
that I can tell I will not hide it from you." "And hide not from me
that a woman's hand set that dress about your back, your coat, your
brigis, and your waistcoat, and gave you the ring about your
finger, and the book that was in your hand,, and the whistle that
you were playing." "I will not hide it.

With a woman's right
hand every whit of them was reached to me." "And where didst thou
find her? ’Tis a daughter of mine that is there." "I know not to
whom she is daughter. I found her in Turkey about to be burned in a
great gaping fire." "Sawest thou a woman along with her?" "I did
not see her; she was burned before I arrived. I bought her with
gold and silver. I took her with me, and I have got her in a
chamber in England." "The king had a great general," said the
queen, "and what should he do but fall in love with her. Her father
was asking her to marry him, and she would not marry him. She went
away herself and the daughter of her father's brother with a
vessel, to try if he would forget her. They went over to Turkey;
the Turk caught them, and we had not hope to see her alive for
ever."

If it be your
pleasure, and that you yourself are willing, I will set a ship with
you to seek her; you will get herself to marry, half the realm so
long as the king lives, and the whole realm when he is dead." "I
scorn to do that; but send a ship and a skipper away, and I will
take her home; and if that be her own will, perhaps I will not be
against it."

A ship was made ready;
what should the general do but pay a lad to have him taken on board
unknown to the skipper; he got himself hidden in a barrel. They
sailed far; short time they were in reaching England. They took her
on board, and they sailed back for Spain. In the midst of the sea,
on a fine day, he and she came up on deck, and what should he see
but an island beyond him; it was pretty calm at the time. "Lads,
take me to the island for a while to hunt, till there comes on us
the likeness of a breeze." "We will." They set him on shore on the
island; when they left him on the island the boat returned. When
the general saw that he was on the island, he promised more wages
to the skipper and to the crew, for that they should leave him
there; and they left Iain on the island.

When she perceived
that they had left Iain on the island, she went mad, and they were
forced to bind her. They sailed to Spain. They sent word to the
king that his daughter had grown silly, as it seemed, for the loss
of the form of her husband and lover. The king betook himself to
sorrow, to black melancholy, and to woe, and to heart-breaking,
because of what had arisen; and (because) he had but her of son or
daughter.

Iain was in the
island, hair and beard grown over him; the hair of his head down
between his two shoulders, his shoes worn to pulp, without a thread
of clothes on that was not gone to rags; without a bite of flesh on
him, his bones but sticking together.

On a night of nights,
what should he hear but the rowing of a boat coming to the island.
"Art thou there, Iain Albanich?" said the one in the boat. Though
he was, he answered not. He would rather find death at the side of
a hill than be killed.

"I know that thou
hearest me, and answer; it is just as well for thee to answer me,
as that I should go up and take thee down by force." He went, and
he took himself down. "Art thou willing to go out of the island?"
"Well, then, I am; it is I that am that, if I could get myself
taken out of it." "What wouldst thou give to a man that would take
thee out of this?" "There was a time when I might give something to
a man that would take me out of this; but to day I have not a
thing." "Wouldst thou give one half of thy wife to a man that would
take thee out of this?" "I have not that." "I do not say if thou
hadst, that thou wouldst give her away." "I would give her."
"Wouldst thou give half thy children to a man that would take thee
out of this." "I would give them." "Down hither; sit in the stern
of the boat." He sat in the stern of the boat. "Whether wouldst
thou rather go to England or Spain?" "To Spain." He went with him,
and before the day came he was in Spain.

He went up to the
change-house; the housewife knew him in a moment. "Is this Iain!"
said she. "It is the sheath of all that there was of him that is
here."

"Poorly has it
befallen thee!" said she. She went and she sent a message to a
barber's booth, and he was cleansed; and word to a tailor's booth,
and clothes were got for him; she sent word to a shoemaker's booth,
and shoes were got for him. On the morrow when he was properly
cleansed and arrayed, he went to the palace of the king, and he
played the whistle. When the king's daughter heard the whistle she
gave a spring, and she broke the third part of the cord that bound
her. They asked her to keep still, and they tied more cords on her.
On the morrow he gave a blast on the whistle, and she broke two
parts of all that were on her. On the third day when she heard his
whistle, she broke three quarters; on the fourth day she broke what
was on her altogether. She rose and she went out to meet him, and
there never was a woman more sane than she. Word was sent up to the
king of Spain, that there never was a girl more sane than she; and
that the bodily presence of her husband and lover had come to
her.

 A
"coach " was sent to fetch Iain; the king and his great gentles
were with him; he was taken up on the deadly points. Music was
raised, and lament laid down; meat was set in the place of eating,
drink in the place of drinking, music in the place for hearing; a
cheery, hearty, jolly wedding was made. Iain got one half of the
realm; after the king's death he got it altogether. The general was
seized; he was torn amongst horses; he was burned amongst fires;
and the ashes were let (fly) with the wind.

After the death of the
king and queen, Iain was king over Spain. Three sons were born to
him. On a night he heard a knocking in the door. "The asker is
come," said he. Who was there but the very man that took him out of
the island. "Art thou for keeping thy promise?" said the one who
came, "I am," said Iain. "Thine own be thy realm, and thy children
and my blessing! Dost thou remember when thou didst pay eight merks
for the corpse of a man in Turkey; that was my body; health be
thine; thou wilt see me no more.

* * * * * *
*

Got this tale from
Alexander MacNeill, tenant and fisherman, then at Tangval, Barra.
Heard his father, Roderick MacNeill, often recite it. Roderick
MacNeill died about twenty years ago, about the age of eighty
years. Heard it from many other old men in youth, and says it was
pretty common then.

H.
MACLEAN.

July,
1859.



 XXXIII. THE TALE OF
THE QUEEN WHO SOUGHT A DRINK FROM A CERTAIN WELL

From Mrs. MacTavish,
Port Ellen, Islay.

THERE was before now,
a queen who was sick, and she had three daughters. Said she to the
one who was eldest, "Go to the well of true water, and bring to me
a drink to heal me."

The daughter went, and
she reached the well. A LOSGANN (frog or toad) came up to ask her
if she would wed him, if she should get a drink for her mother. "I
will not wed thee, hideous creature! on any account," said she.
"Well then," said he, "thou shalt not get the water."

She went away home,
and her mother sent away her sister that was nearest to her, to
seek a drink of the water. She reached the well; and the toad came
up and asked her "if she would marry him if she should get the
water." "I wont marry thee, hideous creature!" said she. "Thou
shalt not get the water, then," said he.

She went home, and her
sister that was youngest went to seek the water. When she reached
the well the toad came up as he used, and asked her "if she would
marry him if she should get the water." "If I have no other way to
get healing for my mother, I will marry thee," said she; and she
got the water, and she healed her mother.


They had betaken
themselves to rest in the night when the toad came to the door
saying:--





	
"A CHAOMHAG, A
CHAOMHAG,

AN CUIMHNEACH LEAT

AN GEALLADH BEAG

A THUG THU AIG

AN TOBAR DHOMH,

A GHAOIL, A GHAOIL."


	
"Gentle one, gentle
one,

Rememberest thou

The little pledge

Thou gavest me

Beside the well,

My love, my love."






When he was
ceaselessly saying this, the girl rose and took him in, and put him
behind the door, and she went to bed; but she was not long laid
down, when he began again saying, everlastingly:--

"A hàovaig, a
hàovaig,

An cuineach leat

An geallug beag

A hoog oo aig

An tobar gaw,

A géule, a géule."

Then she got up and
she put him under a noggin; that kept him quiet a while; but she
was not long laid down when he began again, saying --

"A hàovaig, a
hàovaig,

An cuineach leat

An geallug beag

A hoog oo aig

An tobar gaw,

A géule, a géule."

She rose again, and
she made him a little bed at the fireside; but he was not pleased,
and he began again saying, "A chaoimheag, a chaoimheag, an
cuimhneach leat an gealladh beag a thug thu aig an tobar dhomb, a
ghaoil, a ghaoil." Then she got up and made him a bed beside her
own bed; but he was without ceasing, saying,

"A chaoimheag, a
chaoimheag, an cuimhneach leat an gealladh beag a thug a thug thu
aig an tobar dhomb, a ghaoil, a ghaoil." But she took no notice of
his complaining, till he said to her, "There is an old rusted glave
behind thy bed, with which thou hadst better take off my head, than
be holding me longer in torture."

She took the glave and
cut the head off him. When the steel touched him, he grew a
handsome youth; and he gave many thanks to the young wife, who had
been the means of putting off him the spells, under which he had
endured for a long time. Then he got his kingdom, for he was a
king; and he married the princess, and they were long alive and
merry together.

* * * * * * *

The lady who has been
so kind as to write down this, and other stories, is one of my
oldest friends. She has brought up a large family, and her
excellent memory now enables her to remember tales, which she had
gathered during a long life passed in the West Highlands, where her
husband was a respected minister. The story is evidently a Celtic
version of the Wearie Well at the Warldis End, of which Chambers
has published one Scotch version, to which Grimm refers in notes
"Der Froschkônig," in his third volume. There are many versions
still current in Scotland, told in broad
Scots; and it can be traced back to 1548. According to Grimm, it
belongs to the oldest in Germany. This version clearly belongs to
the Gaelic language, for the speech of the frog is an imitation of
the gurgling and quarking, of spring frogs in a pond, which I have
vainly endeavoured to convey to an English reader by English
letters; but which is absurdly like, when repeated in Gaelic with
this intention. The persevering, obstinate repetition of the same
sounds is also exceedingly like the habit of frogs, when disturbed,
but not much frightened. Let any one try the experiment of throwing
a stone into the midst of a frog concert, and he will hear the
songsters, after a moment of stillness, begin again. First a half.
smothered GUARK GUARK; then another begins, half under water,
with a gurgle, and then more and more join in till the pond is in
full chorus once again. GUARK, GUARK, GOOILL~~~~~ GOOARK
GOOILL~~~~~


 XXXIV. THE ORIGIN OF LOCH NESS.

From Mr. Thomas
MacDonald, now gamekeeper at Dunrobin.






WHERE Loch Ness now
is, there was long ago a fine glen. A woman went one day to the
well to fetch water, and she found the spring flowing so fast that
she got frightened, and left her pitcher and ran for her life; she
never stopped till she got to the top of a high hill; and when
there, she turned about and saw the glen filled with water. Not a
house or a field was to be seen! "Aha!" said she, "Tha Loch ann a
nis." (Ha Loch an a neesh). There is a lake in it now; and so the
lake was called Loch Ness (neesh).


 XXXV.
CONALL

From Alexander
MacNeill, tenant and fisherman, Barra.

 THERE was an old king before now in Erin, and a sister
of his, whose name was MAOBH, had three sons. The eldest of them
was Ferghus, the middlemost Lagh an Laidh, and the youngest one
Conall.

He thought he would
make an heir of the eldest one, Ferghus. He gave him the schooling
of the son of a king and a "ridere," and when he was satisfied with
school and learning he brought him home to the palace. Now they
were in the palace.

Said the king, "I have
passed this year well; the end of the year is coming now, and
trouble and care are coming on with it."

"What trouble or care
is coming on thee?" said the young man. "The vassals of the country
are coming to reckon with me to-day." "Thou hast no need to be in
trouble. It is proclaimed that I am the young heir, and it is set
down in papers and in letters in each end of the realm. I will
build a fine castle in front of the palace for thee. I will get
carpenters, and stonemasons, and smiths to build that
castle."

