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CUCHULLIN * fat by Tura’s wall; by the tree of the ruft-

ling leaf.
fhield lay by him on the grafs.

* Cuchullin the fon of Semo and grand-
fon to Caithbat a druid celebrated in tra-
Cu-

chullin when very young married Bragela

dition for his wifdom and valour.

the daughter of Sorglan, and paffing over
into Ireland, lived for fome time with Con-
nal, grandfon by a daughter to Congal the
petty king of Ulfter. His wifdom and
valour in a fhort time gained him fuch
reputation, that in the minority of Cor-
mac the fupreme king of Ireland, he was

chofen guardian to the young king, and

His {pear leaned againft the mofly rock. His

As he thought of mighty Car-

fole manager of the war againft Swaran
king of Lochlin. After a feries of great
altions he was killed in battle fomewhere
in Connaught, in the twenty-feventh year
of his age. He was {o remarkable for his
ftrength, that to defcribe 2 ftrong man it
has paffed into a proverb, ¢ He has the
ftrength of Cuchullin.” They fhew the re-

mains of his palace at Dunfcaich in the

Ifle of Skye; and a flone to which he
bound his dog Luath, goes flill by his

name,

B bar.
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bar *, a hero whom he flew in war ; the fcout +4 of the ocean came,
Moran § the fon of Fithil.

Risk, faid the youth, Cuchullin, rife; I fee the fhips of Swaran.
Cuchullin, many are the foe: many the heroes of the dark-roll-
ing fea.

MoraN !freplied the blue-eyed chief] thou ever trembleft, fon of
Fithil : Thy fears have much increafed the foe. Perhaps it is the
king || of the lonely hills coming to aid me on green Ullin’s plains.

I saw their chief, fays Moran, tall as a rock of ice.

1s like that blafted fir.

Many, chief of men! I faid, many are our hands of war.

* Cairbar or Cairbre fignifies a ftrong
man.

+ Cuchullin having previous intelligence
of the invafion intended by Swaran, fent
{couts all over the coaft of Ullin or Ulfter,
to give early notice of the firft appearance
of the enemy, at the fame time that he
fent Munan the fon of Stirmal to implore
the affiftance of Fingal. He himfelf col-
leCted the flower of the Irifh youthto Tu-
ra, a caftle on the coaft, to ftop the pro-
grefs of the enemy till Fingal {hould arrive
from Scotland. We may conclude from
Cuchullin’s applying fo early for foreign
aid, that the Irith were not then fo numesous
as they have fince been; which is a great
prefumption againft the high antiquities of

that pcople. *We have the teftimony of

His {pear

His fhield like the rifing moon 4. He fat
on a rock on the fhore: like a cloud of mift on the filent hill.

Well

Tacitus that one legion only was thought
fufficient, in the time of Agricola, to re-
duce the whole ifland under the Roman
yoke ; which would not probably have been
the cafe had the ifland been inhabited for
any number of centuries before.

1 Moran fignifies many ; and Fithil, or
rather Fili, an inferior bard.

| Fingal the fon of Comhal and Morna
the daughter of Thaddu. His grandfather
was Trathal, and great grandfather T'ren-
mor, both of whom are often mentioned
in the poem.

1
Behind him caft ; the broad circumference
Hung on his fhoulders like the Moon.

MiLTON.

His ponderous fhield

ast
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art thou named, the Mighty Man, but many mighty men are fcen
from Tura’s walls of wind. He anfwered, like a wave ona
rock, who in this land appears like me ? Heroes {tand not in my
prefence : they fall to earth beneath my hand. None can meet
Swaran in the fight but Fingal, king of ftormy hills. Once we
wreftled on the heath of Malmor *, and our heels overturned the
wood. Rocks fell from their place; and rivulets, changing their
courfe, led murmuring from our ftrife. Three days we renewed
our ftrife, and heroes ftood at a diftance and trembled. = On the
fourth, Fingal fays, that the king of the ocean fell ; but Swaran
fays, he ftood. Let dark Cuchullin yicld to him that is {trong as

the ftorms of Malmor.

No : replied the blue-eyed chief, I will never yield to man.
Dark Cuchullin will be great or dead. - Go, Fithil’s {fon, and take
my fpear : ftrike the founding fhield of Cabait 4. It hangs at Tu-
ra’s ruftling gate; the found of peace is not its voice. My heroes

thall hear on the hill.

He went and ftruck the bofly fhield. The hills and their rocks
replied. The found fpread along the wood : deer ftart by the lake
of roes. Curach 1 leapt from the founding rock; and Connal of
the bloody fpear. Crugal’s || breaft of fnow beats high. The fon
of Favi leaves the dark-brown hind. It is the fhield of war, faid
Ronnar, the fpear of Cuchullin, faid Lugar. Son of the fea put

* Meal-mér—a great hill, of his own fhield in the 4th book.—A horn
+ Cabait, or rather Cathbait, grandfather was the moft common inftrument to call
to the hero, was fo remarkable for his va- the army together before the invention of
lour, that his fhield was made ufle of to bagpipes,
alarm his pofterity to the battles of the fa- 1 Cu-raoch fignifies the madnefs of battle.
mily. We find Fingal making the fame ule | Cruth-geal —fair-complexioned.
B2 on
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on thy arms! Calmar lift thy founding fteel! Puno! horrid hero,
rife : Cairbar from thy red tree of Cromla. Bend thy white knee,
O Eth; and defcend from the ftreams of Lena. Ca-olt ftretch
thy white fide as thou moveft along the whiftling heath of Mora :
thy fide that is white as the foam of the troubled fea, when the
dark winds pour it on the murmuring rocks of Cuthon *.

Now I behold the chiefs in the pride of their former deeds ; their
fouls are kindled at the battles of old, and the ations of other
times. Their eyes are like flames of fire, and roll in {earch of the
foes of the land. Their mighty hands are on their {words ; and

lightning pours from their fides of fteel. They came like ftreams
from the mountains ; each ruthed roaring from his hill. Bright are
the chiefs of battle in the armour of their fathers. Gloomy and
dark their heroes followed, like the gathering of the rainy clouds
behind the red meteors of heaven. The founds of crathing arms
afcend. The gray dogs howl between. Unequally burfts the
fong of battle; and rocking Cromla- echoes round. On Lena’s
dufky heath they ftood, like mift I that fthades the hills of autumn :
when broken and dark it fettles high, and lifts its head to heayen.

Harvr, faid Cuchullin, fons of the narrow vales, hail ye hunters
of the deer. Another fport is drawing near: it is like the dark
rolling of that wave on the coaft. Or fhall we fight, ye fons of

® Cu-thén—rthe mournful found of waves. So when th’ embattled clouds in dark
+ Crom-leach fignified a place of worthip array,
among the Druids. Itis here the proper Along the fkies their gloomy lines difplay ;
name of a hill on the coaft of Ullinor Ulfter. The low-hung vapours motionlefs and ftill

1 vepiamaiy dosxnores asce Kpoviow  Reft on the fummits of the {haded Hhill.
HT’.:F}-’-{T.F, SSTTEY 2 ﬁxfﬂ-rahumiﬁpwa‘w Pork.
HTEE:I'HH:r Hﬂ'h‘ju Ill 5- Y. 5221

war !
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war ! or yield green Innisfail * to Lochlin! O Connal 4 fpeak,
thou firft of men ! thou breaker of the fhields! thou haft often fought

with Lochlin ; fhalt thou lift up thy father’s {pear ?

CucunurLLIN! calm the chief replied, the fpear of Connal is

keen.
thoufands.
peace of Erin {.
of Swaran.

lake of Lego.

the trees yield by turns to the fqually wind.

in battle. Connal 1s for peace.

It delights to fhine in battle, and to mix with the blood of
But tho’ my hand is bent on war, my heart is for the
Behold, thou firft in Cormac’s war, the fable fleet
His matfts are as numerous on our coaft as reeds in the

His fhips are like forefts cloathed with mift, when

Many are his chiefs.
Fingal would fhun his arm the

firft of mortal men: Fingal that fcatters the mighty, as ftormy
winds the heath ; when the ftreams roar thro’ echoing Cona : and
night fettles with all her clouds on the hill.

Fiv, thou chief of peace, faid Calmar || the fon of Matha; fly,
Connal, to thy filent hills, where the fpear of battle never fhone ;

* Ireland fo called from a colony that
fettled there called Falans.—Innis-fail, 7.
¢. the ifland of the Fa.il or Falans.

+ Connal, the friend of Cuchullin, was
the fon of Cathbait prince of the Ton-
gorma or the iffand of blue waves, probably
one of the Hebrides, His mother was
Fioncoma the daughter of Congal. He
had a fon by Foba of Conachar-neflar,
For

his fervices in the war againft Swaran he

who was afterwards king of Ullter.

had lands conferred on him, which, from

his name, were called Tir-chonnuil cr Tir-
connel, . e. the land of Connal,

1t Erin, a name of Ireland; from ear
or rar Weft, and iz an ifland. This name
was not always confmed to Ireland, for
there ‘is the highelt probability that the
lerne of the ancients was Britain tc the
North of the Forth.—For Ierne is faid to
be to the North of Britain, which could
not be meant of Ireland.

STRABO, L. 2. & 4 Casaus. 1 n
| Cilm-er, a firons man.

pu riue
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purfue the dark-brown deer of Cromla: and ftop with thine arrows
the bounding roes of Lena. But, blue-eyed fon of Semo, Cuchullin,
ruler of the war, fcatter thou the fons of Lochlin *, and roar thro’ the
ranks of their pride. Let no veflel of the kingdom of Snow bound

on the dark-rolling waves of Inis-tore .

O vE dark winds of Erin rife! and roar ye whirlwinds of the
heath ! Amidft the tempeft let me die, torn in a cloud by angry
ghofts of men; amidit the tempeft let Calmar die, if ever chace
was {port to him fo much as the battle of {hields.

CaLmARr! flow replied the chief, I never fled, O Matha’s f{on.
I was fwift with my friends in battle, but fmall is the fame of Con-
nal. The battle was won in my prefence, and the valiant overcame.
But, fon of Semo, hear my voice, regard the ancient throne of
Cormac. Give wealth and half the land for peace, till Fingal come
with battle. Or, if war be thy choice, I lift the fword and fpear.
My joy fhall be in the midft of thoufands, and my foul brighten in

the gloom of the fight.

To me, Cuchullin replies, pleafant is the noife of arms: pleafant
as the thunder of heaven before the thower of Spring. But gather
all the fhining tribes that I may view the fons of war. Let them
move along the heath, bright asthe f{un-fhine before a {ftorm ; when
the weft wind colle&s the clouds and the oaks of Morven eccho

along the fhore.

* The Galic name of Scandinavia in ¢ Innis-tore, the ifland of whales, the
general ; in a more confined fenfe that of ancient name of the Orkney iflands.

the peninfula of Jutland,
But
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But where are my friends in battle? The companions of my
arm in danger ! Where art thou, white-bofom’d Cathbat ¢ Where is
that cloud in war, Duchomar * : and haft thou left me, O Fergus 4!
in the day of the ftorm? Fergus, firlt in our joy at the feaft; fon

BB 1.€ £ Of E-M. 7

of Roffa! arm of death! comeft thou like a roe f from Malmor,
Like a hart from the ecchoing hills ? Hail thou fon of Roffa!
what fhades the foul of war ?

FouRr ftones ||, replied the chief, rife on the grave of Cathbat.
Thefe hands have laid in earth Duchomar, that cloud in war.

Cathbat, thou fon of Torman, thou wert a fun-beam on the hill.
And thou, O valiant Duchomar, like the mift of marfhy

Lano; when it fails over the plains of autumn and brings death to

the people. Morna! thou faireft of maids! calm is thy fleep in
the cave of the rock. Thou haft fallen in darknefs like a ftar, that
thoots athwart the defart, when the traveller is alone, and mourns
the tranfient beam. Say, faid Semo’s blue-eyed fon, fay how fell
the chiefs of Erin? Fell they by the fons of Lochlin, {triving in
the battle of heroes ? Or what confines the chiefs of Cromla to the
dark and narrow houfe .} ¢

* Dubhchomar, a black well-fhaped man.

t Fear-guth,—the man of the word; or
a commander of an army.

