


 

NEW MEMBERS 
Alisa Lennox, Hawthorne, Brisbane 

Mavys Daniel, Burpengary, Brisbane 
 

 

Diary Dates 2015 

 
Clan Donald Meeting March 14

th
 2015 

Clan Donald Meeting June 13
th

 2015 

Clan Donald Meeting September 5
th

 2015 

Clan Donald Christmas Lunch 21 Nov 2015 

 

Bundanoon (Southern Highlands NSW)  

Saturday 11
th

 April 2015 

Glen Innes 2
nd

-3
rd

 May 2015 

Wingham (Mid North Coast NSW) 

 30th May 2015 

Tartan Day (Brisbane) 11th July 2015 

Scotland in the Park (Brisbane) 19
th

 July 2015 

 

S.A. MEETING/LUNCH 
 

In October I was once again invited to the Clan 

Donald South Australia lunch where I had the 

pleasure of meeting up with all the 

Commissioners for Clan Donald in Australia.   A 

very warm welcome to Theresa  McCutcheon 

who has been appointed as the new 

Commissioner for South Australia.   It was a 

great day and it was the first time that a photo 

of all five Commissioners has been taken. 

 

   

 

 

 

 

Australia’s Five Commissioners 
Norman McDonald, Neil Macdonald, Theresa 

McCutcheon, Lachie Macdonald, Pam McDonald 

 
MEETING WITH COLIN MACDONALD 

Clan Donald, Christchurch 

 

Judy and I had the pleasure of once again 

meeting up with Colin and Doreen during their 

holiday at Surfers Paradise.    

 

 

 
 



 

 
Congratulations to Alan Macdonald (son of 

Colin above) on his appointment as High 

Commissioner Clan Donald New Zealand  

 

 
Land of History and Laureate – a book written 
by Malcolm McDonald, Toiseach of the 
Finlaggan Council which is a 240 page book on 
the history and culture from the 12th century AD 
providing an interesting and informative account 
of the warrior clans in this very active region of 
the Western Highlands.    Men from Lochaber 
were at the fore at the battles of “Bannockburn” 
“Killiecrankie” and “Sherriffmuir. 
 
A MUST READ FOR ALL CLAN DONALD 
MEMBERS.   Cost $20 plus postage and 
handling.    If you are interested in obtaining a 
copy please contact us.  

 

 

MACDONALD ARROWS OF THE HIGHLANDS 

AND THE ISLES 

 
SCOTLAND, or, Lowland Scotland, were never known 
for their prowess with Bows and Arrows, however, it was 
a different matter in the Highlands and the Isles. 
 
There was a celebrated ”Caernach” of the “Macdonalds of 
Garagach, a sort of Rob Roy and in fact he was called 
“Ranald Mor”, due to his great strength and stature.   He 
had killed many Camerons and was forced to seek safety 
on an island in Loch Laggan.   On one occasion the “Great 
Locheil” was passing along the shoreline of the Loch with 
a creach of cattle, the product of a Morayshire foray when 
an arrow from the island, fired by Ranald, dropped one of 
the beasts stone dead.  Lochiel’s retainers were all for 
rowing out to the island and capturing Ranald but Lochiel 
exclaimed  
 
““No, no, no - you will do no such thing!!  If Ranald had 
so wished he could have shot me as easily as the cow so 
we will leave him and the cow too!”” 
 
The Camerons moved off  leaving Ranald Mor 
MacDonald to feast. 
 

 

 

MORE MACDONALD ARROWS 
 
A party of the Macdonalds of Glencoe, when returning 
from a foray in the Lowlands, attempted to pass through 
Breadalbane lands without giving due notice, or paying 
the accustomed compliment to the Earl of Breadalbane, 
who had recently been elevated to that Rank. 
 
A number of his followers and guests at Finlarig Castle to 
celebrate the marriage of his daughter, were enraged by 
this insult and instantly rushed after the Macdonalds, sadly 
with more ardour than prudence, and attacked them on 
high ground north of the village of Killin. 
 
The wedding party were repulsed with great loss, 
principally caused by the arrows of the Macdonalds.   
Colonel Menzies of Culdairs received nine arrow wounds 
to his thighs. 
 