"Is that thy thought,
son of my sister?" said the king. "Thou hadst neither claim nor
right to the realm unless I myself had chosen to give it to thee
with my own free will. Thou wilt not see thyself handling Erin till
I go first under the mould."

"There will be a day
of battle and combat before I let this go on," said the young
man.

 He went away, and he sailed to Alba. A message was sent up to
the king of Alba that the young king of Erin was come to Alba to
see him. He was taken up on the deadly points. Meat was set in
the place for eating; drink in the place for drinking; and music in
the place for hearing; and they were plying the feast and the
company.

"Oh! young king of
Erin," said the king of Alba, "it was not without the beginning of
some matter that thou art come to Alba."

"I should not wish to
let out the knowledge of my matter till I should first know whether
I may get it."

"Anything I have thou
gettest it, for if I were seeking help, perhaps I would go to thee
to get it."

"There came a word
with trouble between me and my mother's brother. It was proclaimed
out that I was king of Erin; and he said to me that I should have
nothing to do with anything till a clod should first go on him. I
wish to stand my right, and to get help from thee."

"I will give thee
that," said the king; "three hundred swift heroes, three hundred
brave heroes, three hundred full heroes; and that is not bad
helping."

"I am without a chief
over them, and I am as ill off as I was before; but I have another
small request, and if I might get it, I would wish to let it
out."

"Anything I have that
I can part from, thou shalt get it," said the king; "but the thing
I have not, I cannot give it to thee. Let out thy speech, and thou
shalt have it."

"It is Boinne Breat,
thy son, at their head."

"My torture to thee!
had I not promised him to thee, thou hadst not got him. But there
were not born in Alba, nor in Erin, nor in Sassun, nor in any one
place (those) who would gain victory over my son if they keep to
fair play. If my son does not come back as be went, the word of an
Eriannach is never again to be taken, for it is by treachery he
will be overcome."

They went away on the
morrow, and they sailed to the king of Sassun. A message went up to
the king of Sassun that the young king of Erin had come to the
place. The king of Sassun took out to meet him. He was taken up on
the deadly points; music was raised, and lament laid down in the
palace of the king of Sassun; meat was set in the place for eating;
drink in the place for drinking; music in the place of hearing; and
they were plying the feast and the company with joy and pleasure of
mind.

"Oh! young king of
Erin," said the king of Sassun, "it is not without the end of a
matter that thou art come here."

"I got the schooling
of the son of a king and a ridere. My mother's brother took me
home. He began to speak about the vassals of the country and the
people of the realm; that care and trouble were on him; and that he
had rather the end of the year had not come at all. Said I to him,
'I will build thee a palace, so that thou shalt have but to wash
thy face, and stretch thy feet in thy shoes.' Said he, 'My sister's
son, thou hadst no right to the realm, and thou gettest it not till
a clod goes on me, in spite of everything.' Said I, 'There will be
a day of battle and combat between thee and me, before the matter
is so.' I went away; I took my ship; I took a skipper with me; and
I sailed to Alba. I reached Alba, and I got three hundred swift
heroes, three hundred brave heroes, and three hundred full heroes;
now I am come to thee to see what help thou wilt give
me."

"I will give thee as
many more, and a hero at their head," said the king of
Sassun.

They went away, and
they sailed to Erin. They went on shore on a crag in Erin, and the
name of Carrig Fhearghuis is on that rock still. He reached the
king. "Brother of my mother, art thou now ready?"--"Well, then,
Fhearghuis, though I said that, I thought thou wouldst not take
anger; but I have not gathered my lot of people yet."--"That is no
answer for me. Thou hast Erin under thy rule. I am here with my
men, and I have neither place, nor meat, nor drink for
them."

"Oo!" said the king,
"the storehouses of Erin are open beneath thee, and I will go away
and gather my people."

He went away. He went
all round Erin. He came to a place which they called "An t' Iubhar
" (Newry). There was but one man in Iubhar, who was called
Goibhlean Gobba (Goivlan Smith). He thought to go in, for thirst
was on him; and that he would quench his thirst, and breathe a
while. He went in. There was within but the smith's daughter. She
brought him a chair in which he might sit. He asked for a drink.
The smith's daughter did not know what she should do, for the smith
had but one cow, which was called the Glas Ghoibhlean (Grey
Goivlan), with the vessel he had for the milk of the cow; three
times in the day it would go beneath the cow; three times in the
day thirst would be on him; and he would drink the vessel each
time, and unless the daughter had the vessel full she was not to
get off. She was afraid, when the king asked for a drink, that
unless she had the vessel full her head would be taken off. It was
so that she thought the vessel should be set before the king at all
hazards. She brought down the vessel, and she set it before him. He
drank a draught; he took out the fourth part, and he left three
quarters in it. "I would rather you should take it out altogether
than leave it. My father has made an oath that unless I have the
vessel full, I have but to die."

"Well, then," said the
king, "it is a spell of my spells to leave the vessel as full as it
was before."

He set the vessel on
the board, he struck his palm on it, and he struck off as much as
was above the milk, and the vessel was full; and before he went
away, the girl was his own.

"Now, thou art going,
oh king of Erin, and I am shamed; what wilt thou leave with
me?"

"I would give thee a
thousand of each hue, a thousand of each kind, a thousand of each
creature."

"What should I do with
that, for I wilt not find salt in Erin to salt them?"

"I would give thee
glens and high moors to feed them from year to year."

"What should I do with
that? for if Fearghus should kill you, he will take it from me,
unless I have it with writing, and a drop of blood to bind
it."

"I am in haste this
night, but go to-morrow to the camp to Croc Maol Nam Muc," said the
king; and he left his blessing with her.

Her father
came.

"Far from thee--far
from thee be it, my daughter! I think that a stranger has been to
see thee here this day."

"How dost thou know
that?

"Thou hadst a maiden's
slow eyelash when I went out; thou hast the brisk eyelash of a wife
now."

"Whom wouldst thou
rather had been here?"

"I never saw the man I
would rather be here than the king of Erin."

"Well, it was he; he
left me a thousand of each hue, a thousand of each kind, a thousand
of each creature.

"'What,' said I,
'shall I do with them, as I cannot get in Erin as much salt as will
salt them?'

"Said he, 'I would
give thee glens and high moors to feed them from year to
year.'

"'What shall I do if
Fearghus should kill you? I will not get them.'

"He said, 'I should
have writing and a drop of his own blood to bind it.'"

They slept that night
as they were. If it was early that the day came, it was earlier
that the smith arose. "Come, daughter, and let us be going." She
went, herself and the smith, and they reached the king in his
camp.

"Wert thou not in the
Iubhar yesterday?" said the smith to the king, "I was; and hast
thou mind of thy words to the girl?"

"I have; but the
battle will not be till to-morrow. I will give thee, as I said, to
the girl; but leave her."

The smith got that,
and he went away.

That night, when she
had slept a while, she awoke, for she had seen a dream. "Art thou
waking?"

"I am; what wilt thou
with me? I saw a dream there: a shoot of fir growing from the heart
of the king, one from my own heart, and they were twining about
each other." "That is our babe son." They slept, and it was not
long till she saw the next dream.

"Art thou waking, king
of Erin?" "I am; what wilt thou with me?" "I saw another dream.
Fearghus, coming down, and taking the head and the neck out of
me."

"That is, Fearghus
killing me, and taking out my head and neck."

She slept again, and
she saw another dream.

"Art thou sleeping,
king of Erin?"

"I am not; what wilt
thou with me now?

"I saw Erin, from side
to side, and from end to end, covered with sheaves of barley and
oats. There came a blast of wind from the east, from the west, from
the north; every tree was swept away, and no more of them were
seen."

"Fearghus will kill
me, and he will take the head and neck out of me. As quickly as
ever thou didst (anything), seize my set of arms, and keep them. A
baby boy is begotten between thee and me. Thou shalt suckle and
nurse him, and thou shalt set him in order. Keep the arms. When
thou seest that he has speech, and can help himself, thou shalt
send him away through the world a wandering, till he find out who
he is. He will get to be king over Erin; his son will be king over
Erin; his grandson will be king over Erin. His race will be kings
over Erin till it reaches the ninth knee. A child will be born from
that one. A farmer will come in with a fish; he will cook the fish;
a bone will stick in his throat, and he will be choked."

Maobh, the king's
sister, the mother of Fearghus, had two other sons, and the battle
was to be on the morrow. Lagh an Laidh and Connal; and Lagh an
Laidh was the eldest.

"Whether," said Lagh
an Laidh, "shall we be with our mother's brother or with
Fearghus?"

"I know not. If our
mother's brother wins, and we are with Fearghus, it is a stone in
our shoe for ever; but if Fearghus wins, he will turn his back to
us, because we were on the other side."

"Well, then, it is not
thus it shall be; but be thou with Fearghus, and I will be with our
mother's brother."

"It shall not be so;
we will leave it to our mother."

"Were I a man," said
Maobh, "I would set the field with my own brother."

"Well, then, I will be
with Fearghus," said Lagh an Laidh, "and be thou with Fearghus, oh
Connal!"

Fearghus went to
Fionn; he blessed him in calm, soft words. Fionn blessed him in
better words; and if no better, they were no worse.

"I heard that there
was a day of battle and combat between thyself and thy mother's
brother," said he.

"That is to be, and I
came to you for help."

"It is but bold for me
to go against thy mother's brother, since it was on his land that I
got my keep. If thy mother's brother should win, we shall get
neither furrow nor clod of the land of Erin as long as we live. I
will do thus. I will not strike a blow with thee, and I will not
strike a blow against thee."

 Fearghus went home on the morrow, and they set in order for
the battle. The king's company was on one side, and the company of
Fearghus on the other. Fearghus had no GAISGICH heroes but Boinne
Breat and his company. The great Saxon hero and his company, and
Lagh an Laidh. Boinne Breat drew out to the skirt of the company;
he put on his harness of battle and hard combat. He set his silken
netted coat above his surety shirt; a booming shield on his
left side; how many deaths were in his tanned sheath!

 He strode out on the stern steps like a sudden blaze; each
pace he put from him was less than a hill, and greater than a knoll
on the mountain side. He turned on them, cloven and cringing. Three
ranks would he drive of them, dashing them from their shields, to
their blood and their flesh in the skies. Would he not leave one to
tell the tale, or report bad news; to put in a land of holes or a
shelf of rock. There was one little one-eyed russet man, one-eyed,
and on one knee and one handed. "Thou shalt not be to tell a tale
of me;" he went and he took his head off. Then Boinne Breat shunned
the fight, and he took his armour off.

"Go down, Fearghus,
and take off the head of thy mother's brother, or I will take it
off."

Fearghus went down, he
caught hold of his mother's brother, and he took his head off. The
smith's daughter went to the arms, and she took them with
her.

Lagh an Laidh kept on
his armour. When he saw Fearghus going to take off the head of his
mother's brother, he took a frenzy. Lagh and Laidh went about the
hill to try if he could see Boinne Breat, who was unarmed. Boinne
Breat thought that man was drunk with battle. He thought that he
would turn on the other side of the hill to try if he could come to
his own place. Lagh an Laidh turned on the other side against him.
He thought to turn again to try if the battle frenzy would abate.
The third time he said he would not turn for all who were in
Albuin, or Eirinn, or Sassun. "It is strange thou, man, that wert
with me throughout the battle, to be against me?" "I will not
believe but that thou hast taken the drunkenness of battle," said
Boinne Breat.