1 Be thou like a roe or young hart on
the mountains of Bether.

SoLoMon’s Sang.

| This paffage alludes to the manner of
They
opened a grave fix or eight fect deep : the

burial among the ancient Scots,

bottom was lined with fine clay; and on
this they laid the body of the deceafed,

and, if a warrior, his fword, and the heads
of twelve arrows by his fide. Above they
laid another ftratum of clay, in which they
placed the horn of a deer, the fymbol of
hunting. The whole was covered with a
fine mold, and four ftones placed on end
to mark the extent of the grave. Thefe
are the four ftones alluded to here.

}+ The grave.——The houfe appointed
Jos.

for all living.

CAaTuBAT,
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CATHBAT, replied the hero, fell by the fwword of Duchomar at
the oak of the noify ftreams. Duchomar came to Tura’s cave, and
{poke to the lovely Morna.

Morna *, faireft among women, lovely daughter of Cormac-
cairbar. -Why 1n the circle of ftones ; in the cave 6f the rock alone ?
The ftream murmurs hoarfely. The old tree’s groan is in the
wind. The lake is troubled before thee, and dark are the clouds
of the fky. But thou art like fnow on the heath; and thy hair
like the mift of Cromla; when it curls on the rocks, and it thines
to the beam of the weft. Thy breafts are like two fmooth rocks
feen from Branno of the ftreams. Thy arms like two white pil-

lars in the halls of the mighty Fingal.

From whence, the white-armed maid replied, from whence,
Duchomar the moft gloomy of men? Dark are thy brows and ter-

rible. Red are thy rolling eyes. Does Swaran appear on the fea?
‘What of the foe, Duchomar ?

FroMm the hill I return, O Morna, from the hill of the dark-
brown hinds. Three have I flain with my bended yew. Three
with my long bounding dogs of the chace. Lovely daughter of
Cormac, I love thee as my foul. I have flain one ftately deer for
thee. High was his branchy head ; and fleet his feet of wind.

DucuomAR ! calm the maid replied, I love thee not, thou gloomy
man. Hard is thy heart of rock, and dark thy terrible brow.
But Cathbat, thou fon of Torman 4, thou art the love of Morna.

* Mouirne or Morna, @ weman beloeved + Torman, thunder. This is the true ori-
by all. gin of the Jupiter T'aramis of the ancients.

2 Thou
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Thou art like a fun-beam on the hill in the day of the gloomy

torm. Saweft thou the fon of Torman, lovely on the hill of his
hinds ? Here the daughter of Cormac waits the coming of Cathbat.

Axp long fhall Morna wait, Duchomar faid, his blood is on my
fword,—Long fhall Morna wait for him. He fell at Branno’s ftream.
High on Cromla I will raife his tomb, daughter of Cormac-cairbar ;
but fix thy love on Duchomar, his arm is ftrong as a ftorm.—

AND is the fon of Torman fallen ? faid the maid of the tearful eye.
Is he fallen on his ecchoing hill; the youth with the breaft of {fnow ? he
that was firft in the chace of the hill ; the foe of the ftrangers of the
Duchomar thou art dark * indeed, and cruel isthy arm to
Morna, But give me that fword, my foe; I love the blood of Caithbat.

ocean.

HE gave the {word to her tears; but fhe pierced his manly breatt.

He fell, like the bank of a mountain-ftream ; f{tretched out his arm
and {aid ;

DAvucGHTER of Cormac-cairbar, thou haft {lain Duchomar. The
{word i1s cold in my breaft: Morna, I feel it cold. Give me to
Moina 4 the maid; Duchomar was the dream of her night. = She
will raife my tomb ; and the hunter fhall fee it and praife me. But
draw the fword from my breaft; Morna, the ficel is cold.

SHE came, in all her tears, fhe came, and drew it from his breaft.
He pierced her white fide with fteel; and fpread her fair locks on
the ground. Her burfting blood founds from her fide: and her
white arm is ftained with red. Rolling in death fhe lay and Tura’s
cave anf{wered to her fighs.

¥ She alludes to his name—the dark  + Moina, foft in temper and perfon.

Tan,

G PEACE,
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Peace, faid Cuchullin, to the fouls of the heroes; their deeds
were great in danger. Let them ride around * me on clouds; and
fhew their features of war: that my foul may be ftrong in danger;
But be thou on a moon-

my arm like the thunder of heaven.
beam, O Morna, near the window of my reft ; when my thoughts
are of peace; and the din of arms is over. Gather the ftrength
of the tribes, and move to the Wars of Erin.—Attend the car of
my battles; and rejoice in the noife of my courfe. Place three
{pears by my fide; and follow the bounding of my fteeds. That

my foul may be ftrong in my friends, when the battle darkens round
the beams of my {teel.

As rufhes a ftream - of foam from the dark fhady fteep of Cromla ;

when the thunder is rolling above, and dark-brown night on half the
hill. So fierce, fo vaft, and {o terrible rufhed on the fons of Erin.
The chief like a whale of ocean, whom all his billows follow, poured
valour forth as a ftream, rolling his might along the fhore.

Tue fons of Lochlin heard the noife as the found of a winter-
fiream. Swaran ftruck his bofly thield, and called the fon of Arno.
What murmur rolls along the hill like the gathered flies of evening ?

* ]t was the opinion then, as indeed it  As torrents roll encreas’d by numerous
is to this day, of fome of the highland:rs, rills
that the fouls of the deceafed hovered With rage impetuous Jown the ecchoing
round their living friends ; and fometimes hills ;
appeared to them when they were about Rufh to the vales, and pour’d along the
to enter on any great undertaking. plain,
+ Qs & a7 xemappor woramoi, xxr  Roar thro’ a thoufand channels to the
OpETPH pEOVTES main. PorE.
Es micydlxeiav cuuBadAheror GBpipor Aut ubi decurfurapids de montibus aliis,
vawp, Dant fonitum [pumefs amnes, & in @quora
Kpmawy ix MeEy@Awy xoidns frrosbs - currunt,
pedprs. Hom., Quifque fuum populatus iter.  VIRG.

The

-
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The fons of Innis-fail defcend, or ruftling winds * roar in the di-
{tant wood. Such is the noife of Gormal before the white tops of
my waves arife. O fon of Arno, afcend the hill and view the dark
face of the heath.

He went, and trembling, {wift returned. His eyes rolled wildly
round. His heart beat high againft his fide. His words were
faultering, broken, flow.

Risk, fon of ocean, rife chief of the dark-brown fhields. I fee
the dark, the mountain-ftream of the battle. The deep-moving
ftrength of the fons of Erin.
like the flame of death; the rapid car of Cuchullin, the noble

The car, the car of battle comes,

fon of Semo. It bends behind like a wave near a rock; like the
golden mift of the heath. Its fides are embofled with ftones, and
{parkle like the fea round the boat of night. Of polithed yew is its
beam, and its feat of the {mootheft bone. The fides are replenifhed
with {pears; and the bottom is the foot-{tool of heroes. Before
the right fide of the car is feen the {norting horfe. The high-
maned, broad-breafted, proud, high-leaping ftrong fteed of the
hill. Loud and refounding is his hoof ; the {preading of his mane
above is like that ftream of {moke on the heath. Brightare the
ides of the fteed, and his name is Sulin-Sifadda.

BeroRE the left fide of the car is feen the fnorting horfe. The
thin-maned, high-headed, ftrong-hooffed, fleet, bounding fon of
the hill : his name 1s Dufronnal ameng the ftormy fons of the fivord.
A thoufand thongs bind the car on high. Iard polifhed bits
fhine in a wreath of foam. Thin thongs bright-ftudded with gems,
bend on the ftately necks of the fteeds. The fteeds that like
wreaths of mift fly over the ftreamy vales. The wildnefs of deer

} As when the hollow rocks retain

"The found of bluftering wind, MiLTox
€2 i



12 Fl & BN G "BA JF L't Booxk L.

is in their courfe, the ftrength of the eagle defcending on her prey.
Their noife is like the blaft of winter on the fides of the fnow-
headed Gormal.

WiTHIN the car is feen the chief; the ftrong ftormy fon of
the fword; the hero’s name is Cuchullin, fon of Semo king of
thells. His red cheek is like my polithed yew. The look of his
blue-rnlling eye 1s wide beneath the dark arch of his brow. His
hair flies from his head like a flame, as bending forward he wields
the fpear. Fly, king of ocean, fly; he comes, like a ftorm, along
the {treamy vale.

Wuen did I fly, replied the king, from the battle of many
fpears ? When did I fly, fon of Arno, chief of the little foul ? I
met the ftorm of Gormal when the foam of my waves was high ; I
met the ftorm of the clouds and fhall I fly from a hero? Were it
Rife te
the battle, my thoufands ; pour round me like the ecchoing main.
Gather round the bright fteel of your king ; ftrong as the rocks of
my land; that meet the ftorm with joy, and ftretch their dark woods.
to the wind.

Fingal himfelf my foul fhould not darken before him.

As autumn’s * dark florms pour from two ecchoing hills, to-

wards each other approached the heroes. As two dark ftreams

from high rocks mect, and mix and roar on the plain; loud, rough
and dark in battle meet Lochlin and Innis-fail. Chief mixed his
ftrokes with chief, and man with man; fteel, clanging, founded

on

* The reader may compare this pafflage To armour armour, lance to lance oppos’d,
with a fimilar one in Homer. Iliad. 4. v. Hoft againft hoft, with thadowy fquadrons.
£46. drew,

Now fhield with fhicld, with helmet hel- The founding darts in iron tempefls flew ;

met clos’d,
With
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on fteel, helmets are cleft on high. Blood burfts and {moaks
around. Strings murmur on the polithed yews. Darts rufh

along the fky. Spears fall like the circles of light that gild the
ftormy face of the night.

As the troubled noife of the ocean when roll the waves on high ;
as the laft peal of the thunder of heaven, fuch is the noife of battle.
Though Cormac’s hundred bards were there to give the war to fong ;
feeble were the voices of a hundred bards to {end the deaths to future

times. For many were the falls of the heroes; and wide poured
the blood of the valiant.

MouRrnx, ye fons of the fong, the death of the noble Sithallin *.
~——Let the fighs of Fitna rife on the dark heaths of her lovely
Ardan. They fell, like two hinds of the defart, by the hands of
the mighty Swaran; when, in the midft of thoufands he roared ;
like the thrill {pirit of a ftorm, that fits dim, on the clouds of Gor-
mal, and enjoys the death of the mariner.

Nor flept thy hand by thy fide, chief of the ifle of mift 4; many
were the deaths of thine arm, Cuchullin, thou fon of Semo. His
fword was like the beam of heaven when it pierces the fons of the
vale ; when the people are blafted and fall, and all the hills are

With ftreaming blood the flipp’ry fields Horrible difcord, and the madding wheels

are dy’d, Of brazen chariots rag’d, &c.
And flaughter’d heroes fwell the dreadful | MiLTonN,
tide. Pore. # Sithallin fignifies a handfome man,—=

Statius has very happily imitated Homer.  Fiona, a fuir maid ;~—and Ardan, pride.
7 am clypeus clypeis, umbene repellitur umbo, + The [le of Sky ; not improperly cal-
Enfe minax enfis, pede pes, & cufpide 'led the ifle of mif?, as its high hills, which

aufpisy, e, catch the clouds from the weftern ocean,
Arms on armour crafhing, bray’d ‘occzfion almoft continual rains.
8 burning

)
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burning around. Dufronnal * {horted over the bodies of heroes ;
and Sifadda 4 bathed his hoof in blood. The battle lay behind
them as groves overturned on the defart of Cromla; when the blaft
has paffed the heath laden with the {pirits of night,

WEeEP on the rocks of roaring winds, O maid of Iniftore ¥,
bend thy fair head over the waves, thou fairer than the ghoft of the
hills ; when it moves in a fun-beam at noon over the filence of
Morven. He is fallen! thy youth is low ; pale beneath the {word
of Cuchullin. No more fhall valour raife the youth to match the
blood of kings. Trenar, lovely Trenar died, thou maid of Inif-
tore. His gray dogs are howling at home, and fee his pafling
ghoft. His bow 1sin the hall unftrung. No {ound is in the heath
of his hinds.

