Litir do Luchd-ionnsachaidh

le Ruairidh Macllleathain

Eoghann Mac a’ Ghobhair (3)

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 894. Note that there is also a
simplified version called An Litir Bheag which is likewise available on the BBC website. Litir
Bheag 590 corresponds to Litir 894.

Bha mi ag aithris na seann sgeulachd ‘Eoghann Mac a” Ghobhair’. Chaidh an t-uachdaran,
Morair Caisteal Dhonnain, a-steach gu taigh Oighrig. Chunnaic e Fionnghal. ‘Co th’ ann a
seo?’ dh’fthaighnich e.

“’S 1 mo bhean,’ threagair Eoghann. ‘T¢ de na daoine agaibh thein.’

‘Chan eil mi gad chreidsinn,” ars an t-uachdaran. ‘Nam buineadh té cho boidheach ris
a’ chinneadh agamsa, bhiodh fios agam. Tha mi cinnteach gum buin i do dh’uaislean air
choreigin ann am badeigin eile.’

Mhothaich e don ghille 0g. ‘Co dha a bhuineas an creutair beag seo?’ dh’thaighnich e.

’S e sin mo mhac,’ fhreagair Coinneach.

‘Chan e no do mhac,’ thuirt am morair. ‘Tha thu a’ cleith rudeigin bhuam. Tha mi a’
dol a thoirt na dithis seo don chaisteal agam air Eilean Donnain.’

‘O, Mhic a’ Ghobhair, d¢ thachras dhut?’ thuirt Coinneach ris a’ ghille.

‘Mac a’ Ghobhair, thuirt thu?’ ars an t-uachdaran. Chlisg e. Bha e a’ cuimhneachadh
faidheadaireachd mile bliadhna a dh’aois mun chinneadh aige — gun gabhadh fear air an robh
‘Mac a’ Ghobhair’ thairis an duthaich aige.

Ghabh Fionnghal gréim air Eoghann agus thug i sgian a-mach. ‘Ma bheir sibh orm
falbh cuide ribh gu ruige Eilean Donnain,’ thuirt i, ‘cuiridh mi as dhomh thin ’s don ghille.’

Gheill am morair, ach dh’fhag e fear-cinnidh dileas aige, Eachann Dubh
MacCoinnich, a’ fuireach aig Aird Lair airson déanamh cinnteach nach teicheadh iad. Chuim
Eachann suil gheur air Coinneach.

Beagan laithean an d¢idh sin, nuair a thill Coinneach agus Eachann bho bhith a’ sealg,
cha robh sgeul air Oighrig, Fionnghal no Edghann anns an taigh. Cha robh sgeul air a’
ghobhair, Earba, na bu mhotha. Bha Eachann feargach, agus bha e gu math amharasach mun
deidhinn, ach cha robh fios aig Coinneach far an robh iad.

An ath mhadainn, chaidh iad a-mach a lorg chaich. Bha Coinneach an dochas gun
robh iad san uaimh. Cha robh duine sam bith ach iad fhein eolach air an uaimh sin. Nuair a
bha e faisg air beul na h-uamha, fhuair e fios gur ann na broinn a bha iad. Chan fhaca is cha
chuala Eachann dad.

Bha Eachann a’ gabhail dragh mun uachdaran. Cha bhiodh esan toilichte nan cailleadh
e Fionnghal. Gun guth a radh, dh’fhalbh Eachann a bhruidhinn ri Morair Caisteal Dhonnain.
Chunnaic Coinneach e a’ falbh agus chaidh e suas don uaimh. Bha e thein, Fionnghal,
Eoghann, Oighrig agus Earba comhla a-rithist ach cha b’ urrainn dhaibh fuireach fada anns
an uaimh. An deidh beagan laithean, chuir iad romhpa teicheadh. Choisich iad gu ruige Poll
lu.
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Bha long mhor air acair ann an Loch Tu. ’S docha gum faigheadh iad air falbh gu
sabhailteachd! Thainig eathar far na luinge. Chaidh Coinneach is Fionnghal gu ceann shios a’
chladaich agus smeéid iad air a’ chriutha. Ach, mo chreach, co bh’ air bord ach Eachann Dubh
thein! Bha e a’ tilleadh air ceann feachd.

Gu fortanach, bha Edghann agus Oighrig am falach. Ach chaidh Fionnghal agus
Coinneach a chur an gréim agus chaidh an toirt gu Eilean Donnain. Bha am morair toilichte
Fionnghal fhaighinn ach bha e mi-thoilichte nach robh an gille 6g comhla rithe. Bha Edghann
agus Oighrig fhathast ann am Poll Iti far an d’ fhuair iad taic bho mhuinntir an aite.

* * * * %

Faclan na Litreach: Chlisg e: he started; gheill: yielded; Poll Iu: Poolewe.

Abairtean na Litreach: ’S i mo bhean: she is my wife; te de na daoine agaibh fhéin: one of
your own people; nam buineadh t¢ cho boidheach ris a’ chinneadh agamsa: if such a
beautiful woman belonged to my clan; gum buin i do dh’uaislean air choreigin ann am
badeigin eile: that she belongs to some gentry or other in another place; co dha a bhuineas
X?: who does X belong to?; tha thu a’ cleith rudeigin bhuam: you are hiding something from
me; dé thachras dhut?: what will happen to you?; a’ cuimhneachadh faidheadaireachd mile
bliadhna a dh’aois mun chinneadh aige: remembering a thousand year-old prophecy about
his clan; ma bheir sibh orm falbh cuide ribh: if you force me to go with you; dh’thag e fear-
cinnidh dileas aige, Eachann Dubh MacCoinnich, a’ fuireach aig Aird Lair: he left a loyal
clansman, Black Hector MacKenzie, living at Ardlair; airson déanamh cinnteach nach
teicheadh iad: to make sure they wouldn 't flee; cha robh sgeul air: there was no sign of;
amharasach mun deidhinn: suspicious of them; cha robh duine sam bith ach iad fhéin eolach
air an uaimh: nobody but themselves knew of the cave; nan cailleadh e Fionnghal: if he lost
[would lose] Flora; chuir iad romhpa teicheadh: they decided to flee; choisich iad gu ruige
Poll 10: they walked to Poolewe; thainig eathar far na luinge: a boat came from the ship; gu
ceann shios a’ chladaich: to the lower part of the shore; sme¢id iad air a’ chriutha: they waved
to the crew; a’ tilleadh air ceann feachd: returning at the head of a military force; chaidh X a
chur an greim: X were abducted; mi-thoilichte nach robh an gille 6g comhla rithe: displeased
that the young lad wasn’t with her.

Puing-chanain na Litreach: chaidh iad a-mach a lorg chaich: they went out to find the
others. Cach ‘the others’ is a slightly strange pronoun which does not carry an article in
Gaelic (and is grammatically singular) but behaves as if it does, in that it inflects by both
slenderisation and lenition in the genitive case. Thus chaich means ‘of the others’.
Gnathas-cainnt na Litreach: Bha long mhor air acair: a big ship was at anchor.
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