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1-LUOHD-TURUIS NA BEATHA-LIFE'8 PILGRIMS.
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Nach faic thu an sluagli, do chala nam buadh A fhiiair that na stuadhan Ijeiic - ach

Life's pilgrims, at rest in the isles of the blest, Ko storms can molest for ev - er
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2-AN DACHAIDH BHUAN-THE LASTING HAME.

Air dhomh blii sealltuinn air

In this puir wail', fu' o'



Solemn expression.
3-AN AI8EIRIGH-THE RESURRECTION.
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Air nieadh-on oidhch' nuair bhios an saogh'l Air aomadli
At midnight, when a slumber deep Has ov - er
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4-GLOIR AN UAIN-THE GLORY OF THE LAMB.

^^fe£*Ì3^^^^gr|ÌÌE3^^
ket/:1i |r:r:rlf:-:s|l :-:l 1 1 : s : f Is:-: f |n: r :d|d:-:-|-

•^•Xxha Ision a'seinn co |biiin'sisiirrainn,Toirt|mile urram do'niuan,

Hark ! Sion loud rings her King's high praises.She sings and raises her voice
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His power to proclaim vho
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came to aid her, His fame who made her His choice.
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Halle-lluiah gu buan aig 1 siMgh nam flaitheas a' /

Hallelujahs prolong the song that 's given A-
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high heaven's bright
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leana-s an t-ITan de 'u| t-sluagh a

And all who woold here live near
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1. So'n
I
fltuaim ui tairia an | cridh'.

1, Th.at dear sound pleases tlieui most.

0, 's beag a chaidh luaidh dhe bhuaidhean taitneach,

Measg sluagh 's tu's maisich na each,

"S tu's maisich na ghrian, 's tumiann nan ciuneach,

'S do bhriathran sileadh le gras

;

Is tu meangan cliuiteach, ur, dh'flias fallain,

'S tu lub' gu talamh o ghloir

;

'S an toradh a ghiulain thu, ma shireas,

Ghei1)h ludhaich 's cinnich dhe coir.

'Se ghaol a bha siorruidh riaraich sinne,

Is Dia bhi leinne 's an fheoil

;

Is cupaii a ghaoil bhi taomadh thairis,

'Se saor dha 'r n-auam ri ol

;

Tha aimhnichean solais, ghlormhor, fallain,

Tigh'n beo o charraig nan al,

So 'm fior-uisge l)eo chuireas ceol 's gach anam .

A dh'olas glan e mar tha.

Tha t-ainni mar an driuchd, ni's cubhraidh na oladh

'S d'fliianuis thig solus is gras,

'S tha briathran do bheil mar cbeir na meala

Toirt sgeul d'ar n-anam air slaint'.

'S tu leomhann treubh ludali, flur nan gaisgeach,

'S tu dhuisg a mach as an uaigh

;

'S bith' naimhdean do gliloir 'n an stol fo d'cliosaibh

'S do mhorachd marcachd le buaidh.

Oh ! who can declare how fair and gracious.

How rare and precious His worth ?

1'hat Branch of Fieno>vn with crown of blessing.

Weighed down and pressing to earth,

The Faithful and True, the Dew on Sion,

And Judah's Lion most strong,

Tlie Arm of the Lord, the Word most glorious,

With sword victorious o'er wrong.

The love He bestowed long flowed high swelling,

For God was dwelling in flesh

;

Those streams full and free that we inherit,

The weary spirit refresh.

We joy in Thy sight, Delight of Nations,

Whose might salvation has won,
Sweet Star, pure and bright, our night adorning.

Our Light of Morning and Sun.

We praise Thee, Lord, adored of heaven,

Wliose word has given us breath,

Thy greatness is ours. Thy powers unending

Are towers defending from death.

O Mighty to save ! all favour giving,

Thou ever-living "I am,"

Creation shall n.ise loud praise resounding,

For aye surrounding the Lamb.

From the hymn bearing this title by P. Grant. The English, by L. MacBean, is not a translation, but

imitates the expressions and poetical form of the Gaelic verses.
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6-AN T-AITE BH' AIG EOIN-WHERE JOHN LAY.
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It is the greatest bless - ing
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, . Achjluidhairuchd anj t-Slan'gheir, an j t-ait'annsanrobhj Eoin.

, . To lean on Jesus' bo - som, where John at supper lay.

Bhiodh am broilleach blath sin 'g am arach 's bhlthiun

beo,
Le neart nam briathran grasmhor ri'n iarraidh b'fhearr

na'n t-or,

Bhiodh m'aiiam air a shasach le pairt de'n aran beo,

'Nuair glieibhinn bhi fo sgail-san, an t-ait anns an robh
Eoin.

Cha b'eagal leam an tra' sin gach namhaid th' air mo
thoir,

'S gu'm b'e do ghairdean grasmhormo neart, mo shlaint

's mo threoir,

Cha sgaradh beath' no bas mi gu brath o ghaol co mor,
Bha cordan graidh co laidir 's an ait' anus an robh Eoin.