"I am quite beside
myself."

"Well, then," said he,
"though I am unarmed, and thou under arms, remember that thou art
no more to me than what I can hold between these two
fingers."

"I will not be a
traiter to thee, there behind thee are three of the best heroes in
Albuin, or Eirinn, or Sassun."

He gave a turn to see
the three heroes, and when he turned Lagh an Laigh struck off his
head.

"My torture," said
Fearghus, "I had rather my own head were there. An Eireannach is
not to be taken at his word as long as a man shall live. It is a
stone in thy shoe every day for ever, and a pinch of the land of
Eirinn thou shalt not have."

Lagh and Laidh went
away and he went to the mountain. He made a castle for himself
there, and he stayed in it.

The smith's daughter
came on well till she bore a babe-son. She gave him the name of
Conal Mac Righ Eirinn. She nourished him well, and right well. When
speech came and he could walk well, she took him with her on a wet
misty day to the mountain amongst high moors and forests. She left
him there astray to make out a way for himself, and she went
home.

He did not know in the
world what he should do, as he did not know where to go, but he
found a finger of a road. He followed the road. What should he see
but a little hut at the evening of the day at the wayside. He went
into the hut: there was no man within: he let himself down at the
fire-side. There he was till a woman came at the end of the night,
and she had six sheep. She saw a great slip of a man beside the
fire, who seemed to be a fool. She took great wonder when she saw
him, and she said that he had better go out of that, and go down to
the king's house, and that he would get something amongst the
servants in the kitchen. He said he would not go, but if she would
give him something that he might eat, that he would go to herd the
sheep for herself. What should be the name of the woman but CAOMHAG
Gentle. "If I thought that, I would give thee meat and drink," said
she. On the morrow he went away with the sheep. "I have not a bite
of grass for them," said she, "but a road; and thou shalt keep them
at the edge of the road, and thou shalt not let them off
it."

At the time of night
he came home with them; on the morrow he went away with the sheep.
There were near to the place where he was with them three fields of
wheat that belonged to three gentlemen. The sheep were wearing him
out. He went and he levelled the dyke, and he let them in from one
to the other till they had eaten the three fields. On a day of
days, the three gentlemen gathered. When they came, he had let the
fields be eaten by the sheep.

"Who art thou? Thou
hast eaten the fields?"

"It was not I that ate
them at all; it was the sheep that ate them."

"We will not be
talking to him at all; he is but a fool. We will reach Caomhag to
see if the sheep are hers."

They reached Caomhag.
They took her with them to the court. This was the first court that
Fearghus had made after he got the crown.

The kings had a
heritage at that time. When they did not know how to split justice
properly, the judgment-seat would begin to kick, and the king's
neck would take a twist when he did not do justice as he
ought.

"I can make nothing of
it," said the king, "but that they should have the tooth that did
the damage."

The judgment-seat
would begin to kick, and the king's neck took a turn. "Come here
one of you and loose me; try if you can do justice better than
that." Though there were thousands within, none would go in the
king's place. They would not give the king such bad respect, as
that any one of them would go before him.

"Is there a man that
will loose me?"

"There is not, unless
the herd of Caomhag himself will loose thee."

Caomhag's herd was set
down.

"Loose for me, my
little hero, and do justice as it should (be done), and let me out
of this."

"(Nor) right nor
justice will I do before I get something that I may
eat."

Then he got something
which he ate.

"What justice didst
thou do thyself?" said he.

"I did but (doom) the
tooth that did the damage to be theirs."

"What was in the way
that thou didst not give death to Caomhag? This is what I would
do:--Caomhag has six sheep, and though the six sheep were taken
from her, they would not pay the gentlemen. Caomhag will have six
lambs, the gentlemen shall have the six lambs, and she herself
shall have the sheep to keep."

The turn went out of
the king's neck. He went away, and they did not ask who he was, and
he got no skaith.

There was another
gentleman, and he had a horse, and he sent him to a smithy to be
shod. The smith had a young son and a nurse under the child. What
should it be but a fine day, and it was without that the horse was
being shod, and she never saw a horse shod before; and she went out
to see the shoeing of the horse. She sat opposite to the horse, and
he took the nail and the shoe, and he did not hit the hoof with the
nail but he put it in the flesh, and the horse struck the child,
and drove the cup of his head off. They had but to go to justice
again to the king, and the justice the king made for them was, that
the leg should be taken off the horse. The judgment-seat began to
kick again, and the king's neck took a twist. The herd of Caomhag
was there, and they asked him to loose the king. He said that he
would not do a thing till he should first get something to
eat.

He got that. He went
where the king was.

"What law didst thou
make?"

"The leg to be taken
off the horse?

"That will not pay the
smith. Send hither to me the groom that broke the horse, and the
gentleman to whom he belongs. Send over here the smith and the
nurse."

The gentleman and the
groom came.

"Well then, my
gentleman, didst thou make this groom break this horse as he
should?"

The groom said that he
had done that as well as he knew (how to do it).

"No more could be
asked of thee. Well, smith, didst thou give an order to the nurse
to stay within without coming out of her chamber?"

"I did not give it,"
said the smith, "but (she might do) as she chose
herself."

"My gentleman," said
he, "since thou art best kept, I will put a third of the EIRIC of
the smith's son on thee, and another third on the smith himself,
because he did not measure the nail before he put it to use, and
another third on the nurse and the groom because she did not stay
within in her chamber, and in case he left some word or other
untaught to the horse."

The gentleman went
away and the smith; the judgment-seat stopped, and she hadn't a
kick; the turn came out of the king's neck, and they let him go as
usual.

Said the king--"If he
has travelled over the universe and the world, there is a drop of
king's blood in that lad; he could not split the law so well as
that if it were not in him. Let the three best heroes I have go,
and let them bring me his head."

They went after him.
He gave a glance from him and what should he see coming but they.
They came where he was. "Where are you going?"--"We are going to
kill thyself. The king sent us to thee."

"Well, then, that was
but a word that came into his mouth, and it is not worth your while
to kill me."

"He is but a fool,"
said they.

"Since he sent you to
kill me, why don't you kill me?"

"Wilt thou thyself
kill thyself, my little hero?" said they.

"How shall I kill
myself?"

"Here's for thee a
sword and strike it on thee about the neck, and cast the head off
thyself," said they.

He seized on the
sword, and gave it a twirl in his fist. "Fall to killing thyself,
my little hero."

"Begone," said he,
"and return home, and do not hide from the king that you did not
kill me."

"Well, then, give me
the sword," said one of them.

"I will not give it;
there are not in Erin as many as will take it from my fist," said
he.

They went and they
returned home. As he was going by himself, he said, "I was not born
without a mother, and I was not begotten without a father. I have
no mind (of) ever coming to Erin, and I know that it was in Erin I
was born. I will not leave a house in which there is smoke or fire
in Erin till I know who (am)."

He went to the
Iubhar. What was it but a fine warm day. Whom did he see but his
mother washing. He was coming to a sort of understanding, so that
he was thinking that it was his mother who was there. He went and
he went behind her, and he put his hand on her breast. "Indeed,"
said he, "a, foster son of thy right breast am I." She gave her
head a toss. "Thy like of a tarlaid
drudge, I never had as a son or a foster
son."--"My left hand is behind thy head, and a sword in my right
hand, and I will strike off thy head unless thou tell me who I
am."--"Still be thy hand, Conall, son of the king of
Erin."

"I knew myself I was
that, and that there was a drop of the blood of a king's son in me;
but who killed my father?"

Fearghus killed him;
and a loss as great as thy father was slain on the same day--that
was Boinne Breat, son of the king of Alba."

"Who slew Boinne
Breat?"--"It is a brother of Fearghus, whom they call Lagh an
Laidh."

And where is that man
dwelling?

 He could not get a bit on the land of Erin when once he had
slain Boinne Breat; he went to the hills, and he made him a 'còs'
in the forest, amongst 'uille
biaste,' monsters, and untamed
creatures."

"Who kept my father's
arms?"--"It is I."

"Go fetch them, and
bring them hither to me." She brought them.

He went and put the
arms on him, and they became him as well as though they had been
made for himself.

"I eat not a bit, and
I drink not a draught, and I make no stop but this night, until I
reach where that man is, wheresoever he may be."

He passed that night
where he was. In the morning, on the morrow he went away; he went
on till there was black upon his soles and holes in his shoes. The
white clouds of day were going, and the black clouds of night
coming, and without his finding a place of staying or rest for him.
There he saw a great wood. He made a "còs," in one of the trees
above in which he might stay that night. In the morning, on the
morrow he cast a glance from him. What should he see but the
very uile bheist,
whose like was never seen under the sun, stretched without
clothing, without foot coverings, or head covering, hair and beard
gone over him. He thought, though he should go down, that he could
not do for him. He put an arrow in a "crois," and he "fired " at him. He
struck him with it on the right fore-arm, and the one who was below
gave a start. "Move not a sinew of thy sinews, nor a vein of thy
veins, nor a bit of thy flesh, nor a hair of thy locks, till thou
promise to see me a king over Erin, or I will send down of slender
oaken darts enough to sew thee to the earth." The uile bheist did
not give him yielding for that. He went and he fired again, and he
struck him in the left fore-arm. " Did I not tell thee before, not
to stir a vein of thy veins nor a bit of thy flesh, nor a hair of
thy locks till thou shouldst promise to see me king over
Erin."--"Come down then, and I will see thyself or myself that
before this time to morrow night." He came down.

"If I had known that
it was thy like of a drudge that should dictate thus to me, I would
not do it for thee for anything; but since I promised thee I will
do it, and we will be going."

They went to the
palace of the king. They shouted Battle or Combat to be sent out,
or else the head of Fearghus, or himself a captive.

Battle and combat they
should get, and not his head at all, and they could not get himself
a captive.

There were sent out
four hundred swift heroes, four hundred full heroes, and four
hundred strong heroes.

They began at them.
The one could not put from the other's hand as they were
killed.

They shouted battle or
combat again, or else the head of Fearghus to be sent out, or
himself a captive.

"It is battle and
combat thou shalt have, and not at all my head, and no more shalt
thou get myself a captive."

There were sent out
twelve hundred swift heroes, twelve hundred full heroes, and twelve
hundred stout heroes.

The one could not put
from the other's hand as they killed of them.

They shouted battle
and combat, or else the head of Fearghus, or himself a
captive.

Battle and combat they
should have, and not the head of Fearghus at all, nor himself a
captive.

There were sent out
four hundred score to them. The one could not put from the other as
they killed.

They shouted battle
and combat.

"Those who are
without," said Fearghus, "are so hard (to please) that they will
take but my head, and unless they get (it) they will kill all there
are in Erin and myself after them. Take one of you a head from one
of those who were slain, and when Lagh an Laidh comes and asks my
head, or myself a captive, give it to him, and he will think it is
my head."

The head was given to
Lagh an Laidh. He went where Conall was with it.

"What hast thou
there?" said Conall.

"The head of
Fearghus."

"That is not the head
of Fearghus yet. I saw him a shorter (time) than thyself, but turn
and bring hither to me the head of Fearghus."

Lagh an Laidh
returned.

Let another go to meet
him in the king's stead, and say that it is his head he shall get,
not himself a captive.