Nineteen young gentlemen including the bridegroom, of 
the name Campbell, and all immediate descendants of the 
family fell that day. 
 

 
Finlarig Castle  



 
 
 

 
 

MACCODRUM OF THE SEALS 
 
There are many tales of marriages between humans and seals in 
Scottish and Irish tradition. Some families are supposed to be 
descended from the seal people, and their children were born 
with webs of skin between their fingers and toes. Members of the 
Clan MacCodrum of South Uist have been known for centuries 
as the Children of the Seals. This is their story. 

The Selkie 
Long ago on an island at the northern edge of the world, there 
lived a fisherman called Neil MacCodrum. He lived all alone in a 
stone croft where the moorland meets the shore, with nothing but 
the guillemots for company and the stirring of the sand among 
the shingle for song.  

But in the long winter evenings he would sit by the peat-fire and 
watch the blue smoke curling up to the roof, and his eyes looked 
far and far away as if he was looking into another country. And 
sometimes, when the wind rustled the bent-grass on the machair , 
he seemed to hear a soft voice sighing his name. 

One spring evening, the men of the clachan were bringing their 
boats full of herring into shore. They swung homeward with glad 
hearts, and their wives lit the rushlights, so that the wide world 
dwindled to a warm quiet room. 

Neil MacCodrum was the last to drag his boat up the shingle and 
hoist the creel of fish upon his back. He stood a while watching 
the seabirds fly low towards the headland, their wings dark 
against the evening sky, then turned to trudge up the shingle to 
the croft on the machair.  

It was as he turned he saw something move in the shadows of the 
rocks. A glimmer of white and then - he heard it between birds’ 
cries - high laughter like silver. He set down the creel, and with 
careful steps he neared the rocks, hardly daring to breathe, and 
hid behind the largest one. And then he saw them - seven girls 
with long flowing hair, naked and white as the swans on the lake, 
dancing in a ring where the shoreline met the sea. 

And now his eye caught something else - a shapeless pile of 
speckled brown skins lying heaped like seaweed on a boulder 
nearby. Now MacCodrum knew that they were selkie, who are 
seals in the sea, but when they come to land take off their skins 
and appear as human women. 

Crouching low, Neil MacCodrum crept towards the pile of skins 
and slowly slid the top one down. But just as he rolled it up and 
put it under his coat, one of the selkie gave a sharp cry. The 

dance stopped, the bright circle broke, and the girls ran to the 
boulder, slipped into their skins and slithered into the rising tide, 
shiny brown seals that glided away into the dark night sea. 

All but one.  

She stood before him white as a pearl, as still as frost in starlight. 
She stared at him with great dark eyes that held the depths of the 
sea, then slowly she held out her hand, and said in a voice that 
trembled with silver: 

“Ochone, ochone! Please give me back my skin.” 

He took a step towards her.  

“Come with me,” he said, “I will give you new clothes to wear.” 

The wedding of Neil MacCodrum and the selkie woman was set 
for the time of the waxing moon and the flowing tide. All the 
folk of the clachan came, six whole sheep were roasted and the 
whiskey ran like water. Toasts overflowed from every cup for the 
new bride and groom, who sat at the head of the table: 
MacCodrum, beaming and awkward, unused to pleasure, tapped 
his spoon to the music of fiddle and pipe, but the woman sat 
quietly beside him at the bride-seat, and seemed to be listening to 
another music that had in it the sound of the sea. 

After a while she bore him two children, a boy and a girl, who 
had the sandy hair of their father, but the great dark eyes of their 
mother, and there were little webs between their fingers and toes. 
Each day, when MacCodrum was out in his boat, she and her 
children would wander along the shore to gather limpets or fill 
their creels with carrageen from the rocks at low tide. She 
seemed settled enough in the croft on the shore, and in May-time 
when the air was scented with thyme and roseroot and the 
children ran towards her, their arms full of wild yellow irises, she 
was almost happy.  

But when the west wind brought rain, and strong squalls of wind 
that whistled through the cracks in the croft walls, she grew 
restless and moved about the house as if swaying to unseen tides, 
and when she sat at the spinning-wheel, she would hum a strange 
song as the fine thread streamed through her fingers. Mc.Codrum 
hated these times and would sit in the dark peat-corner glowering 
at her over his pipe, but unable to say a word. 