As roll a thoufand waves to the rocks, fo Swaran's hoft came on;
as meets 2 rock a thoufand waves, fo Inisfail met Swaran. Death
raifes all his voices around, and mixes with the found of fhields.—
Each hero is a pillar of darknefs, and the {word a beam of fire in
his hand. The field ecchoes from wing to wing, as a hundred ham-
mers that rife by turns on the red fon of the furnace. Who are
thefe on Lena’s heath that are fo gloomy and dark ? Who are thefe

* One of Cuchullin’s horfes. Dubh- nar are fenfible at home of the death of
firon- gheal. their mafter, the very inftant he is killed.
+ Sith-fadda, 7. e. @ Lng flride.
1 The maid of Inift:re was the daughter the fouls of heroes went immediately after
of Gorlo king of Iniftore or Orkney iflands. death to the hills of their country, and
Trenar was brotler to the king of Inif- the fcenes they frequented the moft happy

It was the opinion of the times, that

con, fuppoled to be one of the iflands of time of their life. It was thought too that
Shetland. The Orkneys and Shetland dozs and horfes faw the ghofts of the de-
were at that time fubjet to the king of ceafed,
Lochlin, We find that the dogs of Tre-

like
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like two clouds * and their fwords like lightning above them ? The
little hills are troubled around, and the rocks tremble with all their
mofs. Who is it but Ocean’s fon and the car-borne chief of
LErin ? Many are the anxious eyes of their friends, as they fee them
dim on the heath. Now night conceals the chiefs in her clouds,
and ends the terrible fight. It was on Cromla’s fhaggy fide that
Dorglas placed the deer4-; the early fortune of the chace, before
the heroes left the hill. A hundred youths colle¢t the heath ;
ten heroes blow the fire ; three hundred chufe the polifh’d ftones.
The feaft is fmoaking wide.

CucnurLriN, chief of Erin’s war, refumed his mighty foul.
He {tood upon his beamy {pear, and {poke to the fon of fongs; to
Is this
feaft {pread for me alone and the king of Lochlin on Ullin’s fthore ;
far from the deer of his hills, and founding halls of his feafts?

Rife, Carril of other times, and carry my words to Swaran ; tell
him from the roaring of waters, that Cuchullin gives his feaft.

Carril of other times, the gray-haired fon of Kinfenaf.

Here let him liften to the found of my groves amidft the clouds of
For cold and bleak the bluftering winds rufth over the
Here let him praife the trembling harp, and
hear the fongs of heroes.

night.

foam of his feas.

* As when two black clouds heated with heath, Then they laid fome

With heaven’s artillery fraught, come
rattling on

Over the Cafpian. MirToN,.

t The ancient manner of preparing
fealls after hunting, is handed down by
tradition. A pit lined with {mooth
ftones was made; and near it {tood a heap
of fmooth flat ftones of the flint kind.
The ftones as well as the pit were properly

venifon in the bottom, and a ftratum of
the ftones above it ; and thus they did al-
The whole
was covered over with heath to confine the
Whether this is probable I cannot

ternately till the pit was full.

{team.
fay; but fome pits are fhewn, which the
vulgar fay, were ufed in that manner.

1 Cean-feana, i, ¢, the head of the people.

OrLp
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Orp Carril went, with fofteft voice, and called the king of
dark-brown fhields. Rife from the f{kins of thy chace, rife,

Swaran king of groves. Cuchullin gives the joy of fhells; par-
take the feaft of Erin’s blue-eyed chief. He anfwered like the
fullen found of Cromla before a ftorm. Though all thy daugh-
ters, Inisfail! fhould extend their arms of fnow; raife high the
heavings of their breafts, and foftly roll their eyes of love ; yet, fix-
ed as Lochlin’s thoufand rocks, here Swaran fhall remain; till
morn, with the young beams of my eaft, fhall licht me to the
death of Cuchullin. Pleafant to my ear is Lochlin’s wind. It rufhes
over my feas. It {peaks aloft in all my fhrowds, and brings my
green forefts to my mind ; the green forefts of Gormal that of-
ten ecchoed to my winds, when my f{pear was red in the chace of
the boar. Let dark Cuchullin yield to me the ancient throne of
Cormac, or Erin’s torrents fhall fhew from their hills the red foam

of the blood of his pride.

Sap is the founds of Swaran’s voice, faid Carril of other times :—

Sad to him{elf alone, faid the blue-eyed fon of Semo. But, Car-
ril, raife thy voice on high, and tell the deeds of other times. Send
thou the night away in fong ; and give the joy of grief. For many
heroes and maids of love, have moved on Inis-fail. And lovely are
the fongs of woe that are heard on Albion’s rocks; when the noife
of the chace 1s over, and the ftreams of Cona an{wer to the voice

of Offian *.

* Offian the fon of Fingal and author of fmall river that runs through Glenco in
the poem. One cannot but admire the ad-  Argylefhire, One of the hills which environ
drefs of the poetin putting his own praife that romantic valley is ftill called Scorna-
fo naturally into the mouth of Cuchullin. fena, or the hill of Fingal’s people.

The Coni here mentioned is perhaps that

In



Booxk 1. A . BB 1L POITE:M.

17

In other days *, Carril replies, came the fons of Ocean to Erin. A
thoufand veflels bounded over the waves to Ullin’s lovely plains.
The fons of Inisfail arofe to meet the race of dark-brown fhields.
Cairbar, firft of men, was there, and Grudar, ftately youth. Long
had they ftrove for the {potted bull, that lowed on Golbun’s }- ec-
choing heath. Each claimed him as their own; and death was of-
ten at the point of their fteel.

SipE by fide the heroes fought, and the ftrangers of Ocean fled.
Whofe name was fairer on the hill than the name of Cairbar and
Grudar !'— But ah ! why ever lowed the bull on Golbun’s ecchoing
heath; they faw him leaping like the fnow. The wrath of the

chiefs returned.

On Lubar’s I grafly banks they fought, and Grudar like a fun-

beam, fell.

where Braflolis||, faireft of his fifters, all alone, raifed the {fong of
orief. She fung of the actions of Grudar, the youth of her fecret {oul.

She mourned him in the field of blood ; but {till the hoped for
Her white bofom is feen from her robe, as the moon

Fierce Cairbar came to the vale of the ecchoing Tura,

his return.
from the clouds of night.
raife the fong of grief. Her foul was fixed on Grudar ; the fecret

Her voice was. fofter than the harp to

look of her eye was his.—When fhalt thou come in thine arms, thou
mighty in the war f——-

* This epifode is introduced with pro-
priety. Calmar and Connal, two of the
Irifh heroes, had difputed warmly before
the battle about engaging the enemy. Car-
ril endeavours to reconcile them with the
ftory of Cairbar and Grudar; who, tho’
enemies before, fought fide by fide inthe
war, The poet obtained his aim, for we

D

find Calmar and Connal perfectly recon-
ciled in the third book.,

+ Golb-bhean, as well as Cromleach,
fignifies @ crooked bill.

1 Lubar—a river in Ulfter.
loud, noify.

Labhar,
| Braffolis fignifies @ woman with a white

bre _/?
TAKE:
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T AxE, Braffolis, Cairbar came and faid, take, Braffolis, this
thield of blood. Fix it on high within my hall, the armour of my
foe. Her foft heart beat againft her fide. Diftracted, pale, fhe
flew. She found her youth in all his blood ; fhe died on Cromla’s
heath. Here refts their duft, Cuchullin ; and thefe two lonely yews
{fprung from their tombs, and with to meet on high. Fair was
Braflolis on the plain, and Grudar on the hill. The bard f{hall pre-
{erve their names, and repeat them to future times.

PrrasanT is thy voice, O Carril, faid the blue-eyed chief of
Erin; and lovely are the words of other times. They are like the
calm fhower * of fpring ; when the fun looks on the field, and the
light cloud flies over the hills. O firike the harp in praife of my
love, the lonely fun-beam of Dunfcaich. Strike the harp in the
praife of Bragéla; fhe that I left in the Ifle of Mift, the fpoufe of
Semo’s fon. Doft thou raife thy fair face from the rock to find
the fails of Cuchullin? The fea is rolling far diftant, and 1ts
white foam fhall deceive thee for my fails. Retire, for it is night,
my love, and the dark winds figh in thy hair. Retire to the halls
of my feafts, and think of the times that are paft: for I will not
return till the ftorm of war is ceafed. O Connal, {peak of wars

and arms, and fend her from my mind, for lovely with her raven-
hair is the white-bofomed daughter of Sorglan.

ConnaL, flow to fpeak, replied, guard againft the race of ocean.
Send thy troop of night abroad, and watch the ftrength of Swaran.—
Cuchullin! T am for peace till the race of the defart come ; till Fingal
come, the firft of men, and beam, like the fun, on our fields.

* Homer compares foft piercing wordsto But when he fpeaks, what elocution flows !
the fall of fnow. Like the foft fleeces of defcending fnows.

r—iﬁ'i:ﬁ H!Pﬂ.';iﬂ'ﬁl-lf iniHﬁTm ;LF.I-FMEEIJFFIH PI}PE-

THE
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Tue hero ftruck the fhield of his alarms—the warriors of the
night moved on. The reft lay in the heath of the deer, and {lept

amidft the dufky wind.

The ghofts * of the lately dead were

near, and fwam on gloomy clouds. And far diftant, in the dark
filence of Lena, the feeble voices of death were heard.

* It was long the opinion of the ancient
Scots, that a ghoft was heard fhrieking
near the place where a death was to hap-
pen foon after. The accounts given, to
this day, among the vulgar, of this extraor-
dinary matter, are very poetical. The

ghoft comes mounted on a meteor, and

D 2

{urrounds twice or thrice the place deftined
for the perfon to die; and then goes along
the road through which the funeral is to
pafs, fhrieking at intervals; at laft, the
meteor and ghoft difappear above the burial
place.

}."11N GALi
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ONNAL ¥ lay by the found of the mountain ftream, beneath

the aged tree. A ftone, with its mofs, fupported his head.

Shrill thro’ the heath of Lena, he heard the voice of night. Atdiftance
from the heroes he lay, for the fon of the fword feared no foe.

* The fcene of Connal’s repofe is fami-

liar to thofe who have been in the high-
lands of Scotland. The poet removes him
to a diftance from the army, to add more
horror to the defcription of Crugal’s gholt
by the lonelinefs of the place. It perhaps
will not be difagreeable to the reader, to
fee how two other ancient poets handled

a fimilar fubject.

% il .
H:&Hn 5’ £ ) L].-'Ux?l HmTFatht; GELNDLO
3 . # % 1
Moyt ovrd meyios Te kah opaTR KET
£V

Kas govny, &c, Hom, 1l, 23.

My

When lo! the fhade, before his clof-
ing eyes,

Of fzd Patroclus rofe or feem’d to rife,

In the fame robe he living wore, he came

In ftature, voice, and pleafing look the
{ame.

The form familiar hover’d o’er his head,

And fleeps Achilles thus? the phantom

faid. PorE,

In fomnis ecce ante oculos mefiiffimus Heéior
Vifus addeffe mibi, largo[que effundere fietus,
Raptatus bigis, aut quondam, aterque cruento
Pulvere perque pedes trajecius lora tumentis.
Hie
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My hero faw in his reft a dark-red ftream of fire coming down
from the hill. Crugal fat upon the beam, a chief that lately fell. He
fell by the hand of Swaran, ftriving in the battle of heroes. His
face is like the beam of the fetting moon ; his robes are of the clouds
of the hill: his eyes are like two decaying flames. Dark is the

wound of his breaft.

CrucaL, faid the mighty Connal, fon of Dedgal famed on the
hill of deer. Why fo pale and fad, thou breaker of the fhields ?
Thou haft never been pale for fear. What difturbs the fon of

the hill ?