This one went to meet
Lagh an Laidh. He seized him and took the head out of his
neck.

He reached Conall.
"What hast thou there?"--"The head of Fearghus."

"That is not the head
of Fearghus yet; turn and bring to me the head of
Fearghus."

Lagh an Laidh
returned.

"The one who is
without is so watchful, and the other is so blind, that there is no
man in Erin but they will kill unless they get. myself."

"Where art thou going,
Lagh an Laidh?" said Fearghus.

"I am going to seek
thy head, or thyself as a captive."

"It's my head thou
shalt get, and not myself as a captive; but what kindness art thou
giving thy brother?

"The kindness that
thou gavest thyself to me, I will give it to thee."

He took the head out
of his neck, and he took it with him. He came where Conall.
was.

"What hast thou
there?"--"The head of Fearghus."--"It is not."--"Truly it
is."--"Let me see it."

He gave it to him. He
drew it, and he struck him with it, and he made two heads of the
one. Then they began at each other.

They would make a bog
on the rock, and a rock on the bog. In the place where the least
they would sink, they would sink to the knees, in the place where
the most they would sink, they would sink to the eyes.

Conall thought it
would be ill for him to fall after he had got so near the
matter.

He drew his sword, and
he threw the head off Lagh an Laidh.

"Now I am king over
Erin, as I myself had a right to be."

He took his mother and
her father from the Iubhar, and took them to the palace; and his
race were in it till the ninth knee. The last one was choked, as a
babe, with a splinter of bone that went crosswise into his throat,
and another tribe came in on EIRINN.

* * * * * *
*

ALEXANDER
M'NEILL,

Heard it recited by
his father and by several others in his youth.

This story is one of
a number, all of which relate to a certain Conall, who was a
natural son of a king of Eirinn, and came to be king
himself.


 XXXVI.
MAGHACH COLGAR

From Alexander
MacNeill, Barra.

FIONN, the son of
Cumal. FIONN MAC CUMHAIL was in Eirinn, and the king of Lochlann in
Lochlann. The king of Lochlann sent MAGHACH COLGAR to Fionn to be
taught. The king of the SEALG sent to him his own son, whom they
called INNSRIDH MACRIGH NAN SEALG. They were of age, six years
(and) ten. Then they were in Erin with Fionn, and Fionn taught
Maghach, son of the king of Lochlann, every learning he
had.

There came a message
from the king of Lochlann, that he was in the sickness of death for
leaving the world; and that the Maghach must go home to be ready
for his crowning. Maghach went away, and the chase failed with the
FEINN, and they did not know what they should do.

Maghach wrote a letter
to Fionn from Lochlann to Eirinn: "I heard that the chase failed
with you in Eirinn. I have burghs on sea, and I have burghs on
shore: I have food for a day and a year in every burgh of
these--the meat thou thinkest not of, and the drink thou thinkest
not of; come thou hither thyself and thy set of FIANTACHAN. The
keep of a day and a year is on thy head."

Fionn got the letter,
and he opened it: "He is pitiable who would not do a good thing in
the beginning of youth; he might get a good share of it again in
the beginning of his age. Here is a letter came from my foster-son
from Lochlann that he has burghs on sea and burghs on shore, food
for a day and a year in every one of them--the drink that we can
think of, and the drink that we do not think of; the meat we can
think of, and the meat that we do not think of--and it is best for
us to be going."

"Whom shall we leave,"
said FIACHERE MACFHINN (the trier son of Fionn) his son, "to keep
the darlings and little sons of Eireann."

"I will stay," said
FIACHERE MACFHINN.

"I will stay," said
DIARMID O'DUIBHNE, his sister's son.

"I will stay," said
INNSRIDH MACRIGH NAN SEALG, his foster-son.

"I will stay," said
CATH CONAN MAC MHIC CON.

"We will stay now,"
said they--the four.

"Thou art going, my
father," said Fiachere, "and it is as well for thee to stay; how
then shall we get word how it befalls thee in
Lochlainn?"

"I will strike the ORD
FIANNT (hammer of Fiant) in Lochlainn, and it will be known by the
blow I strike in Lochlainn, or in Eirinn, how we shall
be."

Fionn and his company
went, they reached Lochlainn. Maghach Colgar, son of the king of
Lochlainn, went before to meet them.

"Hail to thee, my
foster father," said Maghach.

"Hail to thyself, my
foster-son," said Fionn.

"There is the business
I had with thee; I heard that the chase had failed in Eirinn, and
it was not well with me to let you die without meat. I have burghs
on sea and burghs on shore, and food for a day and year in every
one of them, and which kind wouldst thou rather choose?"

"It is on shore I used
to always be, and it is not on sea; and I will take some on shore,"
said Fionn.

They went into one of
them. There was a door opposite to every day in the year on the
house; every sort of drink and meat within it. They sat on chairs;
they caught every man hold of a fork and of a knife, They gave a
glance from them, and what should they see in the "araich" (great
half-ruined building), but not a hole open but frozen rime. They
gave themselves that lift to rise. The chairs stuck to the earth.
They themselves stuck to the chairs. Their hands stuck to the
knives, and there was no way of rising out of that.

It was day about that
Fiachaire MacFhinn and Innsridh MacRigh nan Sealg were going to
keep the chase, and Diarmid O'Duibhne and Conan were going on the
other day. On their returning back, what should they hear but a
blow of the hammer of Fionn being struck in Lochlainn.

"If he has wandered
the universe and the world, my foster-father is in pledge of his
body and soul."

Fiachaire MacFhinn and
Innsridh MacRigh nan Sealg went from Eirinn, and they reached
Lochlainn.

"Who is that without
on the burgh?"

"I am," said Fiachaire
MacFhinn and Innsridh MacRigh nan Sealg.

"Who is there on the
place of combat?"

"There are two hundred
score of the GREUGACHAIBH (Greeks) come out and great IALL at their
head coming to seek my head to be his at his great meal to
morrow."

Fiachaire MacFhinn and
Innsridh MacRigh nan Sealg went and they reached the place of
combat.

"Where are ye going? "
said Fiachaire MacFhinn.

"We are going to seek
the head of Mhic Cumhail to be ours at our great meal
to-morrow."

"It is often that
man's head might be sought and be on my own breast at early
morning."

"Close up," said Iall,
"and leave way for the people."

"There is a small
delay on that," said Fiachaire.

Fiachaire, son of
Fhinn, pressed out on the one end of them. Innsridh, son of the
king of the Sealg, began in the other end, till the two glaves
clashed against each other. They returned, and they reached the
burgh.
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said Fionn.

"With me," said
Fiachaire, "and with the son of the king of the Sealg."

"How was my foster-son
off there?"

"Man upon man," said
Fiachaire. "And if he had not another man, he had lacked
none."

"Over the field, to my
foster-son," said Fionn; "and his bones but soft yet! but mind the
place of combat. Yonder are three hundred score of the Greeks
coming out seeking my head to be theirs at their great meal
tomorrow."

Fiachaire MacFhinn,
and Innsridh MacRigh nan Sealg went, and they reached the place of
combat.

"Where are you going?"
said Fiachaire MacFhinn.

"Going to seek the
head of Mhic Cumhail to be ours at our great meal
to-morrow."

"It's often that very
man's head might be sought, and be on my own breast at early
morning."

"Close up and leave
way for the people."

"There is still a
small delay on that."

Fiachaire began in the
one end of the company, and Innsridh MacRigh nan Sealg in the
other, till the two glaves clashed on each other. They returned to
the burgh.

"Who is that?" said
Fionn.

"I am Fiachaire, thy
son, and Innsridh, son of the king of the Sealg, thy foster
son,

With whom was the
hideous fight

That was on the battle place (battle ford)

                   To-day.

It was with me and
with three hundred score of Greeks."

"Mind the place of
battle; there are four hundred score of the Greeks, and a great
warrior at their head coming to seek my head to be theirs at their
great meal to-morrow."

They went and they
reached the place of battle.

"Where are you going?"
said Fiachaire MacFhinn to the Greeks.

"Going to seek the
head of Mhic Cumhail, to be ours at our great meal
to-morrow."

"It's often that man's
head might be sought, and be on my own breast at early
morning."

"Close up from the
way, and leave way for the people."

"There is a small
delay on that yet."

He himself and
Innsridh MacRigh nan Sealg began at them till they had killed every
man of them, and till the two glaves clashed on each other. They
returned home, and they reached the burgh.

"Who's that without?"
said Fionn.

"I am Fiachaire, thy
son, and Innsridh, son of the king of the Sealg, thy
foster-son,

With whom was the
hideous fight

That was at the battle place (ford)

                   To-day."

"It was with me and so
many of the Greeks."

"How was my foster-son
off there?"

"Man upon man, and if
there had been no one besides, he had lacked none."

"Mind the place of
battle. There are twice as many as came out, a good and heedless
warrior at their head, coming to seek my head, to be theirs at
their great meal to-morrow."

They reached the place
of battle; and when they reached it, there came not a man of the
people.

"I won't believe,"
said Fiachaire MacFhinn, "that there are not remnants of meat in a
place whence such bands are coming. Hunger is on myself, and that
we ate but a morsel since we ate it in Eirinn. And come thou,
Innsridh, and reach the place where they were. They will not know
man from another man, and try if thou canst get scraps of bread,
and of cheese, and of flesh, that thou wilt bring to us; and I
myself will stay to keep the people, in case that they should come
unawares."

"Well, then, I know
not the place. I know not the way," said Innsridh, son of the king
of Sealg, "but go thyself and I will stay."

Fiachaire went, and
Innsridh staid, and what should they do but come
unawares.

"Where are ye going,"
said Innsridh?

"Going to seek the
head of Mhic Cumhail, to be ours at our great meal
to-morrow."

"It is often that
man's head might be sought, and be on my own breast at early
morning."

"Close up, and leave
way for the people

"There is a small
delay on that yet." Innsridh began at them, and he left not one
alone.

"What good did it do
thee to slay the people, and that I will kill thee," said the great
warrior at their head.

"If I had come out,
from my meat and from my warmth, from my warmth and from my fire,
thou shouldst not kill me." He and the warrior began at each other.
They would make a bog of the crag, and a crag of the bog, in the
place where the least they would sink they would sink to the knees,
in the place that the most they would sink they would sink to the
eyes. The great warrior gave a sweep with his glave, and he cut the
head off Innsridh MacRigh nan Sealg.

Fiachaire came. The
warrior met him, and with him was the head of Innsridh.

Said Fiachaire to the
great warrior, "What thing hast thou there?"

"I have here the head
of Mhic Cumhail."

"Hand it to
me."

He reached him the
head. Fiachaire gave a kiss to the mouth, and a kiss to the back of
the head.

"Dost thou know to
whom thou gavest it?" said Fiachaire to the warrior.

"I do not," said he.
"It well became the body on which it was before."

He went and he drew
back the head, and strikes it on the warrior's head while he was
speaking, and makes one head of the two. He went and he reached
(the place) where Fionn was again.

"Who is that without?"
said Fionn.

"I am Fiachaire, thy
son,

With whom was the
hideous fight

That was at the battle place

                  To-day."

"It was with Innsridh,
thy foster-son, and with the Greeks."

"How is my foster-son
from that?"

"He is dead without a
soul. Thy foster-son killed the Greeks first, and the great Greek
killed him afterwards, and then I killed the great
Greek."