'S nuair dh' fhailnicheas mo bhuaidhean 's mi dol thoirt

suas an deo,
Cha dean Righ nan Uamhas mo sgaradh uat 's thu beo,

Nuair bhios mo chridhe failinn 'snii fagail gleann nan
deoir,

Bu mhath an leabaidh bhais sud bhi anns an ait' bh'aig
Eoin.

'S ma dhuisgeas mi 'n a iomhaigh fo dliion 's an latha

mhor,
'Se fein 'n a sgail 's 'n a ghrian domh, 's mi riai-aichte gu

leoir,

Chaithinnse an t-siorruidheachd 's cha'n iarrainn tuille

gloir,

Ach suidhe sios fo sgail 's an ait' anns an robh Eoin.

Then would that loving bosom my trembling form
enfold,

I' d hear His words most gracious, more precious far
than gold

;

I 'd feed on living bread, and His loving face behold,
When laid beneath His shadow where John reclined

of old.

Nor death nor life could tear me from love so leal and
long,

WTien hidden there I'd fear not the enemy's angry
throng,

For then the strength He wieldeth would all to me
belong.

And oh! where John was lying the cords of love are
strong.

And when my life is ebbing, my earthly journey o'er,

Tliy love shall never fail me when terrors press me sore.
When passing tlu'ough the valley whence I return no

more.
Oh, happy were my death-bed where John reclined of

yore.

If I waken in Thy likeness whenThy great day has shone,
With Thee for sun and shield when the earth and seas

are gone.
Oh, this is what my heart would be ever set upon.
To sit beneath Thy shade in the place Thou gav'st to

John.

Hymn by P. GEANT ; translation by L. MacBean. Tune noted down for this collection from a Gaelic singer.



Solemnly.
7-AM BA8-DEATH.
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O Death, thou art still A herald of ill, Thy grasp, hard and chill, ne'er fail

\Vhcre warri - ors fight Thou showest thy might, To shun thee no flight a - vail
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messenger drear, No pity or fear Saves peasant or peer

-Is:
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\cha I bhacar le pris Air I ais thu a ris 'S tu I dheasbhuidh an ti mu'n| teid

For gold and for gain Thou hast but disdain, And victims in vain implore

thu.

thee.

Glacaidh tu chloinn,
_A mach bho na bhroinn,

Mu's faic iad an soills' air eigin ;

Glacaidh tu 'n oigh,

Del an coinnimh an oig,

Mu'm faodar am po&adh eigheachd
;

Ma's beag no ma's mor
Ma's scan no ma's og,

Ma's cleachdadh dhuinn coir no eucoir

Ma tha sinn 'n ar beo,

Is anail 'n ar sroin,

Cuirear uile sinn fo na feich ud.

A Chumhachd a tha

Cur h-ugainn a' bliais,

Gun teagamh nach paighear fheich da,

Tha misneach is bonn
Aig neach a tha 'n geall

Air tagradh na gheall do bheul da.

Oir 's Athair do chlann
A dh' fheitheas a th' ann,

'S fear-taighe do'n bhantraich fein e
;

'S e'n Cruithear a th' ann,

A bheir gu neo-ghann,
Na thoilleas sinn anns a' chreutair.

The babe at its birth,

Ere sorrow or mirth
It knows upon earth, thou takest

;

For the maid to be wed,
Ere to church she is led,

An eerisome bed thou makest.
If old or if young.
If feeble or strong

In wisdom or wrong and error

;

If small or if great.

Whatever our state,

We have the same fate of terror.

O Power, from whom
Our sorrowful doom

Of death and tha tomb descendeth,
How happy is he
Whose confident plea

On Thy promises free dependeth !

Our Father Thou art,

The widow's sure part.

Ne'er shall Thy support forsake her

;

All good is bestowed,
All favour is shewed

By our bountiful God and Maker.

Words selected from an elegy by Rob Bonn ; translated by L. MacEean. The air is also by Rob Donn, and

was published in Popular Gaelic Melodies, 1877.
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An t-Ard-Righ | mòr os ceann gach | sluaigh,

Above all nations mighty King!
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How dare my lips,
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air t-ainm ro | mhòr Le bilDjh j neòghlan bUi 'g a 1 luaidh

!

un ho - ly, sing Thy high and ho - ly name, O Loi d ?

Am beachd do shtiilean fiorghlan f^in,

Cha 'n 'eil na reulta 's airde glan ;

'S cha 'n 'eil na h-aingle 's naomha 'n glòir,

'An làthair do Mhòrachdsa gun smaU

Ach O an dean tliu t-isleacli' fein,
_A dh'èisdeachd cnuimhe anns an ùir !

Fo stòl do chois a' gabhail tamh,
'S nach faic ach sgkile beag do d' ghniiis.

Na lasadh t-fhearg O Dhia nan dùl,

Am feadh a dheanam ùrnaigh riut

:

'S mo pheacadh aidicheam le nkir,

'S an truailleachd ghràineil anns 'n a tlniit.

Mo chiont tha mar na sl(5ibhte mor

;

Is leòn iad mi le iomadh lot

:

Ta m'anam bochd le 'n cudthrom brhit,

'S o m' shiiilibh fksg' nan dèura goirt.