DiwM, and in tears, he fteod and ftretched his pale hand over the

hero.
reedy Lego.

Faintly he raifed his feeble voice, like the gale of the

My ghoft, O Connal, is on my native hills ; but my corfe is on the
fands of Ullin. Thou fhalt never talk with Crugal, or find his lone

H:i mibi qualis erat! quanium mutatus ab tllo

Heforey qui redit exuviis indutus Achill,

Vel Danaiim Phrygios jaculatus puppibus ignis

Squalentem barbam & concretos fanguine crinis

Vulneraque illa gerens gque circum plurima
2y os

Adepit patriss, Zn. lib, 2.

When He&or’s ghoft before my fight

appears :

A bloody fhrowd he feem’d, and bath'd
1n tears,

Such as he was, when, by Pelides flain,

‘T'heflalian courfersdrag’d himo’er the plain,

4

Swoln were his feet, as when the thongs
were thruft

Through the bor’d holes, his body black

with duft,

Unlike that He&or, who return’d from teils

Of war triumphant, in Aacian fpoils :

Or him, who made the fainting Grecks
retire,

And launch’d againft their navy Phrygian
fire.

His hair and beard ftood ftiffen’d with his
gore ;

And all the wounds he for his country bore.

DrYDEN,

{teps
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fteps in the heath. I am light as the blaft of Cromla, and I move
like the fhadow of mift. Connal, {fon of Colgar, I fee the dark
cloud of death: it hovers over the plains of Lena. The fons of
green Erin fhall fall. Remove from the field of ghofls. -Like
the darkened moon * he retired, in the midit of the whiftling blaft.
Stay, faid the mighty Connal, ftay my dark-red friend. Lay by
that beam of heaven, fon of the windy Cromla. What cave of
the hill is thy lonely houfe ? What green-headed hill is the place of
thy reft ? Shall we not hear thee in the ftorm ? In the noife of the
mountain-ftream ? When the feeble {fons of the wind come forth,
and ride on the blaft of the defart.

THE {oft-voiced Connal rofe in the midft of his founding arms.
He ftruck his fhield above Cuchullin. The {on of battle waked.

WHay, faid the ruler of the car, comes Connal through my
night 8¢ My f{pear might turn againft the found; and Cuchullin
mourn the death of his friend. Speak, Connal, fon of Colgar, {peak,
thy counfel is like the {un of heaven.

SoN of Semo, replied the chief, the ghoft of Crugal came from
the cave of his hill. The ftars dim-twinkled through his form ;
and his voice was like the found of a diftant ftream. He is a
He fpeaks of the dark and narrow houfe.

meflenger of death.
Sue for peace, O chief of Dunfcaich; or fly over the heath of

Lena.

He fpoke to Connal, replied the hero, though ftars dim-twinkled
through his form. Son of Colgar, it was the wind that murmured

* Yuyn d¢ xata yBovos, nite xamvos Like a thin fmoke he fees the fpirit fly,
Sxero Terpiyvi And hears a feeble, lamentable cry.
Howm. 11, 23. v. 100, Porx.
in
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in the caves of Lena. Or if it was the form * of Crugal, why
didft thou not force him to my fight. Haft thou enquired where is
his cave ? The houfe of the fon of the wind ? My {word might find
that voice, and force his knowledge from him. And fmall is
his knowledge, Connal, for he was here to day. He could not
have gone beyond our hills, and who could tell him there of our

death ?

GnosTs fly on clouds and ride on winds, faid Connal’s voice of
wifdom. They reft together in their caves, and talk of mortal men.

Tuen let them talk of mortal men; of every man but Erin’s
chief. Let me be forgot in their cave; for I will not fly from
Swaran. If T muft fall, my tomb fhall rife amidft the fame of
future times. 'The hunter fhall thed a tear on my ftone; and forrow
dwell round the high-bofomed Bragela. I fear not death, but I
fear to fly, for Fingal faw me often victorious. Thou dim phantom

of the hill, fthew thyfelf to me! come on thy beam of heaven, and
fhew me my death in thine hand, yet I will not fly, thou feeble fon
of the wind. Go, fon of Colgar, ftrike the fhield of Caithbat, it
hangs between the fpears. Let my heroes rife to the found in the
midft of the battles of Erin. Though Fingal delays his coming
with the race of the ftormy hills ; we fhall fight, O Colgar’s fon,
and die in the battle of heroes.

THE found {preads wide ; the heroes rife, like the breaking of a
blue-rolling wave. They ftood on the heath, like oaks with all

® The poet teaches us the opinions that through the form of Crugal,” and Cu-
prevailed in his time concerning the ftate chullin’s reply, we may gather that they
of feparate fouls. From Connal’s ex- both thought the foul was material ; fome-
preffion, ¢ That the ftars dim-twinkled thing like the eidwaor of the ancient Greeks.
I their



Boox II. B ENE IS P O EVNM. 2%

their branches round them ¥ ; when they eccho to the ftream of froft,
and their withered leaves ruftle to the wind.

Hicu Cromla’s head of cloudsis gray; the morning trembles
on the half-enlightened ocean. The blue, gray mift fvims flowly
by, and hides the {ons of Inis-fail.

RisE ye, faid the king of the dark-brown fhields, ye that came
from Lochlin’s waves. The fons of Erin have fled from our arms
—purfue them over the plains of Lena. And, Morla, go to
Cormac’s hall and bid them yield to Swaran ; before the people fhall
fall into the tomb; and the hills of Ullin be filent. They rofe

like a flock of fea-fowl when the waves expel them from the fhore.

Their found was like a thoufand f{treams that meet in Cona’s vale,
when after a ftormy night, they turn their dark eddies beneath the
pale light of the morning,

As the dark fhades of autumn fly over the hills of grafs ; fo gloo-
my, dark, {ucceflive came the chiefs of Lochlin’s ecchoing woods.
Tall as the ftag of Morven moved on the king of groves. His fhin-
ing thield is on his fide like a flame on the heath at night. When
the world is filent and dark, and the traveller fees fome ghoft fport-
ing in the beam.

A BLAST from the trouble of ocean removed the fettled miit.
The fons of Inisfail appear like a ridge of rocks on the fhore.

*

Aswhen heaven’s fire With finged tops, their flately growth
Hath fcath’d the foreft oaks, or mountain tho’ bare

pines Stand on the blafted heath.  MiLToON.

E Go,
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Go, Morla, go, faid Lochlin’s king, and offer peace to thefe.
Offer the terms we give to kings when nations bow before us.
When the valiant are dead in war, and the virgins weeping on

the field.

GreAT Morla came, the fon of Swart, and ftately ftrode the king
of fhields. He fpoke to Erin’s blue-eyed fon, among the lefler
heroes.

TAKE Swaran’s peace, the warrior {poke, the peace he gives to
kings when the nations bow before him. Leave Ullin’s lovely plains
to us, and give thy fpoufe and dog. Thy {poufe high-bofom’d, heav-
ing fair. Thy dog that overtakes the wind. Give thefe to prove
the weaknefs of thine arm, and live beneath our power.

TeLL Swaran, tell that heart of pride, that Cuchullin never
yields. I give him the dark-blue rolling of ocean, or I give his
people graves in Erin.  But never fhall a ftranger have the lovely
fun-beam of Dunfcaich ; or ever deer fly on Lochlin’s hills before

the nimble-footed Luath,

V a1n ruler of the car, faid Morla, wilt thou fight the king ; that
king whofe fhips of many groves could carry off thine Iile ? So little:
is thy green-hilled Ullin to the king of {tormy waves.

In words I yield to many, Morla; but this {word fhall yield to
none. Erin fhall own the fway of Cormac, while Connal and Cu-
chullin live. O Connal, firft of mighty men, thou haft heard the:
words of Morla ; fhall thy thoughts then be of peace, thou breaker
of the fhields? Spirit of fallen Crugal ! why didft thou threaten us
with death ? Thy narrow houfe {hall receive me in the midit of the
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1 ight of renown. Exalt, ye fons of Inisfail, exalt the fpear and band
the bow ; ruth on the foe in darknefs, as the fpirits of ftormy nights,

THEN difmal, roaring, fierce, and deep the gloom of battle rolled
along ; as mift * that is poured on the wvalley, when ftorms invade
the filent fun-fhine of heaven. The chief moves before in arms,
like an angry ghoft before a cloud ; when meteors inclofe him with
fire; and the dark winds are in his hand. Carnil, far on the
heath, bids the horn of battle found. He raifes the voice of the {ongs
and pours his foul into the minds of heroes.

WHERE, faid the mouth of the fong, where is the fallen Crugal ?
He lies forgot on earth, and the hall of fhells 4 is filent. Sad is
the {fpoufe of Crugal, for fhe isa ftranger I in the hall of her forrow.

But who is the, that, like a fun-beam, flies before the ranks of the
foe ? It is Degrena ||, lovely fair, the fpoufe of fallen Crugal. Her
hair is on the wind behind. Her eye is red; her voice is fhrill.

Green, empty is thy Crugal now, his form isin the cave of the hill.
He comes to the ear of reft, and raifes his feeble voice; like the
humming of the mountain-bee, or colleCted flies of evening. But
Degrena falls like a cloud of the morn; the fword of Lochlin is in
her fide. Cairbar, fhe is fallen, the rifing thought of thy youth.
She is fallen, O Cairbar, the thought of thy youthful hours.

Fierce Cairbar heard the mournful found, and ruthed on like
ocean’s whale ; he faw the death of his daughter ; and roared in the

* As evening mift 1s that we fo often meet, in the old poetry,
Ris'n from a river o’er the marith glides  with #he chief of fhells, and the halls of fbells.
And gathers round faft a2t the lab’rers T Crugal had married Degrena but a
heel little time before the battle, confequently
Homeward returning MivrTon.  fhe may with propriety be called a ftranger
+ The ancient Scots, at well as the pre- in the hall of her forrow.
ient highlanders, drunk in fhells; hence it Il Deo-ghréna fignifies a fun-beam.

E 2 midit
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midft of thoufands *. His fpear met a fon of Lochlin, and battle
{fpread from wing to wing. - As a hundred winds in Lochlin’s groves,
as fire in the firs of a hundred hills; fo loud, fo ruinous and vaft
the ranks of men are hewn down. Cuchullin cut off heroes like
thiftles, and Swaran wafted Erin. Curach fell by his hand, and Cair-
bar of the bofly fhield. Morglan lies in lafting reft; and Ca-olt
trembles as he dies. His white breaft is ftained with his blood ;
and his yellow hair ftretched in the duft of his native land. He
often had {pread the feaft where he fell ; and often raifed the voice
of the harp : when his dogs leapt around for joy; and the youths of

the chace prepared the bow.

Stirr Swaran advanced, as a {tream that burfts from the defart.
The little hills are rolled in its courfe; and the rocks half-funk by
its fide..

BuT Cuchullin ftood before him like a hill 4+, that catches the
elouds of heaven, The winds contend on its head of pines; and
the hail rattles on its rocks. But, Airm inits ftrength, it ftands and

fhades the filent vale of Cona.

So Cuchullin fthaded the fons of Erin, and ftood in the midft of
thoufands. Blood rifes like the fount of a rock, from panting heroes

* Mediifgue in millibus ardet.  Virc.  Like Eryx or like Athos great he fhews

t Virgil and Milton have made ufe of a  Or father Appenine when white with fnows;
comparifon fimilar to this; I fhall lay both His head divine obfcure in clouds he hides,
before the reader, and let him judge for And fhakes the founding foreft on his fides.

himfelf which.of thefe two great poet. have DrRYDEN.
beit {ucceeded. On th’ other fide Satan alarm’d,
Buan'us Aihss, aut quantus Eryx, aut ipfe  Colleting all his might, dilated ftood -
corufcis, : Like Teneriff or Atlas unremov’d :

Cum fremit ilicibusy quantus gaudetquerivali ~ His ftature reach’d the fky.
Vertice fe attollens pater Appeninus ad auras, fiLToN,
3 around
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around him. But Erin falls on either wing like fnow in the day
of the {un.