"Mind the place of
combat. There is Maghach, son of the king of Lochlann, and every
one that was in the Greek burgh with him."

He went and he reached
the place of combat.

"Thou art there,
Fiachaire?" said Maghach Colgar.

"I am."

"Let hither thy
father's head, and I will give thee a free bridge in
Lochlainn."

"My father gave thee
school and teaching, and every kind of DRAOCHD (Magic) he had, and
though he taught that, thou wouldst take the head off him now, and
with that thou shalt not get my father's head, until thou gettest
my own head first."

Fiachaire began at the
people, and he killed every man of the people.

"Thou has killed the
people," said Maghach, "and I will kill thee."

They began at each
other.

They would make a bog
of the crag, and a crag of the bog, in the place where the least
they would sink they would sink to the knees; in the place where
the most they would sink, they would sink to the eyes. On a time of
the times the spear of Mhaghach struck Fiachaire, and he gave a
roar. What time should he give the roar but when Diarmid was
turning step from the chase in Eirinn.

"If he has travelled
the universe and the world," said Diarmid, "the spear of the
Maghach is endured by Fiachaire."

"Wailing be on thee,"
said Conan. "Cast thy spear and hit thy foe."

"If I cast my spear, I
know not but I may kill my own man."

"If it were a
yellow-haired woman, well wouldst thou aim at her."

"Wailing be on thee
now; urge me no longer."

He shook the spear,
and struck under the shield (chromastaich).

"Who would come on me
from behind in the evening, that would not come on me from the
front in the morning?" said Maghach.

"’Tis I would come on
thee," said Diarmid, "early and late, and at noon."

"What good is that to
thee," said Maghach, "and that I will take the head off Fiachaire
before thou comest."

"If thou takest the
head off him," said Diarmid, "I will take off thy head when I reach
thee."

Diarmid reached
Lochlann. Maghach took the head off Fiachaire. Diarmid took the
head off the Maghach. Diarmid reached Fionn.

"Who's that without?"
said Fionn.

"It is I,
Diarmid,

With whom was the
hideous fight

That was on the battle place

                   To-day."

"It was with so many
of the Greeks, and with the Maghach, son of the king of Lochlann,
and with Fiachaire, thy son; Fiachaire killed all the Greeks,
Maghach killed Fiachaire, and then I killed Maghach."

"Though Maghach killed
Fiachaire, why didst thou kill Maghach, and not let him have his
life? But mind the place of combat, and all that are in the burghs
of the Greeks coming out together."

"Whether wouldst thou
rather, Cath Conan, go with me or stay here?"

"I would rather go
with thee."

They went, and when
they reached the place of combat, no man met them. They reached
where they were; they sat there, and what should Cath Conan do but
fall asleep, they were so long coming out. It was not long after
that till they began to come, and the doors to open. There was a
door before every day in the year on every burgh, so that they
burst forth all together about the head of Diarmid. Diarmid began
at them, and with the sound of the glaves and return of the men,
Cath Conan awoke, and he began thrusting his sword in the middle of
the leg of Diarmid. Then Diarmid felt a tickling in the middle of
his leg. He cast a glance from him, and what should he see but Cath
Conan working with his own sword.

 "Wailing be on thee, Cath Conan," said Diarmid; "pass by thy
own man and hit thy foe, for it is as well for thee to thrust it
into yonder bundle as to be cramming it into my leg. Do not
thou plague me now till I hit my foe!"

They killed every man
of the people.

They thought of those
who were in the burgh, and they without food; each one of them took
with him the full of his napkin, and his breast, and his
pouches.

"Who's that without?"
said Fionn.

"I am Diarmid, thy
sister's son."

"How are the
Greeks?"

"Every man of them is
dead, without a soul."

"Oh, come and bring
hither to me a deliverance of food."

"Though I should give
thee food, how shouldst thou eat it, and thou there and thee
bound?"

He had no way of
giving them food, but to make a hole in the burgh above them, and
let the food down to them.

"What is there to
loose thee from that said Diarmid.

"Well, that is hard to
get," said Fionn; "and it is not every man that will get it; and it
is not to be got at all."

"Tell thou me," said
Diarmid, "and I will get it."

"I know that thou wilt
subdue the world till thou gettest it; and my healing is not to be
got, nor my loosing from this, but with the one thing."

"What thing is it that
thou shouldst not tell it to me, and that I might get
it?"

"The three daughters
of a king, whom they call King Gil; the daughters are in a castle
in the midst of an anchorage, without maid, without sgalag
(servant), without a living man but themselves. To get them, and to
wring every drop of blood that is in them out on plates and in
cups; to take every drop of blood out of them, and to leave them as
white as linen."

Diarmid went, and he
was going till there were holes in his shoes and black on his
soles, the white clouds of day going, and the black clouds of night
coming, without finding a place to stay or rest in. He reached the
anchorage, and he put the small end of his spear under his chest,
and he cut a leap, and he was in the castle that night. On the
morrow he returned, and he took with him two on the one shoulder
and one on the other shoulder; he put the small end of his spear
under his chest, and at the first spring he was on shore. He
reached Fionn; he took the girls to him; he wrung every drop of
blood that was in every one of them out at the finger ends of her
feet and bands; he put a black cloth above them, and he began to
spill the blood on those who were within, and every one as he spilt
the blood on him, he would rise and go. The blood failed, and every
one was loosed but one, whom they called Conan.

"Art thou about to
leave me here, oh Diarmid."

"Wailing be on thee;
the blood has failed."

"If I were a fine
yellow-haired woman, its well thou wouldst aim at me?"

"If thy skin stick to
thyself, or thy bones to thy flesh, I will take thee
out."

He caught him by the
hand and he got him loose, but that his skin stuck to the seat, and
the skin of his soles to the earth. "It were well now," said they,
"if the children of the good king were alive, but they should be
buried under the earth." They went where they were, and they found
them laughing and fondling each other, and alive. Diarmid went, and
took them with him on the shower top of his shoulder, and he left
them in the castle as they were before, and they all came home to
EIRINN.

* * * * * *
*

Got this tale from
Alexander MacNeill, fisherman, then Tangval, Barra; says he learnt
it from his father, and that he heard it
recited by him and others ever since he remembers; says it has been
handed down orally from one person to another from time immemorial.
MacNeill is about sixty years of age, and can neither read, write,
nor speak English. His father died twenty years ago, aged eighty
years.

Barra, July
1859.


 XXXVII.
THE BROLLACHAN.

From Widow M. Calder,
a pauper, Sutherland.

 IN the mill of the Glens, MUILION NA GLEANNAN, lived long ago
a cripple of the name of Murray, better known as "Ally" na Muilinn.
He was maintained by the charity of the miller and his neighbours,
who, when they removed their meal, put each a handful into the
lamiter's bag. The lad slept usually at the mill; and it came to
pass that one night, who should enter but the BROLLACHAN, son of
the FUATH.

Now the Brollachan had
eyes and a mouth, and can say two words only, MI-FHEIN, myself, and
THU-FHEIN, thyself; besides that, he has no speech, and alas no
shape. He lay all his lubber-length by the dying fire; and Murray
threw a fresh peat on the embers, which made them fly about red
hot, and Brollachan was severely burnt. So he screamed in an awful
way, and soon comes the "Vough," very fierce, crying, "Och, my
Brollachan, who then burnt you?" but all he could say was "mee!"
and then he said "oo!" (me and thou, mi thu) and she replied, "Were
it any other, wouldn't I be revenged."

Murray slipped the
peck measure over himself, and hid among the machinery, so as to
look as like a sack as possible, ejaculating at times, "May the
Lord preserve me," so he escaped unhurt; and the "Vough" and her
Brollachan left the mill. That same night a woman going by the
place, was chased by the still furious parent, and could have been
saved had she not been nimble to reach her own door in time, to
leave nothing for the "Vough" to catch but her heel; this heel was
torn off, and the woman went lame all the rest of her
days.

* * * * * * *

The word spelt Vough,
is probably spelt from ear; but it is the Gaelic word Fuath, which
is spelt Fouah in the map of the estate where the mill is. The
story was told in Gaelic to D. M., gamekeeper, and written by him
in English.


 XXXVIII. MURACHADH MAC
BRIAN

From Donald Shaw, old
soldier, Ballygrant, Islay.

THERE were three men
in the land of Ceann Coire, in Erin--that was Moorchug MacBreean,
and Donachug MacBreean, and Breean Borr, their father. They got a
call to go to dine in a place which they called MAGH O DORNA. They
took with them threescore knives, threescore bridles, and
threescore red-eared white horses. They sat at the feast, and no
sooner sat they at the feast than they saw the maid of Knock
Seanan, in Erin, passing by. Then out would go Moorchug, then out
would go Donachug, and then out would go Brian Borr, their father,
after them.

They were not long
gone when they saw a great lad coming to meet them.

Brian Borr blessed him
in the FISNICHE FAISNICHE--soft, flowing, peaceful words of
wisdom.

He answered in better
words, and if they were no better they were no worse.

"What man art thou?"
said Brian Borr. "A good lad am I, seeking a master." "Almighty of
the world against thee, beast! Dost thou wish to be hanged with a
sea of blood about thine eyes! 'Tis long I would be ere I would
hire thee at thy size." "I care not, may be Murachadh would hire
me." He reached Murachadh. Murachadh blessed him in the FISNICHE
FAISNICHE--soft, flowing, peaceful words of wisdom. The lad
answered him in better words, and if no better they were no
worse.

 "What man art thou?" says 
Murachadh. "A good lad am I, seeking a
master," said he. "What wages will thou be asking?" "Two-thirds of
thy counsel to be mine, and thyself to have but one, till we come
from chasing the maiden."

"If thou gett'st
that," said Murachadh, "man got it not before, and no man will get
it after thee, but sure if thou wouldst not honour it, thou wouldst
not ask it."

When they had agreed
he took a race after the maiden, and he was not long gone when he
came back. "Almighty of the world against thee," said Brian Borr.
"Dost thou wish to be hanged with a sea of blood about thine eyes?
I knew he was without a gillie in the first of the day the man that
hired thee, and had be taken my counsel he had not hired
thee."

"I will not do a good
turn to-day till the buttons come off my bigcoat." Then they got a
tailor, and the tailor had not as much skill as would take the
buttons off the greatcoat. Then he took shears out of the rim of
his little hat, and he took the buttons off his greatcoat in a
trice.

Then he took another
race after the maiden, and he was not long away when he came back.
"Almighty of the great world against thee," said Brian Borr. "Dost
thou wish to be hanged with a sea of blood about thine eyes? I knew
that he was without a gillie in the first of the day the man that
hired thee, and had he taken my counsel he had not hired
thee."

"I wont do a good turn
to-day till the buttons go on the bigcoat again, for the women will
chase me." They got a tailor, and the shears would not cut a grain,
and the needle would not sew a stitch. Then he got shears and a
needle himself out of the rim of his little hat, and he sewed the
buttons on the bigcoat again. He took another little race after the
maiden, and he was not long gone when he came back. "Almighty,
&c. . . . ," said Brian Borr.

"I will not do a good
turn to-day till the thorn in my foot comes out." Then they got a
leech, but the leech had not skill enough to take the thorn out of
the foot. Then he himself took out a little iron that he had in the
rim of his little hat, and he took the thorn out of his foot, and
the thorn was a foot longer than the shank.