Gach uile mhallachd a ta sgrlobht,

A t-fhacal fior le bagradh teann,
O Thighearn thoill mi aig do laimh,
Gu'm biodh iad càrnaicht' air mo cheann.

Ged dh' fhas na ntamhan dubh le gruaim,
'S mo bhual' le tairneanaich do neirt

Ged thilg thu mi gu ifrinn shios,

Gu siorruidh aidicheam do cheart.

Gidheadh am fend an lasair threun
A sgoilteas as a chèil an tuil

;

Drùghadh orm troimh timhlachd Chrlosd,
'S mi gabhail dion a steach fo 'fhuil ?

Dean m' ionnlaid glan, O Dhia na sith,

'S an tobair ioc-shlaint bhruchd a thaobh,
Abheir dhomh beatha as a' bhh,s

'S o m' thruaillidheachd a ni mi saor.

Seen by those purest eyes of Thine
How dim the stars of brightest sheen !

The holiest angels are unclean
Before Thy majesty divine.

But, oh ! wilt Thou Thyself abase
To hear an earthly worm like me.
Beneath Thy footstool, who can see
But dim reflections of Thy face ?

Lord, when I make my prayer to Thee,
When I my sins with sorrow tell,

And vileness into which I fell,

Let not Thy wrath enkindled be !

My guilt like mountains high appears,
That crush my soul beneath their weight,
It has me pierced with sorrows great.

And from mine eyes brought bitter tears.

The threatenings and the curses dread
Found written in Thy Word, O Lord,
My sins deserve they should be poured
In all their terrors on my head.

Although the skies grew black with gloom.
And all Thy thunders on me fell.

And Thou shouldst cast me down to hell,

I would admit the righteous doom.

But can that flame that licks each flood
Have any power over me,
If Christ's obedience be my plea.

And I am sheltered by His blood ?

Oh, wash me wholly, God of peace,
In healing waters from His side

;

Life from His death shall these provide,
And me from filthiness release !

Words from DrGiLD Buchanan's
before.

' Prayer ;
" translated by L. MacBban. The tune has not been published



9-ORAN OO'N T-8A0GHAL-THE WORLD.
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world ' thou long didst chain me, Fast bound to thy wheel, From Jesns to rc-
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strain roe, His love to conceal
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Nam I faighinn-sa de'n Ighaol sin Xa /

If freed from thy de - stroy - ing Re-

r

(I shaoradh mi | uat,

straints by that love,
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Bhiodhj m' inntinn tighinn

ily heart would be en
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I
beo Air a'

|
ghloir sin tha I shuas.

joy - ing The peace from above.

Bhiodh m' inntinn 's mo nihiann
Air an Dia sin tha beo,

An oighreachd a tha siorruidh,

"S a ghrian tha gun neoil.

An tobair o'n tig slkint'

Agus gairdeachas mor,
'S a ghairdean nach failinn

'S e Ard-Eigh na gloir.

Nam faighinn tuille fabhoir

Is grlis bheireadh buaidh,
Bhiodh m' inntinn a' tamh
Anns an aros tha shuas,

Ged bhithinn anns an fheoil

Bhiodh mo dhochas gu buan
Ei aon latha mor
Anns nach comhlaich ml truaigh.

Xam faighinn tuille naomhachd
Is saorsa o'n Uan,

'S tuille de 'n a ghaol sin

A shaor mi o thruaigh
Thaisginn mo chuid òir

'S an tigh stoir sin tha shuas
Far nach gold na meirlich

'S nach cnamh e le ruaidh.

From P. Grant's hymn ; translation by L. ìIacEean.

the present collection.

My mind would be ascending
To heaven's Highest One,

The Kingdom never-ending,
The bright cloudless Sun

;

Salvation's founts unfailing,

Whence joys ever spring.

The right arm all-prevailing.

The great glorious King.

If love to me were given.
And overcoming grace,

i\Iy thoughts should be in heaven.
In God's holy place

;

And though in flesh remaining.
My hopes still should be.

For that day ever straining,

That brings bliss to me.

If I were made more holy.

And more free by Christ,

More pure and true and lowly,

By His love unpriced,
My hopes in Him should centre,

My wealth should be stored
Where thief nor rust can enter

—

The stores of the Lord.

The ah- belongs to this hymn, and was noted down for



10-CUIREADH CHRIOSD-CHRIST'S INVITATION.
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God lias His chosen ones for whom His love flows full and free,

- :d In :f Is :-.sy

Ged I tha iad ciontach, /

Though they deserve a
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sinner's doom. And poor and wretched he. God's choice is still
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a hidden thing, To
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of our King Must be our rule alone.

Id' :1 Is :-.d Id :r |n :-.f|s :n |f

Tha cuireadh Chriosd 'n a fbacal fein,

'S o bheul a theachdair, caomh,
'Nuair ghabhar e 'n a aobhar-earbs'
D'ar n-anmaibb falamb faoin ;

Co daingean is co dearbht' le cheil'

'S ged leughamaid 's an uair
Ar n-ainmeana gvi leir fa leth

An Leabhar Beath' an XJain.