O sons of Inisfail, faid Grumal, Lochlin conquers on the field.
Why ftrive we as reeds againft the wind ? Fly to the hill of dark-
brown hinds. He fled like the ftag of Morven, and his {pear is a
trembling beam of light behind him. Few fled with Grumal, the
chief of the little foul: they fell in the battle of heroes on Lena’s
ecchoing heath.

Hicw on his car, of many gems, the chief of Erin {tood ; he {lew
a mighty fon of Lochlin, and fpoke, in hafte, to Connal.

O ConNAL, firft of mortal men, thou haft taught this arm of
death ! Though Erin’s fons have fled, fhall we not fight the foe ?
O Carril, fon of other times, carry my living friends to that buthy

hill. Here, Connal, let us ftand like rocks, and fave our flying
friends..

Connair mounts the car of light. They ftretch their fhields
like the darkened moon, the daughter of the ftarry fkies, when fhe
moves, a dun circle, through heaven. Sithfadda panted up the hill,
and Stronnal haughty fteed. Like waves behind a whale behind
them rufhed the foe.

Now on the rifing fide of Cromla ftood Erin’s few fad fons; like
a grove through which the flame had rufhed hurried on by the
winds of the ftormy night. Cuchullin ftood befide an oak. He
rolled his red eye in filence, and heard the wind in his bufthy hair ;
when the fcout of ocean came, Moran the fon of Fithil.
thips, he cried, the fhips of the lonely ifle! There Fingal comes

The

the
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the firft of men, the breaker of the fhields. The waves foam be-
fore his black prows. His mafts with fails are like groves ia clouds.

Brow, faid Cuchullin, all ye winds that ruth over my ifle of

lavely mift. Come to the death of thoufands, O chief of the hills
of hinds. Thy fails, my friend, are to me like the clouds of
the morning ; and thy fhips like the light of heaven; and thou thy-
felf like a pillar of fire that giveth Tight in the night. O Connal,
firft of men, how pleafant are our friends! But the night is gather-
ing around; where now are the fhips of Fingal ¢ Here let us pafs
the hours of darknefs, and wifh for the moon of heaven.

Tue winds came down on the woods. The torrents rufhed
from the rocks. Rain gathered round the head of Cromla. And
the red ftars trembled between the flying clouds. Sad, by the fide
of a ftream whofe found was ecchoed by a tree, fad by the fide of a
ftream the chief of Erin fat. Connal fon of Colgar was there, and
Carril of other times.

Unuarry is the hand of Cuchullin, faid the fon of Semo, un-
happy is the hand of Cuchullin fince he flew his friend. Ferda,
thou fon of Damman, Iloved thee as myfelf.

How, Cuchullin, fon of Semo, fell the breaker of the fhields ?
Well I remember, faid Connal, the noble fon of Damman. Tall
and fair he was hike the rain-bow of the hill.

FeErpA from Albion came, the chief of a hundred hills. In
Muri's ¥ hall he learned the fword, and won the friendfhip of Cu-
chullin. We moved to the chace together; and one was our bed in

the heath.

* An academy in Ulfter for teaching the ufe of arms.
DevcAaLA
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Druvcara was the fpoufe of Cairbar, chief of the plains of
Ullin. She was eovered with the light of beauty, but her heart
was the houfe of pride. She loved that fun-beam of youth, the
noble fon of Damman. Cairbar, faid the white-armed woman,

give me half of the herd. No more I will remain in your halls.
Divide the herd, dark Cairbar,

LeT Cuchullin, faid Cairbar, divide my herd on the hill. His

breaft is the feat of juftice. Depart, thou light of beauty. I went
and divided the herd. One bull of fhow remained. I gave that
bull to Cairbar. The wrath of Deugala rofe.

Son of Damman, begun the fair, Cuchullin pains my foul. I

muft hear of his death, or Lubar’s ftream fhall roll over me.. My
pale ghoft fhall wander near thee, and mourn the wound of my
pride. Pour out the blood of Cuchullin or pierce this heaving breaft.

DeuGara, faid the fair-haired: youth, how fhall I flay the fon

of Semo? He is the friend of my fecret thoughts, and fhall I lift
the fword ? She wept three days before him, on the fourth he con-
fented to fight.

I wirr fight my friend, Deugala! but may I fall by his {ivord.
Could I wander on the hill and behold the grave of Cuchullin? We
fought on the hills of Muri. Our fwords avoid a wound. They
flide on the helmets of fteel; and found on the flippery thields. Deu-
gala was near with a {mile, and faid to the fon of Damman, thine
arm 1s feeble, thou fun-beam of youth. Thy years are not flrong
for fteel. Yield to the fon of Semo. He is like the rock of
Malmor.

THE
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THE tear is in the eye of youth. He faultering faid to me, Cu-
chullin, raife thy bofly fhield. Defend thee from the hand of thy
friend. My foul is laden with grief: for I muft flay the chief
of men.

I sicuED as the wind in the chink of a rock. I lifted high the
edge of my fteel. The {un-beam of the battle fell ; the firft of

Cuchullin’s friends.

U~nuAarpry is the hand of Cuchullin fince the hero fell.

MovuRrNFuUL is thy tale, fon of the car, faid Carril of other times.
It fends my foul back to the ages of old, and to the days of other
years. Often have I heard of Comal who flew the friend he lov-
ed ; yet vitory attended his fteel ; and the battle was confumed in

his prefence.

CoMAL was a {on of Albion; the chief of an hundred hills, His
deer drunk of a thoufand ftreams. A thoufand rocks replied to the
voice of his dogs. His face was the mildnefs of youth. His hand
the death of heroes. One was his love, and fair was fhe! the
daughter of mighty Conloch. . She appeared like a fun-beam among
women. And her hair was like the wing of the raven. Her dogs
were taught to the chace. Her bow-ftring founded on the winds
of the foreft. Her foul was fixed on Comal. Often met their eyes
of love. Their courfe in the chace was one, and happy were their
words in fecret. But Gormal loved the maid, the dark chief of
the gloomy Ardven. He watched her lone fteps in the heath ; the
foe of unhappy Comal.

OnNE
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OnE day, tired of the chace, when the mift had concealed their
friends, Comal and the daughter of Conloch met in the cave of Ro-

nan *, It was the wonted haunt of Comal. Its fides were hung with

his arms. A hundred fhields of thongs were there; a hundred
helms of founding fteel.

REsT here, he faid, my love Galvina; thou light of the cave of
Ronan. A deer appears on Mora’s brow. I go; butI will foon return.
I fear, the faid, dark Grumal my foe; he haunts the cave of Ronan,
I will reft among the arms; but foon return, my love.

He went to the deer of Mora.
try his love.

The daughter of Conloch would
She cloathed her white fides with his armour, and

ftrode from the cave of Ronan. He thought it was his foe. His
heart beat high. His colour changed, and darknefs dimmed his
eyes. He drew the bow. The arrow flew. Galvina fell in blood.
He run with wildnefs in his fteps and called the daughter of Con-
loch. No anfwer in the lonely rock. Where are thou, O my love !
He faw, at length, her heaving heart beating around the arrow he
threw. O Conloch’s daughter, is it thou ? He funk upon her breatt.

THE hunters found the haplefs pair; he afterwards walked the
hill. But many and filent were his fteps round the dark dwelling of

* The unfortunate death of this Ronanis tion of that poet.—Many poems go under

the fubject of the ninth fragment of an-
cient poetry publifhed laft year: it is not
the work of Offian, though it is writin
his manner, and bears the genuine marks
of antiquity.—The concife expreflions of
Offian are imitated, but the thoughts are

too jejune and confined to be the produc-

his name that have been evidently com-
pofed fince his time; they are very nu-
merous in Ireland, and fome have cometo
the tranflator’s hands. They are trivial and
dull to the laft degree ; fwelling into ridi-
culous bombaft, or finking into the loweft

kind of profaic ftyle,

E his
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his love. ‘The fleet of the ocean came. He fought, the ftrangers
fled. He fearched for his death over the field. But who could kill
the mighty Comal! He threw away his dark-brown fhield. An
arrow found his manly breaft. He fleeps with his loved Galvina at

the noife of the founding furge. Their green tombs are feen by the
mariner, when he bounds on the waves of the north.

FINGAL,
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PLEASANT are the words of the fong, faid Cuchullin, and

lovely are the tales of other times. They are like the calm
dew of the morning on the hill of roes, when the fun is faint on
its fide, and the lake is fettled and blue in the vale. O Carril, raife
again thy voice, and let me hear the fong of Tura : which was fung
in my halls of joy, when Fingal king of fhields was there, and
glowed at the deeds of his fathers.

Fingavr! thou man of battle, faid Carril, early were thy deeds
in arms. Lochlin was confumed in thy wrath, when thy youth
ftrove with the beauty of maids. They fmiled at the fair-blooming
face of the hero; but death was in his hands. He was f{trong as

* The fecond night, fince the opening ftory of Agandecca is intgoduced here with
of the poem, continues; and Cuchullin, propriety, as great pfe ig: made of it in the
Connal, and Carril ftill fit in the place courfe of the pogm, .and as it, in {ome
defcribed in the preceding book, The meafure, brings about the catafirophe.

F 2 the
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the waters of Lora. His followers were like the roar of a thoufand
ftreams. 'They took the king of Lochlin in battle, but reftored him
to his fhips. His big heart fwelled with pride; and the death of
the youth was dark in his foul.

For none ever, but Fingal, over-
came the ftrength of the mighty Starno *.

He fat in the hall of his fhells in Lochlin’s woody land. He
called the gray-haired Snivan, that often fung round the circle 4 of
Ioda: when the ftone of power heard his cry, and the battle turned
in the field of the valiant.

Go ; gray-haired Snivan, Starno faid, to Ardven’s fea-furrounded
rocks. Tell to Fingal king of the defart; he that is the faireft
among his thoufands, tell him I give him my daughter, the lovelieft
maid that ever heaved a breaft of fnow. Her arms are white as the
foam of my waves. Her foul is generous and mild. Let him come
with his braveft heroes to the daughter of the fecret hall.

SxivAN came to Albion’s windy hills: and fair-haired Fingal
went. His kindled foul flew before him as he bounded on the
waves of the north.

WEeLcome, faid the dark-brown Starno, welcome, king of rocky
Morven ; and ye his heroes of might; fons of the lonely ifle! Three
days within my halls fhall ye feaft ; and three days purfue my boars,
that your fame may reach the maid that dwells in the fecret hall.

* Starno was the father of Swaran as + This paflage moft certainly alludes to
well as Agandecca,—His fierce and cruel the religion of Lochlin, and the Jflone of
charaller is well marked in other poems pewer here mentioned is the image of one
concerning the times. of the deities of Scandanavia,

T
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Ture king of fnow * defigned their death, and gave the feaft of
fhells. Fingal, who doubted the foe, kept on his arms of fteel. The
fons of death were afraid, and fled from the eyes of the hero. The
voice of {prightly mirth arofe. The trembling harps of joy are
ftrung. Bards fing the battle of heroes; or the heaving breaft of
love. Ullin, Fingal’s bard, was there; the {weet voice of the
hill of Cona. He praifed the daughter of the fnow ; and Morven’s
high-defcended chief. The daughter of the fnow overheard, and

left the hall of her fecret figh. She came in all her beauty, like the
Lovelinefs was around her as

moon from the cloud of the eaft.
light. Her fteps were like the mufic of {ongs. She faw the youth

and loved him. He was the ftolen figh of her foul. Her blue
eye rolled on him in fecret: and fhe bleft the chief of Morven.

TuE third day with all its beams, fhone bright on the wood of
boars. Forth moved the dark-browed Starno; and Fingal, king of
thields. Half the da}?:‘ they fpent in the chace; and the fpear of
Fingal was red in the blood of Gormal.

IT was then the daué}_lter of Starno, with blue eyes rolling in
tears, came with her voice of love and fpoke to the king of Morven.

Fincar, high-defcended chief, truft not Starno’s heart of pride.
Within that wood he has placed his chiefs ; beware of the wood
of death. But, remember, fon of the hill, remember Agan-
decca: fave me from the wrath of my father, king of the windy
Morven !