"Oov! oov!" said Brian
Borr, "that is a wondrous matter, the thorn to be longer than the
shank." "Many a thing," said he, "is more wondrous than that; there
is good stretching at the end of the joints and bones." Then he
took a little race away, and he was not long gone when he came
back, and he had a wild duck roasted on the fire, not a bit burned
or raw in her, and she was enough for every one within. "This is
the best turn thou hast done yet," said Brian Borr.

"I will not do a good
turn to-day till I get a little wink of sleep." They went to the
back of Knock Seanan, in Erin, behind the wind and before the sun,
where they could see each man, and man could not see them. He slept
there; and when he awoke, what but the maid of Knock Seanan was on
the top of the hill! He rose, he struck her a blow of his palm on
the ear, and he set her head back foremost. "Almighty, &c. . .
. ," said Brian Borr.

"Set the head right on
the maiden."--"If my master asks me that, I will do it, and if he
does not ask, I will not do it to-day for thee."

"There she is," said
Murachadh, "and do to her as thou wilt." Then struck he a fist on
her, and he knocked her brains out. They were not long there when
they saw a deer and a dog chasing it. Out after it went they, and
the sparks that the hound sent from his toes were hitting
Murachadh's gillie right in the face. The sparks that Murachadh's
gillie sent from his toes were striking Murachadh right in the
face, and the sparks that Murachadh sent from. his toes were
hitting Donachadh right in the face, and the sparks that Donachadh
sent from his toes were hitting Brian Borr right in the face. In
the time of lateness Murachadh lost his set of men; nor father, nor
brother, nor gillie, nor deer, nor dog, was to be seen, and he did
not know to what side he, should go to seek them. Mist came on
them.

He thought he would go
into the wood to gather nuts till the mist should go. He heard the
stroke of an axe in the wood, and he thought that it was the man of
the little cap and the bio, bonnet. He went down and it was the man
of the little cap who was there. Murachadh blessed him; in the
fisniche foisniche, soft flowing peaceful words of wisdom; and the
youth blessed him in better words; and if no better they were no
worse. "I am thinking, then," said the lad, "that it is of the
company of Murachadh Mae Brian thou art." "It is," said he. "Well!
I would give thee a night's share for the sake of that man, though
there should be a man's head at thy belt." Murachadh feared that be
would ask him to put the faggot on his back, and he was right
feared that he would ask him to carry the axe home for its size.
"Good lad," said he, "I am sure thou art tired enough thyself after
thy trouble and wandering. It is much me to ask thee to lift the
faggot on my back; and it is too much to ask thee to take the axe
home."

He went and he lifted
the faggot of fuel on his own back, he took the axe with him in his
hand; they went the two to the house of that man; and that was the
grand house! Then the wife of that man brought up a chair of gold,
and she gave it to her own man; and she brought up a chair of
silver, and she gave it to Murachadh; she brought up a stoup of
wine, and she gave it to Murachadh, and he took a drink out of it;
he stretched it to the other, and after he had drunk what was in it
he broke it against the wall. They were chatting together, and
Murachadh was always looking at the house-wife. "I am thinking
myself," said the man of the house, "that thou art Murachadh Mac
Brian's self."--"Well, I am."--"I have done thee two discourtesies
since thou camest to the house, and thou hast done one, to me. I
sat myself in the chair of gold, and I set thee in the silver
chair; I broke the drinking cup; I failed in that I drank a draught
from a half-empty vessel. Thou didst me another discourtesy: thou
art gazing at my wife there since thou camest into the house, and
if thou didst but know the trouble I had about her, thou wouldst
not wonder though I should not like another man to be looking at
her." "What," said Murachadh, "is the trouble that thou hast had
about her that man had not before, and that another man will not
have again after thee?"--"Sleep to-night and I will tell thee that
to-morrow."--"Not a cloud of sleep shall go on mine eye this night
till thou tellest me the trouble that thou hast had."

 "I was here
seven years with no man with me but myself. The seanagal
(soothsayer) came the way one day, and he said to me, if I would go
so far as the white Sibearta, that I would get knowledge in it. I
went there one fine summer's day, and who was there but the
Gruagach of the island and the Gruagach of the dog setting a
combat. The Gruagach of the island said to me, if I would go in
before her to help her, that she would give me her daughter to
marry when we should go home. I went in on her side, I struck a
fist on the Gruagach of the dog, and I knocked her brains out.
Myself and the Gruagach of the island went home, and a wedding and
a marriage was made between myself and her daughter that very
night; but, with the hero's fatigue, and the reek of the bowl, I
never got to her chamber door. If the day came early on the morrow,
'twas earlier still that my father-in-law arose shouting to me to
go to the hunting hill to hunt badgers, and vermin, and foxes. At
the time of lifting the game and laying it down, I thought that I
had left my own wife without a watchman to look on her. I went home
a hero, stout and seemly, and I found my mother-in-law weeping; and
I said to her, 'What ails thee?' 'Much ails me, that three monks
have just taken away the woman thou didst marry
thyself.'

"Then took I the good
and ill of that on myself, and I took the track of the duck on the
ninth morn. I fell in with my ship, and she was drawn her own seven
lengths on dried dry land, where no wind could stain, or sun could
burn, or the scholars of the big town could mock or launch her. I
set my back to her, and she was too heavy; but I thought it was
death before or behind me if I did not get my wife, and I set my
pith to her, and I put her out. I gave her prow to the sea, and her
stern to the land; helm in her stern, sails in her prow, tackle to
her ropes, each rope fast and loose, that could make port and
anchorage of the sea isle that was there. I anchored my ship, and I
went up, and what was there but the three monks casting lots for my
wife. I swept their three heads off, I took my wife me and I set
her in the stern of the ship; I hoisted the three speckled flapping
sails against the tall tough splintery masts. My music was the
plunging of eels and the screaming of gulls; the biggest beast
eating the beast that was least, and the beast that was least doing
as she might. The bent brown buckie that was in the bottom of ocean
would play haig on its mouth, while she would cut a slender corn
straw before her prow, with the excellence of the steering. There
was no stop or rest for me, while I drove her on till I reached the
big town of my mother and father-in-law. Music was raised and
lament laid down. There were smooth drunken drinks, and coarse
drinks drunken. Music in fiddle-strings to the ever-healing of each
disease, would set men under evil eye, and women in travail, fast
asleep in the great town that night. With the hero's fatigue and
the reek of the bowl, I slept far from the wife's
chamber.

If it was early that
the day came on the morrow, 'twas still earlier that my
father-in-law arose shouting to me to go to the hunting hill to
hunt badgers, and vermin, and foxes. At the time of lifting the
game and laying it down, I thought that I had left my own wife
without a watchman to look on her. I went home a hero, stout and
seemly, and I found my mother-in-law weeping. 'What ails thee
to-night?' 'Much ails me, that the wet-cloaked warrior has just
taken away the bride thou didst marry thyself.'

 "Then took I the good and ill of that on myself, and I took
the track of the duck on the ninth morn. I fell in with my ship; I
set my back to her, and she was too heavy: and I set my pith to her
and I put her out. I gave her prow to the sea, and her stern to the
land; helm in her stern, sails in her prow, tackle to her ropes,
each rope fast and loose, that could make a choice port and
anchorage of the big town of the wet-cloaked warrior. I drew my
ship her own seven lengths on dried dry land, where wind could not
stain, or sun burn her; and where the scholars of the big town
could not play pranks or launch her. I left my harness and my
spears under the side of the ship; I went up, and a herd fell in
with me. 'What's thy news to-day, herd?' said I to him. 'Almighty,
etc.,' said the herd, 'if my news is not good, a wedding and a
marriage between the wet-cloaked warrior and the daughter of the
Island Gruagach: and that there is neither glad nor sorry in the
realm that is not asked to the wedding.' 'If thou wouldst give me
the patched cloak on thee, I would give thee this good coat that I
have on, and good day besides for that.' 'Almighty, etc . . . . .'
'That is not the joy and wonder that I have to take in it before
the sun rises to sky to-morrow." I struck him a blow of my fist in
the midst of his face, and I drove the brains in fiery slivers
through the back of his head, I put on the patched cloak, and up I
went, and the men had just assembled to the wedding. I thought it
was lucky to find them gathered. I went amongst them as falcon
through flock, or as goat up rock, or as a great dog on a cold
spring day going through a drove of sheep. So I would make little
bands of large bands, hardy castles which might be heard in
the four airts of heaven, slashing of blades, shearing heroic
shields, till I left not one would tell a tale or withhold bad
news; how one would be one-legged, and one one-handed; and though
there were ten tongues in their heads, it is telling their own ills
and the ills of others that they would be. I took with me my wife,
and I set her in the stern of the boat. I gave her prow to sea and
her stern to land; I would make sail before, and set helm behind. I
hoisted the three speckled flapping sails against the tall tough
splintery masts. My music was the plunging of eels and the
screaming of gulls; the beast that was biggest eating the beast
that was least, and the beast that was least doing as she might;
the bent brown buckie that was at the bottom of the sea would play
HAIG! on her great mouth, as she would split a slender oat stubble
straw with the excellence of the steering.

"We returned to the
big town of my father-in-law. Music was raised, and lament laid
down. There were smooth drunken drinks and coarse, drinks drunken.
Music on strings for ever healing each kind of ill, would set
wounded men and women in travail asleep in the big town that night.
With the hero's fatigue and the reek of the bowl, I never got to my
bride's chamber that night.

If it was early that
the day came on the morrow, earlier than that my father-in-law
arose shouting to me to go to the hunting hill, to go to hunt
brocks, and vermin, and foxes. At the time of lifting the game, and
of laying it down, I thought that I had left my own bride without a
watchman to watch over her. I went home a hero, stout and seemly,
and I found-my mother-in-law weeping. 'What ails thee?' said I.
'Much ails me,' said she, 'that the great hero, son of the King of
SORCHA (light), has just taken the bride that thou didst wed, away;
and he was the worst of them all for me.' Let it be taken well and
ill, that was for me. I took the track of the duck on the ninth
morn. I fell in with my ship; I set my back to her, and she was too
heavy for me; I set my back to her again and I set her out. I gave
prow to sea, and stern to land; I'd set helm in her stern, and
sails in her prow, and tackles in her middle against each rope that
was in her loose and fast, to make choice port and anchorage of the
big town of the great hero king of Sorcha. I drew my ship her own
seven lengths from ebb, on dry land, where wind would not stain,
and sun would not burn, the scholars of the big town could make
neither plaything or mocking, or launching of her.

