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DUCHOMMAR, MORNA.

DucHOMM AR,

* OrNa4, thou faireft of women,
daughter of Cormac-Carbre !
why in the circle of {tones, 1n the cave
of the rock, alone? The {tream mur-
mureth hoarfely. The blaft groaneth
in the aged tree. The lake is troubled
before thee. Dark are the clouds of
the tky. But thou art like fnow on
the heath. Thy hair like a thin cloud

of gold on the top of Cromleach. Thy

* The fignification of the names in this fragment
are ; Dubhchomar, a black well-fhaped man. Muirne
or Morna, a woman beloved by all. Cormac-cairbre,
an unequalled and rough warriour. Cromleach, a
crooked hill.  Mugruch, a furly gloomy man.
Tarman, thunder. Moinie, foft in temper and per-

fon.
breafts
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‘breafts like two fmooth rocks on the hill
which i1s feen from the fiream of Bran-
nuin. Thy arms, as two white pillars
1 the hall of Fingal.

MoORNA.

"WHENCE the fon of Mugruch, Du-
chommar the moft gloomy of men? Dark
are thy brows of terror. Red thy roll-
ing eyes. Does Garve appear on the

fea ? What of .the foe, -Duchommar?

DucHoMMAR.

‘From the hill I return, O Morna,
from the hill of the flying deer. Three
have I {lain with my bow ; three with
my panting dogs. Daughter of Cor-
mac-Carbre, 1-love thee as my {oul. I
have flain a deer for thee. High was
his branchy head ; and fleet his feet of
wind.

MorNA.
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MoRrNA.

Groomy {fon of Mugruch, Duchom-
mar! I love thee not: hard is thy heart
of rock ; dark thy terrible brow. But
Cadmor the fon of Tarman, thou art
the love of Morna! thoun artlike a fun-
beam on the hill, in the day of the
oloomy ftorm. Saweft thou the fon of
Tarman, lovely on the hill of the chace?
Here the daughter of Cormac-Carbre
waiteth the coming of Cadmor.

DucusoMMAR.

AND long fhall Morna wait. His
blood is on my fword. I met him by
the mofly {tone, by the oak of the noify
ftream. He fought; but I flew him ;
his blood is on my fword. High on
the hill I will raife his tomb, daughter
of Cormac-Carbre. But love thou the

fon
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fon of Mugruch ; hisarm is {trong as a-
{torm.

MoRN A.

AND 1s the fon of Tarman fallen ;-
the youth with the breaft of fnow ! the
firft in the chace of the hill ; the foe
of the {fons of the ocean ! — Duchom-
mar, thou art gloomy inaeed ; cruel is
thy arm to me. — But give me that
fword, fon of Mugruch; Ilove the -
blood of Cadmor.

[HE gives her the {word, with which -

fhe inftantly ftabs him. ]

DucuoMMAR:.

DavcHTER of Cormac-Carbre, thou
haft pierced Duchommar! the {word is
cold in my breaft ; thou hait killed the
fon of Mugruch. Give me to Moinie

L the.
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the maid ;: for much fhe loved Duchom-
mar. My tomb fhe will raife on the

‘hill; the hunter fhall fee it, and praife

me. But draw the fword :iom my
{ide, Morna ; I feelit cold.

| Uron her coming near him, he {tabs
her. As fhe fell, the plucked a ftone
from the {ide of the cave, and placed it
vetwixt them, that bis blood might not
be mingled with hers.]