* Starno is here poetically called the king 4+ All the North-weft coaft of Scotland
of fnow, from the great quantities of fnow probably went of old under the name of Mos-
that fall in his dominions., ven, which fignifies a ridge of very high hills,

4 TRE
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THE youth, with unconcern, went on; his heroes by his fide.
The fons of death fell by his hand ; and Gormal ecchoed around.

BeroRrEe the halls of Starno the fons of the chace convened. The
king’s dark brows were like clouds. His eyes like meteors of night.
Bring hither, he cries, Agandecca to her lovely king of Morven.
His hand is ftained with the blood of my people; and her words
have not been in vain.——

SuE came with the red eye of tears. She came with her loofe
raven locks. Her white breaft heaved with fighs, like the foam of
the ftreamy Lubar. Starno pierced her fide with fteel. She fell
like a wreath of {now that flides from the rocks of Ronan; when
the woods are {till, and the eccho deepens in the vale.

TueN Fingal eyed his valiant chiefs, his valiant chiefs took arms.
The gloom of the battle roared, and Lochlin fled or died. Pale,
in his bounding fhip he clofed the maid of the raven hair. Her

L

tomb afcends on Ardven, and the fea roars round the dark dwelling
of Agandecca.

BLEssED be her foul, faid Cur.‘ihuilin, and blefled be the mouth

of the fong. Strong was the youth of Fingal, and ftrong is his

arm of age. Lochlin fhall fall again before the king of ecchoing
Morven. Shew thy face from a cloud, O moon; light his white
{ails on the wave of the night. And if any ftrong fpirit * of heaven

* This is the only paflage in the poem a fuperior being, or the ghofts of deceafled
that, has the appecarance of religion.—But warriors, who were fuppofed in thofe times
Cuchullin’s apoftrophe to this fpirit is ac- to rule the florms, and to tranfport them-
companied with a doubt; fo that it is not felves in a guft of wind from one country

¢ fy to determine whether the hero meant to another.
1 fits
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fits on that low-hung cloud; turn his dark fhips from the rock,
thou rider of the ftorm !

Svcu were the words of Cuchullin at the found of the mountain-
fiream, when Calmar afcended the hill, the wounded fon of Matha.
From the field he came in his blood. He leaned on his bending
fpear. Feeble is the arm of battle! but ftrong the foul of the hero!

WercoMmME! O fon of Matha, faid Connal, welcome art thou to
thy friends! Why burfts that broken figh from the breaft of him
that never feared before?

AND never, Connal, will he fear, chief of the pointed ftecl. My
foul brightens in danger, and exults in the noife of battle. Iam of
the race of fteel ; my fathers never feared.

CormAR was the firft of my race. He fported through the
ftorms of the waves. His black {kiff bounded on ocean, and travel-
led on the wings of the blaft. A {pirit once embroiled the night.
Seas {fwell and rocks refound. Winds drive along the clouds. The
lightning flies on wings of fire. He feared and came to land : then
bluthed that he feared at all. He rufthed again among the waves to
find the fon of the wind. Three youths guide the bounding bark ;
he ftood with the fword unfheathed. When the low-hung vapour
paffed, he took it by the curling head, and fearched its dark womb
with his fteel. The fon of the wind forfook the air. The moon
and ftars returned.

Sucu was the boldnefs of my race; and Calmar is like his fa-
thers. Danger flies from the uplifted. fword. They beft {ucceed

who dare.
But
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Bur now, ye fons of green-vallyed Erin, retire from Lena’s
bloody heath. Colle¢t the fad remnant of our friends, and join the
{fword of Fingal. I heard the found of Lochlin’s advancing arms ;
but Calmar will remain and fight. My voice thall be fuch, my
friends, as if thoufands were behind me. But, fon of Semo, re-
member me. Remember Calmar’s lifelefs corfe. After Fingal has
wafted the field, place me by fome ftone of remembrance, that fu-
ture times may hear my fame; and the mother of Calmar rejoice

over the ftone of my renown.

-No: fon of M;tha, faid Cuchullin, I will never leave thee. My joy
is in the unequal field : and my foul increafes in danger. Connal, and
Carril of other times, carry off the fad fons of Erin; and when the
battle is over, fearch for our pale corfes in this narrow way. Ior near
this oak we fhall ftand in the ftream of the battle of thoufands.

O Firuiv’s fon, with feet of wind, fly over the heath of Lena.
Tell to Fingal that Erin 1s inthralled, and bid the king of Morven
haften. O let him come like the fun in a ftorm, when he fhines
on the hills of grafs.

MoORNING is gray on Cromla; the fons of the fea afcend. Cal-
mar ftood forth to meet them in the pride of his kindling foul. But
pale was the face of the warrior; he leaned on his father’s {pear.
That fpear which he brought from Lara’s hall, when the foul of

his mother was f{ad. But flowly now the hero falls like a tree on

the plains of Cona. Dark Cuchullin ftands alone like a rock * in a

* —UTE WETEH So fome tall rock o’erhangs the hoary main,
HACatos, pmeyadn, wolns aies ilyvs By winds affail’d, by billows beat in vain,
dero, &C. Unmov’d it hears, above, the tempelts blow,
Howm. Il 15.  And fees the watry mountains break below.

PorE.

fandy
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fandy vale. The fea comes with its waves, and roars on its harden-
ed fides. Its head is covered with foam, and the hills are ecchoing
around. Now from the gray mift of the ocean, the white-failed
thips of Fingal appear. High is the grove of their mafts as they

nod, by turns, on the rolling wave.

SwARAN faw them from the hill, and returned from the {ons of
Erin. As ebbs the refounding fea through the hundred ifles of Inis-
tore ; fo loud, fo vaft, fo immenfe returned the fons of Lochlin
againft the king of the defart hill. But bending, weeping, fad, and
flow, and dragging his long {pear behind, Cuchullin funk in Crom-
la’s wood, and mourned his fallen friends. He feared the face of
Fingal, who was wont to greet him from the fields of renown.

How many lie there of my heroes! the chiefs of Inisfail! they
that were chearful in the hall when the found of the fhells arofe.
No more fhall I find their fteps in the heath, or hear their voice in
the chace of the hinds. Pale, filent, low on bloody beds are they
who were my friends ! O fpirits of the lately-dead, meet Cuchullin

on his heath. Converfe with him on the wind, when the ruftling
tree of Tura's cave refounds. There, far remote, I fhall lie un-

known. No bard fhall hear of me. No gray ftone fhall rife to my

renown. Mourn me with the dead, O Bragela! departed is my
fame.

SucH were the words of Cuchullin when he funk in the woods
of Cromla.

FincaL, tall in his fhip, ftretched his bright lance before him.
Terrible was the gleam of the fteel : it was like the green meteor of
death, fetting in the heath of Malmor, when the traveller is alone,

and the broad moon is darkened in heaven.
G THE



4 wWaloW %1 8 1L, Booxk III.

~ THE battle is overy.faid the king, and I behold the blood of my
{friends., Sad 115 the. heath of Lena; and moutnful .the oaks of
Cromla: ' the ‘hunters- have fallen. there in: theii' firength; dnd the
ion of Semo is no’ niore. Ryno and Fillan, my fons, {ound the
horn of Fingal's war. Afcend that hill on the ﬂlﬂi"ﬂ; and call the
children of the foe. Call them from the grave of Lamda‘rg, the
chief of other times.” '~ lid a6 mout raad: Wik wasAw?

B your voice like that of youat father, ‘'when he enters the battles
of his ftrength.- I wait for the dark mighty man; I w- ait on Lena’s
thore for Swaran. - 'And et him ‘come with all his tace ; fr_‘:tr ﬁmng
in battle are the fnénds ef the d@ad i | u bas

Farr Ryno flew like hghtmng ; dark Fillan as the fhade of au-
tuitin. - On Lenas heafh theif ifmca is hEafd, the - fons of ocean
h-::ud thé horn of Fm"'i S ﬁar g - -7 the roaring eddy of ocean re-
tu;mncr from the Llnﬁdﬁﬂi"ﬂffnumv% fo ftrong, fo dark, fo fudden
canie down the s of Lochlin. © The king in their front appears
in the difrhal pridc of -his arms. Wrath burns in his dark-brown
face i and 1115 cyes I'ﬂll in the fire of his valour.

F[]:H'__?AL br‘:held the {on c:f Starno ; and he remembered Agan-
decca.——TFor Swaran ‘with the tears of youth had mourned his
white-bofomed fifter. He fent Ullin of the fongs to bid him to the
fealt of fhells. ! For pleafant onj Fingal’s foul returned the remem-
brance of the firft of his loves.

Urrin came with azed fteps, and {poke to Starno’s fon. O thou
that dwellélt afpt, furrounded; like a rock, with thy waves, come to
the fealt ‘of the king, ‘and 'pafs the day in reft.” To morrow Jet us

ficht, O Swaran, and bredk the ecchoing thields.
To-
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To-pAY, faid Starno’s wrathful fon, we break the ecchoing fhields:
to-morrow my feaft will be fpread ; and Fingal lie on earth.

" AND to-fnorrow let his feaft be fpread, faid Fingal with a fmile ;
for to-day, O my fons, we fhall break the ecchoing fhields.
Offian, ftand thou near my arm. Gaul, lift thy terrible fword.

_Ff:rgus, bend thy crooked yew. Thrnw, Fﬂlan, thy lance through
Ln"'t your fhields like' the darkened moon. ' Be your
{pears the méteors of death. " Follow: frie in the path of my fame ;

hem en.

and equal my deeds in battle.

As.a hundred winds on Morven ; as the ftreams of a hundred
hills ;. as clouds fly fucceflive over heaven; or, as the dark ocean
affaults . the {hore of the defart: fo roaring, fo vaft, {o terrible the
armies mixed. on Lena’s ecchoing heath.

Tue groan of the people fpre:id over the hills; it was like the
thunder of night, when the cloud burfts on Cona; and a thoufand
ghof_ts {hriek at once on the hollow wind.

. Finc AL rufhed on in his ftrength,. terrible as the {pirit of . Tren-
mor ; when, in' a whirlwind, he comes to Morven to fee the chil-
dren of his pride The oaks refound on their hills, .and. the rocks
fall down before him. Bloody was the hand of my father when he
whirled the lightning of his {word. He remembets' the battles of
his youth, and the field is walted in his cqur&_.'

G Rymionwedt o like a pillar of firgi——ldai ois the Brow of Gaul.
Fergus ruthed forward with feet of mnd' and FalIan like the mift
G 2 - 16 1o 2nails of

'F:l
PN |
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of the hill..——=Myfelf ¥, like a rock, came down, I exulted in
the firength of the king. Many were the deaths of my arm; and
difmal was the gleam of my fword. My locks were not then fo
gray ; nor trembled my hands of age. My eyes were not clofed in
darknefs ; nor failed my feet in the race.

WHo can relate the deaths of the people; or the deeds of mighty
heroes; when Fingal, burning in his wrath, confumed the fons of
Lochlin ? Groans fwelled on groans from hill to hill, till night had
covered all. Pale, ftaring like a herd of deer, the fons of Lochlin
convene on Lena. We fat and heard the {prightly harp at Lubar’s
gentle ftream. Fingal himfelf was next to the foe; and liftened to
the tales of bards. His godlike race were in the fong, the chiefs of
other times. Attentive, leaning on his fhield, the king of Morven
fat. The wind whiftled through his aged locks, and his thoughts
are of the days of other years. Near him on his bending fpear,
my young, my lovely Ofcar ftood. He admired the king of Mor-
ven : and his a&ions were {welling in his foul.

Son of my fon, begun the king, O Ofcar, pride of youth, I faw
the fhining of thy fword and gloried in my race. Purfue the glory
of our fathers, and be what they have been; when Trenmor lived,
the firft of men, and Trathal the father of heroes. They fought the
battle in their youth, and are the fong of bards.