 "I went up and a beggar fell in with me. 'What's thy tale to
day, A beggar?' 'Mighty of the world be against thee! dost wish to
be hanged with a sea of blood about thine eyes; great and good is
my tale; wedding and a marrying between the great hero, son of the
king of Sorcha, and the daughter of the island Gruagach; and that
there is neither glad nor sorry in the land that is not called to
the wedding.' 'If thou wouldst give me thy cloak, I would give thee
good pay and this good coat that I have on for it.' 'Mighty of the
world, thou beast, dost wish to be hanged with a sea of blood about
thine eyes?' 'That is not the wonder and joy that I am to get from
it, before the sun rises in heaven to-morrow.' I struck him a blow
of my fist in the midst of his face, and I drove the brain in
flinders of flame through the back of his head. The bride knew
somehow that I would be there, and she asked that the beggars
should first be served. I sat myself amidst the beggars; and each
that tried to take bit from me, I gave him, a bruise 'twixt my hand
and my side; and I'd leave him there, and I'd catch the meat with
the one of my hands, and the drink with the other hand. Then some
one said that the big beggar was not letting a bit to the heads of
the other beggars. The bride said, to be good to the beggars, and
they themselves would be finished at last. When all the beggars had
enough they went away, but I lay myself where I was. Some one said
that the big beggar had laid down drunk. The man of the wedding
said, to throw the beast out at the back of a hill, or in the
shelter of a dyke, till what was in his maw should ebb. Five men
and ten came down, and they set their hand to lifting me. On thy
two hands, oh Murachadh; but it was easier for them to set Cairn a
Choinnich in Erin from its base, than to raise me from the earth.
Then came down one of the men that was wiser than the rest; I had a
beauty spot, and there never was man that saw me once but he would
know me again. He raised the cap and he knew who it was, That
fortune should help you here to-night! 'Here is the upright of Glen
feite, the savage Macallain, pitiless, merciless, fearless of God
or man, unless he would fear Murachadh Mae Brian.' When I myself
heard that, I rose to put on my tackling for battling and combat; I
put on my charmed praying shirt of satin, and smooth yellow silk
stretched to my skin, my cloudy coat above the golden shirt, my
kindly coat of cotton above the kindly cloak, my boss-covered
hindering sharp-pointed shield on my left side, my hero's hard
slasher in my right hand, my spawn of narrow knives in my belt, my
helm of hardness about my head to cover my comely crown, to go in
the front of strife, and the strife to go after it; I put on my
hindering, dart-hindering resounding mail, without a flaw, or
without outlet, blue-grey, bright blue, "LEUDAR LEOTHAR."
Lochliner, the long-light and high-minded; and I left not a man to
tell a tale or withhold bad news. If there was not one on one foot,
and one one-handed, and though there were ten tongues in their
heads, it is telling their own ills, and the ills of the rest that
they would be. I took my bride with me, I set her in the ship, I
hoisted the three speckled flapping sails against the tall tough
splintery trees. My music was the plunging of eels and screaming of
gulls; the beast that was biggest eating the beast that was least,
and the beast that was least doing as it might; the bent brown
buckie that was in the bottom of the sea she would play Haig on her
mouth as she would split a slender oat stubble before her prow,
with the excellence of the steering. ’Twas no stop or stay for me,
as I drove her on till I reached the big town of my
father-in-law."

"That was my first
rest, Murachadh, and is it wondrous that I dislike any man to be
gazing at her?" "Indeed, it is not wonderful," said Murachadh.
Murachadh lay down that night, and he found himself on the morrow
in the tower of CHINNECOIRE in Erin, where were his father and his
grandfather; and the deer and the dog, and his father and his
brother, were in before him.

* * * * * *
*

This tale was taken
down in May 1859, from the recitation of Donald Shaw, then aged
sixty-eight, a pauper, living at Ballygrant in Islay, who was in
the 42nd Highlanders at Waterloo. He served in the army about three
years. He said that he had learned it from one Duncan MacMillan, a
Colonsay man, well advanced in years, about fifty years ago. On the
6th of July, Hector MacLean wrote:--"Shaw died a few days ago, and
so far as I can ascertain, there is none in Islay, Jura, or
Colonsay, that can recite the same tale now."


 XXXIX. THE THREE WIDOWS.

From Hector Boyd,
Fisherman, Barra.

 THERE were three widows, and every one of them had a son
apiece. Dòmhnull was the name of the son of one of
them. 

Dòmhnull had four
stots, and the rest had but two each. They were always scolding,
saying that he had more grass than they had themselves. On a night
of the nights they went to the fold, and they seized on the stots
of Dòmhnull and they killed them. When Dòmhnull rose and went out
in the morning to see the stots, he found them dead.

He flayed the stots,
and he salted them, and he took one of the hides with him to the
big town to sell. The way was so long, that the night came on him
before he reached the big town. He went into a wood and he put the
hide about his head. There came a heap of birds, and they lighted
on the hide; he put out his hand and he seized on one of them.
About the brightening of day he went away; he betook himself to the
house of a gentleman.

The gentleman came to
the door, and he asked what he had there in his oxter. He said that
he had a soothsayer. "What divination will he be doing?"

"He will be doing
every sort of divination," said Dòmhnull. "Make him do divination,"
said the gentleman.

 He went and he wrung him, and the bird gave a RAN. "What is
he saying?" said the gentleman. "He says that thou hast a wish to
buy him, and that thou wilt give two hundred pounds Saxon for him,"
said Dòmhnull. "Well, surely!--it is true, doubtless; and if I were
thinking that he would do divination, I would give that for him,"
said the gentleman.

So now the gentleman
bought the bird from Dòmhnull, and he gave him two hundred pounds
Saxon for him.

"Try that thou do not
sell him to any man, and that there is no knowing that I might not
come myself to seek him yet. I would not give him to thee for three
thousand pounds Saxon were it not that I am in
extremity."

Dòmhnull went home,
and the bird did not do a pinch of divination ever
after.

When he took his meat
he began at counting the money. Who were looking at him but those
who killed the stots. They came in.

"Ah, Dòmhnull," said
they, "How didst thou get all the money that is there?"

"I got it as you may
get it too. It's I that am pleased that you killed the stots for
me," said be. "Kill you your own stots and flay them, and take with
you' the hides to the big town, and be shouting, 'Who will buy a
stot's hide,' and you will get plenty of money."

They killed the stots,
and they flayed them. They took with them the hides to the big
town, and they began at shouting, "Who will buy a stot's hide."
They were at that work the length of the day; and when the people
of the big town were tired making sport of them, they returned
home.

Now they did not know
what they should do. They were vexed because of the stots that were
killed. They saw the mother of Dòmhnull going to the well, and they
seized on her and they choked her.

When Dòmhnull was
taking sorrow, so long was his mother coming, he looked out to try
if he could see her. He reached the well, and he found her dead
there.

He did not know what
he should do. Then he took her with him home.

On the morrow he
arrayed her in the best clothes she had, and he took her to the big
town. He walked up to the king's house with her on the top of him.
When he came to the king's house he met with a large
well.

 He went and he stuck the stick into the bank of the well, and
he set her standing with her chest on the stick. He reached the
door and he struck at it, and the maidservant came
down. 

"Say to the king,"
said he, "that there is a respectable woman yonder, and that she
has business with him."

The maidservant told
that to the king.

"Say to him to say to
her to come over," said the king.

"The king is asking
thee to say to her to come over," said the maidservant to
Dòmhnull.

"I won't go there; go
there thyself; I am tired enough."

The maid went up, and
she told the king that not a bit of the man would go
there.

"Go there thyself,"
said the king.

"If she will not
answer thee," said Dòmhnull to the maidservant, "thou shalt push
her; she is deaf."

The maidservant
reached where she was.

"Good woman," said the
maidservant to her, "the king is asking yourself to come
over."

She took no notice.
She pushed her and she said not a word. Dòmhnull was seeing how it
was without.

"Draw the stick from
her chest," said Dòmhnull; "it's asleep she is."

She drew the stick
from her chest, and there she went head foremost into the
well.

Then he shouted out,
"Oh my cattle! my cattle! my mother drowned in the well! What shall
I do this day?" Then he struck his two palms against each other,
and there was no howl he gave that could not be heard at three
miles' distance.

The king came out.
"Oh, my lad, never give it voice for ever, and I will pay for thy
mother. How much wilt thou be asking for thy mother?"

"Five hundred pounds
Saxon," said Dòmhnull.

"Thou shalt get that
within the minute," said the king.

Dòmhnull got the five
hundred Saxon pounds. He went where his mother was; he took the
clothes off that were on her, and he threw her into the
well.

He came home, and he
was counting the money. They came--the two--where he was, to see if
he should be lamenting his mother. They put a question to
him--"Where had he got all the money that was there?"

"I got it," said he,
"where you may get it if you yourselves should choose."

"How shall we get
it?"

"Kill you your
mothers, and take them with you on top of you, and take them about
the big town, and be shouting, 'Who will buy old dead carlins?' and
you get your fortunes."

When they heard that
they went home, and each one of them began upon his mother with a
stone in a stocking till he killed her.

They went on the
morrow to the big town. They began at shouting, "Who will buy old
carlins dead?"

And there was no man
who would buy that.

When the people of the
big town were tired making sport of them, they set the dogs at them
home.

 When they came home that night they laid down and they slept.
On the morrow, when they rose, they went where Dòmhnull was, and
they seized on him and they put him into a barrel. They went with
it to reel it down from a peak of rock. They were thus, and they
had time about carrying it. The one said to the other, "Since the
way was so long, and the day so hot, that they should go in to take
a dram." They went in, and they left him in the barrel on the great
road without. He heard a "TRISTRICH" 1
coming, and who was there but the shepherd, and a
hundred sheep with him. He came down, and he began to play a
"trump" (Jew's harp) which he had in the barrel. The shepherd
struck a stroke of his stick on a barrel. "Who's in here?" said he.
"It's me," said Dòmhnull. "What art thou doing in it?" said the
shepherd. "I am making a fortune in it," said Dòmhnull, "and no man
ever saw such a place with gold and silver. I have just filled a
thousand purses here, and the fortune is nearly made." "It's a
pity," said the shepherd, "that thou shouldest not let myself in a
while."

"I won't let thee. It
is much that would make me."

"And wilt thou let me
in? Mightest thou not let me in for one minute, and mightest thou
not have enough thyself nevertheless?"

"By the books, poor
man, since thou art needful, I will not let thee in. (Do) thou
thyself drive the head out of the barrel and come here; but thou
shalt not get (leave) to be long in it," said Dòmhnull.

The shepherd took the
head out of the barrel, and he came out; he seized on the shepherd
by the two shanks, and he set him head foremost in the
barrel.

"There is neither
silver nor gold here," said the shepherd.

"Thou wilt not see a
thing till the head goes on the barrel," said Dòmhnull.

"Oh, I don't see a
shadow in here," said he.

"If thou seest not, so
be it with thee," said Dòmhnull.

Dòmhnull went and he
put on the plaid that the shepherd had, and when he put on the
plaid the dog followed him. Then they came out and they seized the
barrel, and they raised it on their shoulders. They went away with
it.

The shepherd would say
at the end of every minute, "It's me that's in it--it's me that's
in it." "Oh, it's thou, roguey! belike it's thou?"

They reached the peak
of the rock, and they let down the barrel with the rock and
shepherd in its inside.

When they returned,
whom did they see but Dòmhnull, with his plaid and his dog, and his
hundred of sheep with him in a park.

They went over to
him.

"Oh, Dòmhnull," said
they, "how gottest thou to come hither?"

"I got as you might
get if you would try it. After that I had reached the world over
yonder, they said to me that I had plenty of time for going over
there, and they set me over here, and a hundred sheep with me to
make money for myself."

"And would they give
the like of that to us if we should go there?" said
they.

"They would give
(that.) It's they that would give," said Dòmhnull.

"(By) what means shall
we get going there?" said they.

"Exactly the very
means by which you yourselves sent me there," said he.

They went and they
took with them two barrels to set themselves into up
above.

When they reached the
place one of them went into one of the barrels, and the other sent
him down with the rock. That one gave a roar below, and his brains
just after going out with the blow he got.

The other one asked
Dòmhnull. what he was saying?

"He is shouting.
'Cattle and sheep, wealth and profit,'" said Dòmhnull.