Theid neamh is talamh tliart gun cbeisd,

Ach seasaidh facal Chrioisd ;

A pheacaich, eisd r'a chuireadh reidh
'S gabh e le creideamh fior

—

" O thigibh h-ugam-sa gach aon
Ta saothrachadh 's fo chlaoidh,

A ta fo eallach throm 's fo chuail
Is bheir mi suaimhneas duibh.

" Mo chuing-sa ceanglaibh ribh gu teann,
Is ionnsaichibh mo dhoigh

;

Oir ta mi macant' agus min
An cridh' 's an cleachdadh fòs ;

Is eirmisidh bhur n-anama truagh
Air suaimhneas is air sgeimh ;

Oir ta mo chuing-sa socrach caomh
Is m'eallach aotrom seamh."

From a hymn by Dr. M'Gregok. Translation by 1. M.
bymn, " Maise Chriosd."

Christ's invitation, full and free,

By Book and voice conveyed,
When once accepted as our plea,

On which our hopes are laid,

In spite of sin and inward strife,

We may as firmly claim.

As if within the Book of Life
We each could read our name.

Though heaven and earth shall disappear,
Christ's word abideth sure

;

His loving call, O sinner, hear,
And blessedness secure

—

" Come unto Me, ye weary ones.
Who labour sore oppressed

;

Come, all men's heavy-laden sons,
And I will give you rest

;

" Take up My yoke, and learn of Me
The lessons I impart

;

My meek and gentle spirit see.

And lowliness of heart

;

So shall your souls for ever live,

At rest from toil and care

;

For easy is the yoke I give.

My burden light to bear."

The air appeared in the Gad, to John Moekison's
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11-FULAN6A8 CHRI08D-THE SUFFERINGS OF CHRIST
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haviour, And dying of the King. Oh, wonder most in • scru - ta - ble That
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I shiorruidheachd Bhi fas 'n a Chiochran truagh !

human tongue can name, Th' E-ter - nal and Ini-mu - ta-ble A suckling Child became!

'Nuair ghabht' am broinn na h-òighe e

;

Le còmhnadh Spioraid Dè,
A chum an Nadur Daonna sin,

A dheanamh aon ris fein ;

Ghabh e sghil mu Dhiadhaidheachd
'S de'n Bhriathar rinneadh feòil,

Is dh' fhoillsich an rhn diomhair sin,

Am pearsa Chriosd le glòii-.

Rugadh 'an stkbull diblidh e,

Mar dhilleachdan gun treòir ;

Gun neach a dheanadh càirdeas ris,

No bheireadh fkrdoch dhò,
Gun mhuinntir bhi 'g a fhiithealadh.

No uidheammar bu choir;
A.ch eich is daimh'g a chuartachadh
D' an dual gach uile ghlòir.

Bha tuill aig na sionnachaibh
Gu'm falachadh o theinn ;

Bha nid aig na h-eunlaithe
An gèugaibh àrd nan crann ;

Ach e-san a rinn uile iad,

'S gach ni 's a' chruinne cliè,

Bha e f^in 'n a fhògarach,
Gun chòmhnaidh aig fo'n ghrein.

Hymn by Dugald Buchanan. Tlie air is that sunj

contributed to this collection by a native of that district.

Conceived in pure virginity

By God the Spirit's might.
He deigned with His divinity
Our manhood to unite

;

He took on corporeity
And flesh the Word was made.

The mystery of Deity
In Jesus was disx^layed.

His birth was one of lowliness
Within a stable bare.

Which He, the Lord of holiness,

With cattle had to share.

No retinue attended Him
In robes of brilliant hue,

No tender hand befriended Him
To whom all love is due.

The foxes had their hiding-place
Where they could safely rest,

The birds their own abiding-place
In tall tree-tops possessed

;

But He, whose liberality,

Gave them and all things birth,

Was needing hospitality

—

A fugitive on earth.

in Eaunoch, where the hymn was composed. It was



12-ORAN MU LEANABH OG-A CHILD IN HEAVEN.
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13-MORACHD DHE-THE GREATNESS OF GOD.
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chuartaicheas do 1 bhith a Dhè ! An I dòimhne' shluig gach I reusan suas ; 'N ani oidhirpibh tha f

Who can Xhy being, Lord, contain? That deep where reason's efforts sink; Angels and men are
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BheUs that fain Would aU the mighty ocean drink. Thouhast been King, God, for aye; Thy
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Ge d' thionndadh 'ghrian gu neo-ni rist,

'S gach ni fa chuairt a soluis mhòir ;

'S CO beag bhiodh t' oibre 'g ionndrainn uath,

'S bhiodh'n cuan ag ionndrainn sileadh 'mheòii-.

An cruthach' cha dean le uile ghlòir,

Lan-fhoillseachadh air Dia nam feart

;

Cha 'n 'eil 's na h-oibre ud gu l^ir,

Ach taisbean earlais air a neart.