O Oscar! bend the ftrong in arm : but {pare the feeble hand.
Be thou a ftream of many tides againft the foes of thy people; but

* Here the poet celebrates his own ac- fuggefts to him the helplefs fituation of his
tions, but he does it in fuch a manner that age. We do not defpife him for felfifh

we are not difpleafed. The mention of praife, but feel his misfortunes.
the great actions of his youth immediately

like
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like the gale that moves the grafs to thofe who afk thine aid.——
So Trenmor lived ; fuch Trathal was; and fuch has Fingal been.
My arm was the fupport of the injured ; and the weak refted behind
the lightning of my fteel.

Oscar! I was young like thee, when lovely Fainaféllis came :
that fun-beam ! that mild light of love! the daughter of Craca’s *
king! T then returned from Cona’s heath, and few were in my
train. A white-failed boat appeared far off; we faw it like a mift
that rode on ocean’s blaft. It foon approached; we faw the fair.
Her white breaft heaved with fighs. The wind was in her loofe
dark hair : her rofy cheek had tears.

DAUuGHTER of beauty, calm I faid, what figh isin that breaft ?

Can I, young as I am, defend thee, daughter of the fea ? My fword
is not unmatched in war, but dauntlefs is my heart.

To thee I fly, with fighs the replied, O prince of mighty men!
To thee I fly, chief of the generous fhells, fupporter of the feeble
hand! The king of Craca’s ecchoing ifle owned me the fun-beam
of his race. And often did the hills of Cromala reply to the fighs of
love for the unhappy Fainafollis. Sora’s chief beheld me fair ; and
loved the daughter of Craca. His fword is like a beam of light
upon the warrior’s fide. But dark is his brow ; and tempefts are in
his foul. I fhun him on the rolling fea ; but Sora’s chief purfues.

Reft thou, I faid, behind my fhield; reft in peace, thou beam of
light! The gloomy chief of Sora will fly, if Fingal’s arm is like his

* What the Craca here mentioned was, that it was one of the Shetland ifles.—
is not, at this diftance of time, eafy to de- There is a flory concerning a daughter of
termine. The moft probable opinion is, the king of Craca in the fixth book.

{oul.
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foul. In fome lone cave I might conceal thee, daughter of the fea!
But Fingal never flies ; for where the danger threatens, I rejoice in

the ftorm of fpears.

I saw the tearsupon her cheek. 1 pitied Craca’s fair.

Now, like a dreadful wave afar, appeared the fhip of {tormy
Borbar. His mafts high-bended over the {ea behind their fheets of

fnow. White roll the waters on ecither fide. The ftrength of
ocean founds. Come thou, I faid, from the roar of ocean, thoun

rider. of the ftorm. - Partake the feaft within my hall. It is the
houfe of ftrangers.

. Tur maid flood trembling by my fide; he drew the bow: fhe
fell. - Unerring is thy hand, I faid, but feeble was the foe.

WeE fought, nor weak was the ftrife of death. He funk beneath
my {word. We laid them in two tombs of ftones; the haplefs lo-

vers of youth,

Sucn héve I been in my youth, O Ofcar; be thou like the
age of Fingal. Never {earch for the battle, nor fhun it when it

comes.

Firran and Ofcar of the dark-brown hair ; ye children of the
race; fly over the heath of roaring winds; and view the fons of
Lochlin. Far off I hear the noife of their fear, like the ftorms of

ecchoing Cona. Go: that they may not fly my fword along the
waves of the north. For many chiefs of Erin’s race lie here on

the dark bed of death. The children of the ftorm are low; the

{fons of ecchoing Cromla.

1 THE
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Tue heroes flew like two dark clouds: two dark clouds that are
the chariots of ghofts; when air’s dark children come to frighten
haplefs men.

IT was then that Gaul *, the fon of Morni, ftood like a rock in
the night. His {pear is glittering to the ftars; his voice like many
{treams. . il s | |

Son.of battle, cried the chief, O Fingal, king of fhells! let the
bards of many fongs footh Erin’s friends to reft. And, Fingal,
fheath thy fword of death; and let thy people fight. We wither

away without our fame; for our king is the only breaker of fhields.
When morning rifes on our hills, behold at a diftance our deeds.

Let Lochlin feel the fword of Morni’s fon, that bards may fing of
me. Such was the cuftom heretofore of Fingal’s noble race. Such
was thine own, thou king of fwords, in battles of the f{pear.

O son of Morni, Fingal replied, I glory in thy fame. -Fight ;
but my {pear fhall be near to aid thee in the midft of danger. Raife,
raife the voice, fons of the fong, and lull me into reft. Here will
Fingal lie amidft the wind of night. And if thou, Agandecca,
art near, among the children of thy land; if thou fitteft ona blaft
of wind' among the high-fhrowded mafts of Lochlin; come to my
dreams -, my fair one, and thew thy bright face to my foul.

* Gaul, the fon of Morni, was chief of 2 more ftrength than condu@ in battle. He
tribe that difputed long, the pre-eminence, was very fond of military fame, and here
with Fingal himfelf. They were reduced he demands the next battle to himfelf, — The
at laft to obedience, and Gaul, from an poet, by an artifice, removes Fingal, that
enemy, turned Fingal’s beft friend and his return may be the more magn'ficent.
greateft hero. His charaller is fomething + The poet prepares us for the dream of
like that of Ajax in the Iliad; a hero of Fingal in the next book.

MAaNY
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MANY a voice and many a harp in tuneful {founds arofe. Of Fin-
gal’s noble deeds they fung, and of the noble race of the hero. And
(ometimes on the lovely found was heard the name of the now
mournful Offian.

OrTEN have I fought, and often won in battles of the {fpear. But
blind, and tearful, and forlorn I now walk with little men. O Fin-

gal, with thy race of battle I now behold thee not. The wild roes
feed upon the green tomb of the mighty king of Morven. Bleft
be thy foul, thou king of fwords, thou moft renowned on the hills
of Cona!

FINGAL,
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HO comes with her fongs from the mountain, like the
bow of the fhowery Lena ? It is the maid of the voice of
love. The white-armed daughter of Tofcar. Often haft thou heard

my fong, and given the tear of beauty. Doft thou come to the
battles of thy people, and to hear the actions of Ofcar ? When thall
I ceafe to mourn by the ftreams of the ecchoing Cona ? My years
have paffed away in battle, and my age is darkened with forrow.

DAavcHTER of the hand of fnow! I was not fo mournful and

blind; I was not fo dark and forlorn when Everallin loved me.

* Fingal being afleep, and the action
fufpended by night, the poet introduces the
ftory of his courtfhip of Evirallin the daugh-

The epifode is neceflary
to clear up feveral paffages that follow in

t'r of Branno.

the poem; at the fame time that it na-
turally brings on the action of the book,
which may be fuppofed to begin about the

H

middle of the third night from the opening
of the poem.

This book, as many of
Offian’s other compofitions, is addrefled
to the beautiful Malvina the daughter of
Tofcar.

with Ofcar, and to have affe@ed the com-

She appears to bave been in love

pany of the father after the death of the

fon,
Everallin
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Everallin with the dark-brown hair, the white-bofomed love of Cor-
mac. A thoufand heroes fought the maid, fthe denied her love to a
thoufand ; the fons of the fwvord were defpifed ; for graceful in her
eyes was Offian.

I wenT 1n {uit of the maid to Lego’s fable furge ; twelve of my
people were there, the fons of the ftreamy Morven. We came to
From

Branno friend of ftrangers : Branno of the founding mail.
whence, he faid, are the arms of ftecl # Not eafy to win is the maid
that has denied the blue-eyed fons of Erin. But bleft be thou, O
fon of Fingal, happy is the maid that waits thee. Tho’ twelve
daughters of beauty were mine, thine were the choice, thou fon of
fame ! Then he opened the hall of the maid, the dark-haired
Everallin. Joy kindled in our breafts of fteel and bleft the maid

of Branno.

Asove us on the hill appeared the people of ftately Cormac.
Eight were the heroes of the chief; and the heath flamed with their
arms. There Colla, Durra of the wounds, there mighty Tofcar,
and Tago, there Freftal the viorious ftood ; Dairo of the happy
deeds, and Dala the battle’s bulwark in the narrow way. 1 he-
fword flamed in the hand of Cormac, and graceful was the look of

the hero.

EicuT were the heroes of Offian; Ullin ftormy fon of war ;
Mullo of the generous deeds; the noble, the graceful Scelacha ;.
Oglan, and Cerdal the wrathful, and Dumariccan’s brows of death.
And why fhould Ogar be the laft; fo wide renowned on the hills

of Ardven ?

Ocar met Dala the ftrong, face to face, on the field of heroes.

The battle of the chiefs was like the wind on ocean’s foamy waves.
The
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The dagger is remembered by Ogar; the weapon which he loved ;
nine times he drowned it in Dela’s fide. The ftormy battle turned.
Three times I broke on Cormac’s fhield : three times he broke his
fpear. But, unhappy youth of love! I cut his head away.~——Five
times I thook it by the lock. The friends of Cormac fled.

Whnoever would have told me, lovely maid, when then I ftrove
in battle ; that blind, forfaken, and forlorn I now fhould pafs the

night ; firm ought his mail to have been, and unmatched his arm

in battle.

Now * on Lena’s gloomy heath the voice of mufic died away.
The unconftant blaft blew hard, and the high oak thook its leaves
around me; of Everallin were my thoughts, when fhe, in all the

light of beauty, and her blue eyes rolling in tears, ﬁﬂﬂd on a cloud
before my fight, and fpoke with feeble voice.

O Oss1aN, rife and fave my fon ; fave Ofcar prince of men, near
the red oak of Lubar’s ftream, he fights with ochlin’s fons.——She
funk into her cloud again. I clothed me with my fteel. My {pear
fupported my fteps, and my rattling armour rung. I hummed, as I
was wont in danger, the fongs of heroes of old. Like diftant thun-
der  Lochlin heard ; they fled ; my fon ‘purfued.

* The poet returns to his fubject. If my. This paflage refembles one in the
one could fix the time of the year in which eighteenth Iliad, where the voice of Achil-
the action of the poem happened, from the les frightens the Trojans from the body of
fcene defcribed here, 1 thould be tempted Patroclus.

to place it in autumn —The trees fhed Forth march’d the chief, and diftant from

their leaves, and the winds are variable, the crowd

both which circumftances agree with that High on the rampartrais’d his voicealoud,

feafon of the year. So high his brazen voice the hero rear’d,
+ Offian gives the reader a high ideaof = Hofts drop their .ayms and trembled 25

Timfelf. His very fong frightens the ene- they fear’d, - PorE.

H 2 I CALLED
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I carrep him like a diftant ftream. My fon return over Lena.
He
came ; and lovely in my ear was Ofcar’s founding fteel. Why didft
thou ftop my hand, he faid, till death had covered all? For dark
and dreadful by the ftream they met thy fon and Fillan. They
watched the terrors of the night. Our f{words have conquered

No further purfue the foe, though Ofiian is behind thee.

fome. But as the winds of night pour the ocean over the white
fands of Mora, fo dark advance the fons of Lochlin over Lena’s
ruftling heath. 'The ghofts of night fhriek afar; and I have feen
the meteors of death. Let me awake the king of Morven, he
that {miles in danger; for he is like the fun of heaven that rifes in
a ftorm.

Fincar had ftarted from a dream, and leaned on Trenmor’s
thield ; the dark-brown fhield of his fathers; which they had lifted
of old in the battles of their race.

My hero had feen in his reft the mournful form of Agandecca;
ihe came from the way of the ocean, and flowly, lonely, moved over
Lena. Her face was pale like the mift of Cromla; and dark were
the tears of her cheek. She often raifed her dim hand from her
robe ; her robe which was of the clouds of the defart: fhe raifed her
dim hand over Fingal, and turned away her filent eyes.

Wuy weeps the daughter of Starno, faid Fingal, with a figh ?
Why is thy face {o pale, thou daughter of the clouds :

SuE departed on the wind of Lena; and left him in the midit of
the night. She mourned the fons of her people that were to fall

by Fingal’s hand.

THE
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TuE hero ftarted from reft, and {till beheld her in his {oul.
The found of Ofcar’s fteps approached. The king faw the gray

thield on his fide. For the faint beam of the morning came over
the waters of Ullin.