"Down with me, down
with me!" said the other one.

He did not stay to go
into the barrel. He cut a caper down, and the brains went out of
him.

Dòmhnull went home,
and he had the land to himself.

* * * * * *
*

This story is
marvellously like Big Peter and Little Peter (Norse Tales, p. 387),
published in 1859. That, again, is equally like Grimm's "Little
Farmer," p. 179 of the English translation, 1857; and that, again,
resembles an Italian tale printed during 1567. The incident of the
man in the cupboard is common to German and Norse, it is not in the
Gaelic tale, but it is the whole subject of the "Monk and the
Miller's Wife" by Allan Ramsay, p. 520, vol. ii. of the edition
published in 1800; and that has a much older relative in "the
Friars of Berwick," published in "Scottish Ballads" by John
Gilchrist, 1815, p. 327. That tale is said to be from Sibbald's
Chronicle of Scottish Poetry, and Pinkerton's Scottish Poets,
collated with the Bannatyne MS. That poem, of rather questionable
propriety, contains none of the incidents in this Gaelic tale; and
it is clearly not derived from any of these modern books



 XL. THE SON OF THE
SCOTTISH YEOMAN WHO STOLE THE BISHOP'S HORSE AND DAUGHTER, AND THE
BISHOP HIMSELF

From Donald MacLean,
Grassmarket, Edinburgh. Written in Gaelic, and translated by the
Rev. Mr. MacLauchlan.

 THERE was once a Scottish yeoman who had three sons. When the
youngest of them came to be of age to fellow a profession, he set
apart three hundred marks for each of them. The youngest son asked
that his portion might be given to himself, as he was going away to
seek his fortune. He went to the great city of London. He was for a
time there, and what was he doing but learning to be a gentleman's
servant? He at last set about finding a master. He heard that the
chief magistrate (provost) of London wanted a servant. He applied
to him, they agreed, and he entered his service. The chief
magistrate was in the habit of going every day in the week to meet
the Archbishop of London in a particular place. The servant
attended his master, for he always went out along with him. When
they had broken up their meeting on one occasion, they returned
homewards, and the servant said to his master by the
way,--

"That is a good brown
horse of the bishop's," said he, "with your leave,
master."

"Yes, my man," said
the master, "he has the best horse in London."

"What think you," said
the servant, "would be take for the horse, if he were to sell
it?"

"Oh! you fool," said
his master, "I thought you were a sensible fellow; many a man has
tried to buy that horse, and it has defied them as yet."

"I'll return and try,"
said he.

His master returned
along with him to see what would happen. This was on a Thursday.
The young man asked the bishop, would he sell the horse? The bishop
became amazed and angry, and said he did not expect that he could
buy it.

"But what beast could
you, or any man have," said the young man, "that might not be
bought?"

"Senseless fellow,"
said the bishop; "how foolish you are I go away home, you shan't
buy my horse."

"What will you wager,"
said the young man, "that I won't have the horse by this time
to-morrow?"

"Is it my horse you
mean?" said the bishop.

"Yes, your horse,"
said the young man. "What will you wager that I don't steal
it?"

"I'll wager five
hundred merks," said the bishop, "that you don't."

"Then," said the young
man, "I have only one pound, but I'll wager that, and my head
besides, that I do."

"Agreed," said the
bishop.

"Observe," said the
young man, "that I have wagered my head and the pound with you, and
if I steal the horse he will be my own property."

"That he will,
assuredly," said the chief magistrate.

"I agree to that,"
said the bishop.

They returned home
that night.

"Poor fellow," said
the chief magistrate to his servant by the way, "I am very well
satisfied with you since I got you. I am not willing to lose you
now. You are foolish. The bishop will take care that neither you
nor any other man will steal the horse. He'll have him
watched."

When night came, the
young man started, and set to work; he went to the bishop's house.
What did he find out there, but that they had the horse in a room,
and men along with it, who were busy eating and drinking. He looked
about him, and soon saw that he would require another clever fellow
along with him. In looking about, who does he find but one of the
loose fellows about the town.

"If you go along with
me for a little time," said he, I will give you something for your
pains."

"I'll do that," said
the other.

He set off, and at the
first start both he and his man reached the hangman of the
city.

"Can you tell me,"
said he to the hangman, "where I can get a dead man?"

"Yes," said the
hangman, "there was a man hanged this very day, after
midday."

"If you go and get him
for me," said the young man, "I'll give you something for your
pains."

The hangman agreed,
and went away with him to where the body was.

"Do you know now,"
said the young man, "where I can get a long stout rope?"

"Yes," said the
hangman, "the rope that hanged the man is here quite convenient;
you'll get it."

They set off with the
body, both himself and his man.

They reached the
bishop's house. He said to his man when they had
reached--

"Stay you here and
take charge of this, until I get up on the top of the
house."

He put both his mouth
and his ear to the chimney in order to discover where the men were,
as they were now speaking loud from having drunk so much. He
discovered where they were.

"Place the end of the
rope," said he to his man, "round the dead man's neck, and throw
the other end up to me."

He dragged the dead
man up to the top of the chimney. The men in the room began to hear
the rubbish in the chimney falling down. He let the body down by
degrees, until at last he saw the bright light of the watchmen
falling on the dead man's feet.

"See," said they,
"what is this? Oh, the Scottish thief, what a shift! He preferred
dying in this way to losing his head. He has destroyed
himself."

Down from the chimney
came the young man in haste. In he went into the very middle of the
men, and as the horse was led out by the door, his hand was the
first to seize the bridle. He went with the horse to the stable,
and said to them that they might now go and sleep, that they were
safe enough.

"Now," said he to the
other man, "I believe you to be a clever fellow; be at hand here
to-morrow evening, and I will see you again."

He paid him at the
same time, and the man was much pleased. He, himself, returned to
his master's stable with the bishop's brown horse. He went to rest,
and though the daylight came early, earlier than that did his
master come to his door.

"I wouldn't grudge my
pains," said he, if my poor Scotsman were here before me
to-day."

"I am here, good
master," said he, "and the bishop's brown horse beside
me."

"Well done, my man,"
said his master, "you're a clever fellow. I had a high opinion of
you before; I think much more of you now."

They prepared this
day, too, to go and visit the bishop. It was Friday.

"Now," said the
servant, "I left home without a horse, yesterday, but I won't leave
in the same way to-day."

"Well, my man," said
his master, "as you have got the horse, I'll give you a
saddle."

So they set off this
day again to meet the bishop, his master and himself riding their
horses. They saw the bishop coming to meet them, apparently mad.
When they came close together they observed that the bishop rode
another horse, by no means so good as his own. The bishop and chief
magistrate met with salutations. The bishop turned to the chief
magistrate's servant,--

"Scroundel," said he,
"and thorough thief!"

"You can't call me
worse," said the other. "I don't know that you can call me that
justly; for, you know, I told you what I was to do. Without more
words, pay me my five hundred merks."

This had to be done,
though not very willingly.

"What would you now
say," says the lad, "if I were to steal your daughter
to-night?"

"My daughter, you
worthless fellow," said the bishop; "you shan't steal my
daughter."

"I'll wager five
hundred merks and the brown horse," said the lad, "that I'll steal
her."

"I'll wager ten
hundred merks that you don't," said the bishop.

The wager was laid.
The lad and his master went home. "Young man," said his master, "I
thought well of you at one time, but you have done a foolish thing
now, just when you had made yourself all right."

"Never mind, good
master," said he, "I'll make the attempt at any rate."

When night came, the
chief magistrate's servant set off for the bishop's house. When he
reached, he saw a gentleman coming out at the door.

"Oh," said he to the
gentleman, "what is this going on at the bishop's house
to-night?"

"A great and important
matter," said the gentleman; "a rascally Scotsman who is
threatening to steal the bishop's daughter, but I can tell you
neither he nor any other man will steal her; she is well
guarded."

"Oh, I'm sure of
that," said the lad, and turned away. "There is a man in England,
however," said he to himself, "who must try it."

He set off, and
reached the king's tailors. He asked them whether they had any
dresses ready for great people?

"No," said the tailor,
"but a dress I have for the king's daughter and one for her maid of
honour."

"What," said the chief
magistrate's servant, "will you take for the use of these, for a
couple of hours?"

"Oh," said the tailor,
"I fear I dare not give them to you."

"Don't be in the least
afraid," said the lad, "I'll pay you, and I'll return the two
dresses without any injury or loss. You'll get a hundred merks,"
said he.

The tailor coveted so
large a sum, and so he gave them to him. He returned, and found his
man of the former night. They went to a private place, and got
themselves fitted out in the dresses got from the tailor. When this
was done as well as they could, they came to the bishop's door.
Before he arrived at the door he found out that when any of the
royal family came to the bishop's house they didn't knock, but
rubbed the bottom of the door with the point of the foot. He came
to the door, and rubbed. There was a doorkeeper at the door that
night, and he ran and told the bishop.

"There is some one of
the royal family at the door," said he.

"No," said the bishop,
"there is not. It's the thief of a Scotsman that is
there."

The doorkeeper looked
through the key-hole, and saw the appearance of two ladies who
stood there. He went to his master and told him so. His master went
to the door that he might see for himself. He who was outside would
give another and another rub to the door, at the same time abusing
the bishop for his folly. The bishop looked, and recognized the
voice of the king's daughter at the door. The door is quickly
opened, and the bishop bows low to the lady. The king's daughter
began immediately to chide the bishop for laying any wager
respecting his daughter, saying that he was much blamed for what he
had done.

"It was very wrong of
you," said she, "to have done it without my knowledge, and you
would not have required to have made such a stir or been so foolish
as all this."

"You will excuse me,"
said the bishop. I can't excuse you," she said.

In to the chamber he
led the king's daughter, in which his own daughter was, and persons
watching her.

She was in the middle
of the chamber, sitting on a chair, and the others sitting all
around.

Said the king's
daughter to her, "My dear, your father is a very foolish man to
place you in such great danger; for if he had given me notice, and
placed you under my care, any man who might venture to approach you
would assuredly not only be hanged, but burned alive. Go," said she
to the bishop, "to bed, and dismiss this large company, lest men
laugh at you."

He told the company
that they might now go to rest, that the queen's daughter and her
maid of honour would take charge of his daughter. When the queen's
daughter had seen them all away, she said to the daughter of the
bishop,--

"Come along with me,
my dear, to the king's palace." He led her out, and then he had the
brown horse all ready, and as soon as the Scotsman got her to where
the horse stood, he threw off the dress he wore, in a dark place.
He put a different dress above his own, and mounted the horse. The
other man is sent home with the dresses to the tailor. He paid the
man, and told him to meet him there next night. He leaped on the
brown horse at the bishop's house, and off he rode to the house of
his master. Early as daylight came, earlier came his master to the
stable. He had the bishop's daughter in his bed. He wakened when he
heard his master.

"I wouldn't grudge my
pains," said the latter, "if my poor Scotsman were here before me
to-day."

"Eh, and so I am,"
said the lad, "and the bishop's daughter along with me
here."

"Oh," said he, "I
always thought well of you, but now I think more of you than
ever."

This was Saturday. He
and his master had to go and meet the bishop this day also. The
bishop and chief magistrate met as usual. If the bishop looked
angry the former day, he looked much angrier this day. The chief
magistrate's servant rode on his horse and saddle behind his
master. When he came near the bishop he could only call him "thief"
and "scoundrel."
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