Le'r tuigse thana 's diomhain duinn

Bhi sgrùdadh 'chuain a ta gun ohrloch

;

An litir 's lugha dh' ainm ar Dè,

Is tuille 's luchd da 'r reusan i.

Oir ni bheil dadum coltach riut,

Am measg t'uil' oibre fein gu leir,

'S am measg nan daoine ni bheil cainnt

A dh' innseas t' ainm ach t' fhacal fein.

The sun and all things that exist

Within its circling light, would be

From Thy vast works as little missed

As tiny drop from brimming sea.

Creation, glorious though it be,

Brings not the power of God to light,

For all His works that we can see

Give but an earnest of His might.

Our shallow minds in vain explore

This fathomless and shoreless main ;

One letter of God 's name is more

Than human reason can sustain.

Nought is there like Thyself among

The works which Thou of old didst frame

;

Nor is there speech on human tongiie,

But Thine owa Word, can tell Thy name.

Verses by Buchanan ; transhited by L. M. The air is said to be an old " Or.-m Sith," or fairy melody.



U-EARB8' A CHRI08DUIDH-CHRI8TIAN CONFIDENCE.
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Mo smuaintean talmhaidh tog gu neamh,

Is their dhomli earlas air do ghràdh,

A dh' fhògras m' eagal uile nam,

'S a shaoras mi o uamhunn bkis.

'N sin atadh tonnan borb a' chuain,

Is beiicadh torann chruaidh nan speur

;

Thigeadh crith-thalmhuinn, gort, is plàigh,

Bhios 'roinn a' bhàis gach taobh a thèid.

Bi thus' a'd Dhia do m'anam f^in,

'S bi'dh iad gu lèir dhomb 'n cairdeas grkidh
;

Cha loisg an tein' gun òrdugh uat,

Cha sluig an cuan, 's cha sgrios a phlàigh.

Am feadh bhios cumbachd ann ad làimh,

Bi'dh mise skbhailt' o gach olc :

'S cha 'n eagal learn gu 'm bi mi 'n d'lth

Gu slorruidh no gu 'm fas thu bochd.

Oh, grant an earnest of Thy love,

Which shall me from life's terrors save,

And all the horrors of the grave.

And raise my thoughts to heaven above.

Then let the billows rise in pride.

Let thunders through the heavens roar,

Come earthquakes, plagues, and famines sore,

Dispensing death on every side

;

Be Thou the God of my poor soul,

Their friendship I shall then enjoy ;

No sea can drown, nor plague destroy,

Nor fire burn, but with Thy control.

While Thou hast power in Thine arm.

From every ill I am secure,

And as my God can ne'er be poor.

Want cannot cause my soul alarm.

Mo dhfirachd, m' eagal, 's m' uile mhiann

A'm Dhia tha còmhlachadh gu lèir ;

Oir neamh, is talamh, 's ifrinn shios,

A ta iad do mo Righ-s' a' gèill'.

Words from Buchanan's "Prayer." The tune is a common GaeUc air adapted. A version of if appears in

the Cfltic Lyre.

My hope, desire, and fear for aye

Shall in my God concentred dwell,

For heaven and earth and lowest hell

Shall my Almighty King obey.



15-GRADH W FHEAR-8A0RAIDH-MY SAVIOUR'S LOVE.

im^^^^^^^^^^mi :^zi-

key/.I, :1,.,1i IIlJ
^ ""Vs e-gradh m' Fhir| siior

My Saviour's love
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lo'n 's e thug | coir dliomh le fhuil a I dhortadh Air saorsa
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ghloirmhor a chloinne I fein.

'S 'nuair theid mi dliachaidh a gleann nan deoir so 'S e sud mo clieol anns an t-saoglial chein.

He bought me freedom and life and glo - ry, And by His death saved my soul from woe.

And when I have from tliis vale de • iwirt - ed, 'Twill be my so - lace for aye above.
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( 'S e sud an I t-oran a bheir dhomh I solas Cho fad's is j beo

What can console me when heavy - hearted, But this sweet song
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of His gracious love?

Tha mi an dochas a dbol 'n a chodhail

Anns na neoil 'nuair a thig e fein,

'S ni'n sealladh mor sin de aghaidh ghloirmlior

Na h-uile bron a cLur uam is deur.

Tha doimhne's aird' ann an gradh an t-Slanuigh'r

Nach gabh aireamh no cur an ceill

;

Ach chi sinn moran 'n a bhreith 's 'n a bhas deth^

Is chi sinn pairt deth's 'n a h-uile ceum.

Bu Duine bronach air iomadh doigh e,

O 'n uair a thoisich a thurus sgith ;

Air son a ghraidh thug iad fuath gu leoir dha

,

'S bha iad ' g a fhogradh o thir gu tir.

Le meud a ghairdeachas ann ar slainte

Chuir e an naire ann an neo-bhrigh

;

'S le meud a ghraidh dhuinn ghabh e ar nadur

A chum ar tearnadh o'n t-slochd is isle.

