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THOU afkeft, fair daughter of the

ifles! whofe memory is preferved
in thefe tombs? The memory of Ron-
nan the bold, and Connan the chief of
men ; and of her, the faireft of maids,
Rivine the lovely and the good. The
wing of time is laden with care. Every
moment hath woes of its own. Why
{feck we our grief from afar? or give our
tears to thofe of other times? But thou
commandeft, and I @bey, O fair daugh-
ter of the ifles!

Conar was mighty in war. Caul
was the friend of ftrangers. His gates
were open to all ; midnight darkened
not on his barred door. Bothlived upon
the fons of the mountains. Their bow
was the fupport of the poor.
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ConnAN was the image of Conar’s
ioul. Caul wasrenewed in Ronnan his
fon. Rivine the daughter of Conar was
the love of Rennan; her brother Con-
nan was his friend. :She was fair as the
harveft-moonf{etting in the {feas of Molo-
chafquir. Her foul was {ettled on Ron-

nan; the youth was the dream of her
nights.

RivinNg, my love! fays Ronnan, I go
to my king in 'Norway *. A year and
a day fhall bring me back. ‘Wilt thou
be true.to Ronnan ?

Ronnvan! a year and a day 1 will
{pend in forrow. Ronnan, behavelike
a man, and my foul thall exult in thy
valour. Connan my friend, {ays Ron-
nan, wilt thou preferve Rivine thy fi-
{ter ? Durftan is in love with the maid;

* Suppofed tobe Fergus II. This fragment is rec-
koned not altogether {fo ancient as molt of the reft.
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and foon fhall the fea bring the ftran-
oer to our coaft.

Rox~van, I will defend: Do thou
fecurely go. He went. He return-
ed on his day. But Durftan returned
before him.

Give me thy daughter, Conar, fays
Durftan ; or fear and feel my power.

He who dares attempt my fifter, fays
Connan, muft meet this edge of fteel.
Unerring m battle 1s my arm: my
fiword, asthe lichtning of heaven.

RonNaN the warriour came:; ang
much he threatened Durftan.

Bur, faith Euran the fervant of
oold, Ronnan ! by the gate of the north
fhall Durftan this night carry thy fair-
one away. Accurfed, anfwers Ron-
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nan, be this arm if death meet him not
there.

Coxyxan! faith Euran, this night
{hall the {tranger carry thy fifter away.
My {word fhall meet him, replies Con-
nan, aud he fhall lie low on earth.

Tue friends met by night, and they
fought.  Blood and {weat ran down
their limbs as water on the mofly rock.
Connan falls; and cries, O Durftan,
be favourable to Rivine ! — And isit my
iriend, cries Ronnan, I haveflain? O
Connan! I knew thee not.

HEe went, and he fought with Dur-
ftan. Day began to rifc on the com-
bat, when fainting they fell, and expi-
red. Rivine came out with the morn ;
and —-— O what detains my Ronnan!
—She faw him lying pale in his blood ;
and her brother lying pale by his fide.
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What could fhe fay? what could fhe
do? her complaints were many and vain.
She opened this grave for the warri-
ours ; and fell into it herfelf, -before it
was clofed ; like the fun fnatched away
in a {torm.

Trou halt heard this tale of grief,
O fair daughter of the ifles! Rivine was
fair as thyfelf: fhed on her grave a |
tear.