Thirteen summers had passed since the selkie woman came to 
live with MacCodrum, and the children were almost grown. As 
she knelt on the warm earth one afternoon, digging up silverweed 
roots to roast for supper, the voice of her daughter Morag rang 
clear and excited through the salt-pure air and soon the girl was 
beside her holding something in her hands. 

“O mother! Is this not the strangest thing I have found in the old 
barley-kist, softer than the mist to my touch?” 

Her mother rose slowly to her feet, and in silence ran her hand 
along the speckled brown skin. It was smooth like silk. She held 
it to her breast, put her other arm around her daughter, and 
walked back with her to the croft in silence, heedless of the girl’s 
puzzled stares. Once inside, she called her son Donald to her, and 
spoke gently to her children: 

“I will soon be leaving you, mo chridhe , and you will not see me 
again in the shape I am in now. I go not because I do not love 
you, but because I must become myself again.”  



 
That night, as the moon sailed white as a pearl over the western 
sea, the selkie woman rose, leaving the warm bed and 
slumbering husband. She walked alone to the shore and took off 
her clothes, one by one, and let them fall to the sand. Then she 
stepped lightly over the rocks and unrolled the speckled brown 
bundle she carried, and held it up before her. For one moment 
maybe she hesitated, her head turning back to the dark, sleeping 
croft on the machair; the next, she wrapped the shining skin 
about her and dropped into the singing water of the sea. For a 
while a sleek brown head could be seen in the dip and crest of 
the moon-dappled waves, pointing ever towards the far horizon, 
and then, swiftly leaping and diving towards her, came six other 
seals. They formed a circle around her and then all were lost to 
sight in the soft indigo of the night. 

In the croft on the machair, Neil MacCodrum stirred, and felt for 
his wife, but his hand encountered a cold and empty hollow. The 
only sound was the rustle of bent-grass in the wind, but it did not 
sigh his name. He knew better than to look for her and he also 
knew she would never come to him again. But when the moon 
was young and the tide flowing, his children would not sleep at 
night, but ran down to the sands on silent webbed feet. There, by 
the rocks on the shoreline, they waited until she came - a 
speckled brown seal with great dark eyes. Laughing and calling 
her name, they splashed into the foaming water and swam with 
her until the break of day. 

 

 

The Laird's Lug – Edinburgh Castle 

Ancient kings didn't have to rely on hidden 
microphones to listen in on their underling's 
conversations. King James IV was able to 
overhear whatever went on in Edinburgh Castle's 
great hall just by listening at a little barred 
window near the fireplace. This type of opening 
is called a "laird’s lug," Scots for "lord’s ears," 
and also appears in Muchalls Castle. It was 
obviously effective. In 1984 when Mikhail 
Gorbachev planned a visit to the castle the 
Soviet secret service demanded that the lug be 
plugged up for security reasons. 

 

 
 

CASTLE ROCK  - Edinburgh Castle 

 
Castle Rock makes the top of the list. According 
to the archaeological reports this rock is said to 
be around 700 million years old. It used to be 
volcanic but now that is extinct. Castle Rock sits 
almost in the middle of the city and to think it 
used to be volcanically active. Traces of human 
inhabitance have been found since the Bronze 
Age, that is to say around 850 BC. A royal castle 
has been on the very spot since the twelfth 
century. Considering this, the rock is very aptly 
named. 

 

 
 

ST MARGARETS CHAPEL 

The several buildings of the Edinburgh Castle 
date between the twelfth century and the 
eighteenth century. So which is the oldest 
building? It has to be the St. Margaret’s Chapel. 
It is actually the oldest building in all of 
Scotland and was constructed in the early 
twelfth century in the memory of Queen 
Margaret. The legend has it that she died in the 

http://www.picturebritain.com/2011/05/muchalls-castle.html


 
year 1093 because of a broken heart. She heard 
the news of the death of her husband and she 
could not handle it. Her husband was King 
Malcolm III. 

 
 

Skye’s Tower of Uig - Scotland 

 

Travelling around Skye, an Island off the coast 
of West Scotland, we came upon this tower over 
looking Uig.  What wonderful views you would 
have seen if you could have got past the bull and 
climb the tower.  But as the tower is on private 
land and the door locked that was not going to 
happen so the views are from the road side. 