Anns a cheart nadur's 'n a pheacaich Adhamh,
'N uair thug e'm bas air a shliochd gu leir,

'S ann rinn an Slanuighear gach ni an aird

'S an lagh rinn ardach le umhlachd fein, [dheth,

'S a chum ar tearnadh o chumliachd bais

Leig e bheatha mhàn, deanamh 'n aird na reit';

Is chum a bhraithrean a thoirt gu Parras

Dh' fhuiling e 'm bas air a chranna-cheus.

My s-weetest hope is at last to meet Him
When in the clouds His blest form appears

;

That sight most glorious, when I shall greet Him.

Shall -vvholly banish my griefs and tears.

The love of Jesus, that boundless treasure,

Has depths and heights that can ne'er be known
;

Its strong endurance we ne'er can measure,

Though in His sufferings so much was shown;

A Man of sorrows, with none to aid Him,
The scoff and scorn of an evil race,

Who for His love with fierce hate repaid Him
As they pursued Him from i^lace to place .;

But such His joy in our soul's salvation.

That He despised all the pain and shame,

And to redeem us from condemnation,

He in the nature of sinners came.

In that same nature that we inherit

From our first father, all stained with sin,

Did Jesus' sufferings. His life and merit,

A great salvation for sinners win.

To reconcile us His flesh was riven

From death to save iis He came and died

And to bring brethren from earth to heaven

He bore our sins and was crucified.

Hymn by V. Gkant ; translation by L. MacBean. The air was obtained for this collection from a Gaelic singer.



16-GEARAN NAN GAIDHEAL-THE CRY OF THE GAEL
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In ancient stones tlie Gael were glorious, And oft vie -tor • ious in fields of fight
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Their strength was proudest, their war-shout loudest, And war and pluiuler was their delight

;
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But in their rudeness they knew not goodness, No godly fear in their hearts was found,
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Though they were christened, and sat and listened

Bhitheadh eagal mor orra ro' na bocain,
|

'S iad faicinn moran diubh nach bitheadh ann,
Bhitheadh gisreag's orraichean is seachnadh

chomhlaichean
Is moran seolaidhean faoin'n an ceann.
An sluagh gun churam rachadh's na cuiltean,

Mar theid na bruidean a ghabhail tamh.
Gun leughadh, gun urnuigh, gun seinn air cliu dha,
'S b'e sud an diichas bha measg nan Gaidheal

!

A Righ nan Sluagh ! 's e's fearr 's an uair so,

Bhi sealltuinn suas riut a'd ionad tamh
;

'S mar eisd an sluagh ruinn, a Eigh, gabh truas

'S ar gearan truagh thigeadh ann do lath'r ; [dhinn,

O'n tha thu beo, is gur toigh leat trocair,

Their duinne eolas, 's ann air do ghràs,
Ach cia mar labhradh sinn air an doigh sin ?

'S ann air do mhòrachd a rinn sinn tair.

Ach c'ait' an teid sinn, no co ni feum dhuinn?
Cha'n'eil fo'n ghrein na ni dhuinn sta,

Ach Uan De o'n 's e phaigh an eiric

Le maud an eifeachd a bha'n a bhas.
Ma gheibh sinn sgeul air's gun dean sinn feum
'S gun dean thu eisdeachd ruinn air a sgath,[dheth,
Bidh sinn fo dhion's theid sinn as o phiantaibh,
A seinn gu siorruidh air oliu do ghrais.

From the hymn by P. Gkant ; translated by L. M.
tor Uiis collection.
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a I bha 'n an ceann.
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At high communions when they came round.

With minds in error, they thought with terror

Of shapes unearthly and dark alarms,
But sought salvation in incantation
In spells unholy and mystic charms.
A people careless, profane and prayerless.

Were like the beasts in the dewy dale

;

No Bible reading, no praise or pleading-
Such was the custom among the Gael.

O King of Nations ! our supplications

Are now directed unto Thy throne

;

Lord, in Thy kindness, remove our blindness,

For all our hope is in Thee alone !

Thou only livest. Thou pardon givest.

Oh, do Thou show us Thy gracious face

;

Forgive us wholly the sin and folly

That dared despise all Thy love and grace.

For God who made us alone can aid us,

We have no helper but Thee alone ;

' Tis only Jesus that can release us
Through the redemption that He has won.
If we believe Him and so receive Him,
And Thou shalt hear us through His dear name,
Thy wings shall hide us whate'er betide us,

And we shall ever Thy praise proclaim.

The tune to wliicli it is sung has been noted down
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WORKS ON THE HIGHLANDS,
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BOOKSELLERS TO THE UNIVERSITY,

63 and 64 SOUTH BRIDGE, EDINBURGH.
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DICTIONARIES AND GRAMMARS.
M 'Alpine's Gaelic aud English Pronouncing Die- s.

tionary, with Gx-ammar, 12nio, cloth, 9
... Ditto ditto, lif. -bound calf, 11

... English and Gaelic, separately, c/o?/;, ... 5

. . . Gaelic and English, do. do. , ... 5
M'Leod and Dewar's Gaelic Dictionary, cloth, ... 10
Macbean's Lessons in Gaelic, ... ... ... 1

... A Guide to Gaelic Conversation and Pro-
nunciation, cr. 8vo, ... ... ... 1

Mackay's Gaelic Etymology of the English
Language, royal Svo, ... ... (Puh. 42s.) 12

Macpherson's Practical Lessons in Gaelic for the
use of English-speaking students, ... ... 1

Munro's Gaelic Primer and Vocabulary, 12mo, 1

Reading Book for the Use of Students of the
Gaelic Class, by Prof. Mackinnon, .3

Stewart's Elements of Gaelic Grammar, cloth, .3

Gaelic First Book, 18mo, 2d. ; Second do., ...

