Litir do Luchd-ionnsachaidh

le Ruairidh Macllleathain

Stoiridhean mu Shionnaich

A special programme, in the form of a “letter”, designed for Gaelic learners who already
have some knowledge of the language. A short vocabulary and comments on points of
grammar and figures of speech are included with the text. If you have comments, Ruairidh
can be contacted at roddy.maclean@bbc.co.uk. This is Litir 820. Note that there is also a
simplified version called An Litir Bheag which is likewise available on the BBC website. Litir
Bheag 516 corresponds to Litir 820.

An cuala sibh riamh mu ‘mhionnan a’ mhadaidh ruaidh don ghobhair ghlais’? Tha e a’
ciallachadh mionnan nach gabh creidsinn agus tha e a’ tighinn bhon t-seann stoiridh
thraidiseanta ‘A’ Ghobhar Ghlas’. Ma chluinneas tu cuideigin, agus e a’ mionnachadh gu
bheil e ag innse na firinn, agus lan-fhios agad nach eil, faodaidh tu a radh nach eil aige ach
mionnan a’ mhadaidh ruaidh don ghobhar ghlais.

Latha a bha seo, lorg madadh ruadh da mheann ann am feur tiugh ann an glaic. Bha
am mathair air am fagail an sin, falaichte, thad ’s a bha i1 ag ithe. Mar a bhiodh nadarrach,
dh’ith an sionnach na minn. Bha iad fthathast a’ meigeadaich na bhroinn nuair a thill a’
ghobhar.

Chuala i na minn aice agus dh’thaighnich i dhen mhadadh-ruadh ca’ robh iad. Agus
seo na thuirt am madadh:

Air an droighinn, air an dris,

Air an uisge ‘ruith san eas,

Air an adhar os do chionn,

Air an talamh fo do bhonn,

Air a’ ghréin a tha san iar,

Air a’ ghealaich seachad siar,

Air na reultan anns a’ chiar,

Chan fhac’ mi riamh do chuid mheann.

Can gun robh bailiun air chall, agus darna balach a’ faighneachd de bhalach eile am fac’ e e.
Dh’fhaodadh am fear eile seo a radh:

Air an droighinn, air an dris,

Air an uisge ‘ruith san eas,

Air an adhar os do chionn,

Air an talamh fo do bhonn,

Air a’ ghréin a tha san iar,

Air a’ ghealaich seachad siar,
Air na reultan anns a’ chiar,
Chan fhac’ mi riamh do bhailiun.

Ach a bheil ag innse na firinn, no a bheil e coltach ris an t-sionnach?!
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Tha Alasdair MacllleMhicheil a’ toirt dhuinn cunntas inntinneach mu shionnach ann
an Carmina Gadelica. ’S e ‘Sionnach na Maoile’ ainm an stoiridh oir thachair e faisg air
Maol Chinn Tire.

Bhiodh madadh ruadh a bha seo a’ falbh astar mor airson creach a thogail. Nam biodh
tollairean aig tuathanach — ’s e sin coin a bhios a’ sealg shionnach — bhiodh an sionnach a’
dol leis a’ chreig agus bhiodh na coin a’ dol as a dheidh. Bhiodh na coin marbh aig a’ bhonn,
ach bhiodh an sionnach fhathast beo. Cha robh fios aig duine mar a bha e ga dheanamh oir
cha robh leac follaiseach air aghaidh na creige.

Dh’iarr na tuathanaich air brocair an sionnach a mharbhadh. Chaidh a leigeil air rop
sios aghaidh na creige far an do lorg e craobh-chaorainn 0g. Nan cuireadh e cuideam air a’
chraoibh, lubadh a barr cho fada ’s gum biodh e a’ buntainn ri leac bheag chumhang. Bhiodh
an leac a’ leantainn gu leacan eile a bheireadh creutair sgiobalta far na creige gu sabhailte.
Ghearr am brocair stoc na craoibhe ach chuir e a’ chraobh air ais ri chéile mar nach robh cail
cearr oirre.

An ath thuras a rinn an sionnach sgrios, ruith tollairean as a dheidh. Chaidh am
madadh leis a’ chreig. Ach, an turas seo, bha e air a lorg marbh aig bonn na creige, le pios
dhen chraoibh-chaorainn na bheul.

As an tachartas seo, dh’&irich na samhlaidhean: cho carach ri sionnach ruadh Maol
Chinn Tire agus cho sedlta ri sionnach na Maoile. Agus tha abairt ann: bheir e leis a’
chreig sibh mar a thug an sionnach na tollairean. Thoiribh an aire!

* % * * *
Faclan na Litreach: droighinn: blackthorn; dris: bramble bush; eas: waterfall; tollair:
foxhound; brocair: foxhunter; craobh-chaorainn: rowan tree; stoc: trunk [of tree].
Abairtean na Litreach: mionnan a’ mhadaidh ruaidh don ghobhair ghlais: the fox’s oath to
the grey goat; a’ mionnachadh gu bheil e ag innse na firinn: swearing that he is telling the
truth; da mheann ann am feur tiugh: two kids (goats) among thick grass; bha am mathair air
am fagail an sin: their mother had left them there; dh’ith an sionnach na minn: the fox ate the
kids; a’ meigeadaich na bhroinn: bleating inside it; air an talamh fo do bhonn: on the ground
beneath your feet; air a’ ghealaich seachad siar: on the moon [which has] gone down in the
west; na reultan anns a’ chiar: the stars in the dusk; do chuid mheann: your kids; darna
balach a’ faighneachd de bhalach eile: one lad asking another lad; astar mor airson creach a
thogail: a long distance to catch prey; cha robh leac follaiseach air aghaidh na creige: there
was no obvious ledge on the face of the cliff; lubadh a barr cho fada ’s gum biodh e a’
buntainn ri leac: the top would bend so far that it would touch a ledge; a bheireadh creutair
sgiobalta far na creige: that would take a nimble creature off the cliff.
Puing-chanain na Litreach: bhiodh an sionnach a’ dol leis a’ chreig: the fox would fall
down the cliff ie ‘go with the cliff’. We can use the prepositions ris and leis in this idiom to
indicate ascent (ris) or descent (leis), and notice that we slenderise creag to creig because it
is a feminine noun in the dative singular. Chaidh e ris a’ chreig ‘he climbed the crag’; chaidh
e leis a’ chreig ‘he fell down the crag’.
Samhlaidhean is seanfhacal na Litreach: cho carach ri sionnach ruadh Maol Chinn Tire:
as wily as the fox of the Mull of Kintyre; cho sedlta ri sionnach na Maoile: as cunning as the
Mull (of Kintyre) fox; Bheir e leis a’ chreig sibh mar a thug an sionnach na tollairean;
he’ll take you over the cliff like the fox took the foxhounds.
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