 
 
 

 

Uig Tower was built by a Captain Fraser of 
Kilmuir, who lived in a large house called Uig 
Lodge which was destroyed by the great flood of 
1877, just after he had organised Sky’s last 
clearances. The tower seems to date from around 
about 1850, according to British Listed 
Buildings and is known as Captain Fraser’s 
Folly. It could have been a place were the local 
crofters paid their rents to his factor. 

 

 

The tower is built in the Norman style with two 
floors, it is roofless and is built of rubble with 
flint dressings.  The building is owned by Uig 
Hotel and I wonder if you paid for a room they 
would move the bull so one could have a closer 
look…..might try it one day. 

 



 

Genealogy Corner 
 

Passenger Lists for Victoria 

Access to passenger records for Victoria have been 

available on line for some time.  The clarity and legibility 

of these records have now been improved as they are 

freshly digitised images from the microfilm.   These 

records are now available from findmypast.    

“At Findmypast, we’re constantly adding to our 
collections of records to facilitate your genealogical 

research as best as we possibly can. 

Today, we’re pleased to announce that we’ve added to our 
Australian records, with inbound passenger lists to 

Victoria, 1839-1923 and outbound from Victoria 1852-

1915. 

Provided by the Public Record Office in Victoria after two 
decades of work carried out by volunteer transcribers, 
these records mean that our inbound to Victoria 1839-
1923 passenger list records now total 2,125,578, while our 
outbound from Victoria 1852-1915 records stand at 
1,753,919. 

Thousands of English immigrants flocked to Victoria in 
response to the gold rush of the 1850s. The English had 
already comprised the largest group to migrate to Australia 
since the establishment of the first penal colony in New 
South Wales in 1788, and immigration policies 

 and assistance schemes helped to maintain a steady flow 
of immigration from England to Australia. These inbound 
and outbound passenger lists will usually contain names, 
estimated birth years, nationalities, native places, month 
and year of arrival, ship name, destination port and 
departure port, so they contain a lot of information that 
can be instrumental in filling in blanks that you may have 
in your research. 

Our Findmypast Australia travel and migration section 
now totals over 24 million records. These, along with over 
100 million other records from Australia and New 
Zealand, can help you dig deeper than ever into your 

family history.” 

Scottish Recipies 

Ecclefechan Butter Tart  

When travel writer Bruce Stannard from Scots Heritage 

Magazine was staying at Coul House Hotel he was so 

impressed by the Ecclefechan Butter Tart that he asked 

for the recipe. Here it is. As for Ecclefechan, that's a 

small town in Dunfries and Galloway where the 

influential philosopher and historian Thomas Carlyle 

was born.  

Ingredients:  
2 Beaten eggs  
6oz (200 gms or just under one US cup) soft brown sugar  

1 tbsp vinegar  
8oz (250 gms or One and a quarter US cups) mixed dried 
fruit  
2oz (50 gms) chopped walnuts  
Prepared shortcrust pastry  
4oz (125 gms or one stick) melted butter  

Method:  
Mix the sugar, butter and beaten eggs together. Stir in the 
vinegar, then add mixedfiruit and nuts. Line patty tins with 
pastry and put a spoonful of the mixture into each. Bake in 
a fairly hot oven (190C/375F/Gas Mark 5) for 20-25 
minutes. 

 

Clan Donald Queensland 
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NOLLAIG CHRIDHEIL    

(Merry Christmas)  

 

Santa's A Scotsman 
 

It's Christmas time in Scotland, 
And my kid said to me 

"Just one question daddy, 
Before I go to sleep 

How will Santa find me?" 
so I said, "Wherever he may roam 

Santa will find you 
because he's coming home." 

 
Chorus: 

Don't you know Santa's a Scotsman, 
He's loved wherever he goes 

He moved from Glasgow to Lapland, 
Following Rudolf's nose 

Santa's a Scotsman, 
come on make a fuss 

Too many pies, 
not enough exercise, 

of course he's one of us! 
 

He only works one day a year, 
And then he takes a break; 
He'll have a nip of whiskey 

And a bit of Christmas cake; 
He likes a pudding supper, 

And when he arrives tonight 
He'll come in through the window 

'Cos the chimney is too tight. 
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