Gaelic Third and Fourth Book, eack
Gaelic Texts for School (New Code), Avith Gram-

mar, Vocabulary, and full Notes and Exer-
cises on Parsing, Analysis, etc., Part I., ...

AUeine's Alarm to the Unconverted,
An T-Oranaiche, by Sinclair, Svo, clotfi,...

Assurance of Salvation, ISmo, sewed,

Baxter's Call to the Unconverted, 18mo, cloth, ...

... Saint's Rest, translated by Rev. J. Forbes,
Beith's Catechism on Baptism, ISmo, seived,

Benton, S. Dioghlumean, 'S Na H-Achaibh,
Bible in Gaelic, Svo, strongly bound, 5s. and
Bonar's (Ptev. Dr H.) Christ is All, ISmo, sewed,

... God's Way of Peace, se;r«?,

Buchan's Apples of Gold, ISmo, sewed,

Buchannau (Dugald) of Rannoch's Life and Con-
version, with his Hymns, ISmo, cloth, 2

... The Hymns, separately, ISmo, sewed, ...

... in English, by Macbean, sewed. Is.; cloth, 1

... Reminiscences of, By Rev. A. Sinclair, ... 3
Bunyan's Come and Welcome, ISmo, cloth, ... 2
Banyan's PUgrim's Progress (^three parts), cloth, 2

. . . ^V'orld to Come, or Visions from Hell, cl. , 1

... Grace Abounding, ISmo, cfo//(, 2

... Water of Life, cfo</(, 1

... Sighs from Hell, ISmo, cto</(, 2

... Heavenly Footman, ISmo, c/o</i, 1

Burder's Village Sermons, ISmo, c/o</(, 1

(^'ampbell's (J. F.) Leabhar na Feinne. Heroic
Gaelic Ballads, 20s. for 10

Campbell's (Ledaig) Poems and Songs,
Catechism, Shorter, Id. Gaelic, with Proofs
Celtic Lyre, a collection of Gaelic Songs, with

English traiaslations, music in both notations.
Parts I. and II.

,

each
Clark's (Mrs) Three Gaelic Poems, with English

translation by Kennedy,
Clarsach Na Coille : a Collection of Gaelic Poetry,

by Rev. A. M'Lean Sinclair,

Confession of Faith, fcap. 8vo, c?o^/(,

Dewar's (Rev. Dr) Gaelic Sermons, Svo,
Doctrine and Manner of the Church of Rome, . .

.

Doddridge's Rise and Progress, 12mo, cloth,

Dyer's Christ's Famous Titles, ISmo, cloth,

Earle's Sacramental Exercises, ISmo, cloth,

Edwards' (Rev. Jonathan) Sermon, seived,

Gael (The), a Gaelic Magazme, bound in cloth,

for 1876 and 1877, in English and Gaelic, each 3
Gaelic Melodies, with Eng. Words & Music, neiv nofa.
Grant's (Rev. Peter) Hjonns, ISmo, cloth, ... I

Guthrie's Christian's Great Interest, ISmo, cloth,

Hall's (Newman) Come to Jesus, ...

Harp of Caledonia, Gaelic Songs, 32mo, sewed,
Haughton's "A Saviour for You,"
History of Prince Charles, and Jacobite Songs,
James' Anxious Inquirer, ...

Joseph, Life of, by Macfarlaue, ISmo, cloth,

Killin Collection of Gaelic Songs, with Transla-
tions, Music in both Notations, by Charles
Stewart, Tighn-duin, cloth, extra rjUt,

... The Same, cloth, liinp,

Laoidhean Eadar-Theangaichte o'n Bheurla, cloth,

Lessons on the Shorter Catechism and the Holy
Scriptures, by Forbes, ISmo,

Livingston's Gaelic Poems, cloth,

M'Callum's History of the Church of Christ, Svo,
Maccallum's Sop as Gach Seid, 2 Parts, each
Macdonald's (Mac Mhaistir Alistir) Gaelic Songs,
Macdonald's (Rev. Dr) Gaelic Poems, ISmo, ...

Macdonald's (Rev. Dr) Waters of Jordan, ISmo,
MTnnes (Rev. D.) Conversations in Gaelic and

English, with preface by Professor Blackie,
M Tntyre's (Duncan Ban) Poems and Songs, with

an English Translation of '
' Coire Cheathaich"

and "Ben Dorain," ISmo,
Mackaj''s (Rob Donn) Songs and Poems, ISmo,
Mackenzie's (A. ) History of Scotland, Eachdraidh

na H-Alba, 12mo, e/o^/i,

Mackenzie's (J. ) Beauties of Gaelic Poetry, large
paper edition, royal Svo, ... .
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GAELIC BOOKS SOLD BY MACLACIJLAN .0 STEWART.

Mackellar's (Mrs) Gaelic and English Poems, ...

... Gaelic Phrases, with Pronunciation, and
Translation,

Macleod, Rev. Dr, Sermon on the Life of the late,

by Kev. John Darroch, 8vo, sewed, ...

Macleod, Pvev. Norman, Oaraid nan Gaidheal,

Svo, half-bound calf, ...

Macleod's (Neil), Clarsach an Doire, Gaelic

Poems and Songs, ...

MacLeau and Macgregor's Gaelic Hymns, ISmo,
Macneill's Neniae, and other Poems, cloth,

Maclachlan's (Dr, of Pvahoy,) Gaelic Songs,

Mac^jherson's " An Duanaire," a New Collection

of Songs, &c., never befoi'c published, cloth,

Menzies' Collection of Gaelic Songs,

Mountain Songster, Collection of Gaelic Songs,

Muir's (Re\ . Dr) Sermon "Cumail Gu Daingean
samhladh Bhriathar Fallain," translation by
Piev. A. Macintyre,

Munro's Selection of Gaelic Songs, 32mo,
... Am Filidh, Gaelic Songs, with Music, ...

Nicolson's (Sheriff) Collection of Gaelic Proverbs,

with English Translation, cr. 8vo, 2iul edition,

... The same, large paper, 4to,

Ossian's Poems, revised by Dr M'Lauchlan, cloth,

Ossian's Lyre (Clarsach Oisein), old and new no-

tations, liias. 2 a,ìià 3, per doz.

Philipps' Seven Common Faults, translated by
Rev. H. Maccoll, 12mo,

Proverbs of vSolomon, Svo, seiued,

Psalm Book, Smith's or Ross's, large type, 18mo,
Psalm Book, Gaelic and English, on one page, . .

.

Queen (H. ^I. ) Our Journal in the Highlands,
Illustrated, translated into Gaelic,

Ross's (William) Gaelic Songs, ISmo, cloth,

Sankey's Hymns for Times of Blessing, translated

by Rev. A. MacRae
Sinner's (The) Friend, 12mo, sewed.

Smith's (Rev. Dr J.) Sean Dana, with English
Translation and Notes, by C. S. Jerram, . .

.

. . Gaelic Prayers for Families, 12mo, seived,

... The same, cloth boards.

Songs of the Gael, a Collection of Gaelic Songs,
with translations. Music in both Notations,

by L. Macbean,

!
Songs of the Gael, (Sacred), a Collection of Gaelic

I
Hymns, with translations, by L. Macbean,
Music in both Notations,

Spurgeon's Sermon, "Co-Eignich iad gu teachd
!

a Sleach," "Compel them to come in,"

j

Thomson's (Dr) Sacramental Catechism, seived,

6

BIBLES, TESTAMENTS, and PSALM

n
^ ENGLISH WORKS RELATING TO THE

Q HIGHLANDS.
Antient Erse Poems Collected among the Scottish

Highlands, in order to Illustrate the Ossian
of Mr Macphea-sou, 8vo, .soyerf, 1

6 Athole Collection of Dance Music of Scotland,

6 2 vols., folio, 42
Blackie's (Prof.) Language and Literature of the

;

Scottish Highlands, 8vo, cfoi/;, ... ... 6
2 ' Brown's History of the Scottish Highlands,
4 Highland Clans, and Regiments, with Por-

I

traits and Tartans, by Keltic, 2 vols., 56s. for 40
Buchanan's Spiritual Songs, translated by L.

I Macbean,
]

Cameron's Gaelic Names of Plants, 8vo,

3 :
Logan's The Scottish Gael, or Celtic Manners of

the Highlanders, 2 vols., x>lo,l(s, 28s. for

1 G MacCoU's (Evan) Poems and Songs,
M 'Intyre (Rev. D. ) on the Antiquity of the Gaelic

Language, 8vo, seived,...

: Mackenzie's Tales and Legends of the Highlands,

I

... History of the Mackenzies,

j

... History of the Macdonalds, 8vo, cloth, ...

... History of the Mathesons, Svo, cloth,

... Proi:ihecies of the Brahan Seer,

... The Isle of Skye in 1882-3,
Maclagan's Scottish Myths : Notes on Scottish

History and Tradition, Svo, c/o^/(. ... 7 6
M'Lauchlan's (Rev. Dr) History and Literature of

the Scottish Gael, fcap. 8vo, cloth, 2 6

M'Naughton (Peter) on the Authenticity of the

;
Poems of Ossian, Svo, seivef?, ... ... 6

I

Masson's Vestigia Celtica : Celtic Footprints in

j

Philology, Ethics, and Religion, cr. Svo, sewed, 2

Sketches of the Clans of Scotland, with 22
colour plates of the Tartans, ... ... 2 G

BOOKS, at Various Prices and Bindings.

7