WhAT do the foes in their fear, faid the rifing king of Morven ?
Or fly they through ocean’s foam, or wait they the battle of fteel ?
But why fhould Fingal afk ? I hear their voice on the early wind.—
Fly over Lena’s heath, O Ofcar, and awake our friends to battle.

THE king {tood by the ftone of Lubar; and thrice reared his ter-
rible voice. The deer ftarted from the fountains of Cromla; and
all the rocks fthook on their hills. Like the noife of a hundred
mountain-{treams, that burft, and roar, and foam : like the clouds
that gather to a tempeft on the blue face of the fky ; fo met the fons
of the defart, round the terrible voice of Fingal. For pleafant was
the voice of the king of Morven to the warriors of his land : for often
had he led them to battle, and returned with the {poils of the foe.

ComMmE to battle, faid the king, ye children of the ftorm. Come
to the death of thoufands. Comhal’s {fon will fee the fight. My
{word fhall wave on that hill, and be the t{hield of my people. But

never may you need it, warriors ; while the fon of Morni fights, the
He fhall lead my battle ; that his fame

chief of mighty men.
may rife in the {ong.

O vE ghofts of heroes dead! ye riders of the ftorm of Cromla !
receive my falling people with joy, and bring them to your hills.—
And may the blaft of Lena carry them over my feas, that they may
come to my filent dreams, and delight my foul in reft.

Firran



c4 F SIVN © ‘A A, Boox 1IV.

3

Frrran and Ofcar, of the dark-brown hair! fair Ryno, with
the pointed fteel ! advance with valour to the fight ; and behold the
fon of Morni. Let your fwords be like his in the ftrife : and behold
the deeds of his hands. Prote& the friends of your father: and
remember the chiefs of old. My children, I will fee you yet,
though here ye thould fall in Erin.  Soon fhall our cold, pale ghoits
meet in a cloud, and fly over the hills of Cona.

Now like a dark and ftormy cloud, edged round with the red
lightning of heaven, and flying weftward from the morning’s beam,
the king of hills removed. Terrible is the light of his armour, and

two_{pears are in his hand. His gray hair falls on the wind.
He often looks back on the war. Three bards attend the {fon of
fame, to carry his words to the heroes.—High on Cromla’s fide he
{at, waving the lightning of his fword, and as he waved we moved.

Jov rofe in Ofcar’s face.  His cheek isred. Hiseye fheds tears.
The {word is 2 beam of fire in his hand. He came, and {miling,
fpoke to Oflian.

O ruLER of the fight of fteel ! my father, hear thy fon. Retire
with Morven’s mighty chief; and give me ‘Offian’s fame. And 1if
here 1 fall; my king, remember that breaft of {now, that lonely
fun-beam of my love, the white-handed daughter of Tofcar. For
with red cheek from the rock, and bending over the ftream, her {oft
hair flies about her bofom as fhe pours the figh for Ofcar. Tell her
I am on my hills a lightly-bounding fon of the wind ; that hereafter,
ina cloud, I may meet the Jovely maid of Tofcar. |

RAarse, Ofcar, rather raife my tomb. T will not yicld the fight

to thee. For firft and bloodieft in the war my arm fhall teach
3 thee
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thee how to fight. But, remember, my fon, to place this fword,
this bow, and the horn of my deer, within that dark and narrow
houfe, whofe mark is one gray ftone. Ofcar, I have no love to leave

to the care of my fon; for graceful Evirallin is no more, the lovely
daughter of Branno.

Sucu were our words, when Gaul’s loud voice came growing om

the wind. He waved on high the fword of his father, and rufhed
to death and wounds..

As waves white-bubbling over the deep come fwelling, roaring
on; as rocks of ooze meet roaring waves: fo foes attacked and
fought. Man met with man, and fteel with fteel. Shields found,
men fall. As a hundred hammers on the {fon of the furnace, {o rofe,
fo rung their {words.

Gavr rufhed on like a whirlwind in Ardven. The deftrution
of heroes is on his fword. Swaran was like the fire of the defart in
the ecchoing heath of Gormal. How ean I give to the fong the
death of many {pears? My {word rofe high, and flamed in the ftrife-
of blood. And, Ofcar, terrible wert thou, my beft, my greateit
fon! I rejoiced in my fecret foul, when his fword flamed over the
flain. They fled amain through Lena’s heath: and we purfued and
flew. Asftones that bound from rock to rock ; asaxes in ecchoing
woods ; as thunder rolls from hill to hill in difmal broken peals ; fo
blow fucceeded to blow, and death to death, from the hand of Ofcar *

and mine.

¥ Offian never fails to give a fine cha- a propriety in dwelling here on the actions
racter of his beloved fon. His fpeech to of Ofcar, as the beautiful Mzlvina, to
his father is that of 2 hero; it contains the whom the book is addrefled, was in love
fubmiffion due to a parent, and the warmth  with that hero,

that becomes a young warrior. There is
Bur
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But Swaran clofed round Morni's fon, as the ftrength of the tide
of Iniftore. The king half-rofe from his hill at the fight, and half-
aflumed the {pear. Go, Ullin, go, my aged bard, begun the king
of Morven. Remind the mighty Gaul of battle; remind him of
his fathers. Support the yielding fight with fong; for {fong enlivens
war. Tall Ullin went, with fteps of age, and {poke to the king
of {words.

Son * of the chief of generous fteeds! high-bounding king of
{fpears. Strong arm in every perilous toil. Hard heart that never
yields. Chief of the pointed arms of death. Cut down the foe;
let no white fail bound round dark Iniftore. Be thine arm like
thunder. Thine eyes like fire, thy heart of folid rock. Whirl round
thy {word as a meteor at night, and lift thy fhield like the flame of
death. Son of the chief of generous fteeds, cut down the foe ; deftroy.
The hero’s heart beat high. But Swaran came with battle. He
cleft the fhield of Gaul in twain; and the {ons of the defart fled.

Now Fingal arofe in his might, and thrice he reared his voice.
Cromla anfwered around, and the fons of the defart ftood {till.
They bent their red faces to earth, athamed at the prefence of Fin-
gal. He came like a cloud of rain in the days of the fun, when
flow it rolls on the hill, and fields expect the thower. Swaran be-
held the terrible king of Morven, and {topped in the midit of his
courfe. Dark he leaned on his fpear, rolling his red eyes around.
Silent and tall he feemed as an oak on the banks of Lubar, which

* The war-fong of Ullin varies from the rhymes, has been carried down almoft to
reft of the poem in the verfification. Itruns our own times. Several of thefe war-fongs
down like a torrent; and confifts almoft are extant, but the moft of them are only
intire'y of epithets. The cuftom of en- a group of epithets, without beauty or har-
couraging men in battle with extempore mony, utterly deftitute of poetical merit.

I had
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had its branches blafted of old by the lightning of heaven.———I¢
bends over the ftream, and the gray mofs whiftles in the wind : {o
ftood the king. Then flowly he retired to the rifing heath of Lena.
His thoufands pour around the hero, and the darknefs of battle ga-

thers on the hill.

Fincar, like a beam from heaven, fhone in the midit of his
people. His heroes gather around him, and he fends forth the voice
of his power. Raife my ftandards * on high,—{pread them on Le-
na’s wind, like the flames of an hundred hills. Let them found on
the winds of Erin, and remind us of the fight. Ye fons of the roar-
ing ftreams, that pour from a thoufand hills, be near the king of
Morven : attend to the words of his power. Gaul ftrongeft arm of
death! O Ofcar, of the future fights; Connal, fon of the blue

blades of Sora; Dermid of the dark-brown hair, and Offian king
of many fongs, be near your father’s arm.

WE reared the fun-beam + of battle ; the ftandard of the king.
Each hero’s foul exulted with joy, as, waving, it flew on the wind.
It was ftudded with gold above, as the blue wide fhell of the nightly
fky. Each hero had his ftandard too; and each his gloomy men.

Benorp, faid the king of generous fhells, how Lochlin divides
on Lena. They ftand like broken clouds on the hill, or an half
confumed grove of oaks; when we fee the fky through its branches,
and the meteor pafling behind. Let every chief among the friends

-

* Th’ imperial enfign, which full high + Fingal’s ftandard was diftinguifhed by

advanc’d, the name of fun-beam ; probably on account

Shone like a meteor ftreaming to the of its bright colour, and its being ftudded

wind. with gold. Tobegin a battle is exprefled, in
MirTon. old compofition, by /i/ting of the fun-beam.

5,

] Of
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of Fingal take a dark troop of thofe that frown fo high; nor let a
ion of the ecchoing groves bound on the waves of Iniftore.

Ming, faid Gaul, be the feven chiefs that came from Lano’s
lake. Let Iniftore’s dark king, faid Ofcar, come to the {word
of Offian’s fon. To mine the king of Inifcon, faid Connal, heart
of {teel! Or Mudan’s chief or I, faid brown-haired Dermid, fhall
flcep on clay-cold earth. My choice, though now fo weak and

dark, was Terman’s battling king; I promifed with my hand to
win the hero’s dark-brown fhield.

Bleft and victorious be my
chiefs, faid Fingal of the mildeft look; Swaran, king of roaring
waves, thou art the choice of Fingal.

Now, like an hundred different winds that pour through many
vales; divided, dark the fons of the hill advanced, and Cromla ec-
choed around.

How can I relate the deaths when we clofed in the firife of our

fteel ? O daughter of Tofcar ! bloody were our hands! The gloomy
ranks of Lochlin fell like the banks of the roaring Cona. Our

arms were victorious on Lena : each chief fulfilled his promife. Be-

{xde the murmur of Branno thou didft often fit, O maid; when thy
white bofom rofe frequent, like the down of the {wan when {flow
{he fails the lake, and fidelong winds are blowing. Thou haft
{een the fun* retire red and flow behind his cloud ; night gathering

* Sol quoque & exorsens & cum fe condit  Above the reft the fun, who never lics,
in undas Foretels the change of weather in the fKkies..
Signa dabit. Solem certifima fi;na fequuntur, For if he rife, unwilling to his race,
Ut que mane refirt, & que furgentibus affris.  Clouds on his brow and fpots upon his face ;
Lile ubt nafcentem maculis wariaverit ertum  Or if thro” mifts he fthoots his fullen beams,
Conditus in nubem, mediogue refugerit orbe ; Frugalof light,in loofe and {traggling fireams,
Su/pedii tibi fust imbres, VirGg, Sufpet a drifling day, DrypEN.
round
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round op the mountain, while the unfrequent blaft * roared in narrow
vales. At length the rain beats hard; and thunder rolls in peals,
Lightning glances on the rocks. Spirits ride on beams of fire. And
the ftrength of the mountain-ftreams 4~ comes roaring down the
hills. Such was the noife of battle, maid of the arms of fhow. Why,
daughter of the hill, that tear ? the maids of Lochlin have caufe to
weep. The people of their country fell, for bloody were the blue
blades of the race of my heroes. But I am f{ad, forlorn, and blind ;
and no more the companion of heroes. Give, lovely maid, to me
thy tears, for I have feen the tombs of all my friends.

IT was then by Fingal's hand a hero fell, to his grief. Gray-
haired he rolled in the duft, and lifted his faint eyes to the king.
And is it by me thou haft fallen, faid the fon of Comhal, thou
friend of Agandecca! I have feen thy tears for the maid of my love
in the halls of the bloody Starno. Thou haft been the foe of the
foes of my love, and haft thou fallen by my hand ? Raife, Ullin,
raife the grave of the fon of Mathon ; and give his name to the fong
of Agandecca; for dear to my foul haft thou been, thou darkly-

dwelling maid of Ardven.

CucuuLLiN, from the cave of Cromla, heard the noife of the
troubled war. He called to Connal chief of {words, and Carril of
other times. The gray~haired heroes heard his voice, and took their

alpen {pears.

® Continug ventis furgentibus aut frefa poni Soft whifpers run along the leafy wood,

In:ipiunt agitata tumefcere 3 & aridus altis And mountains whiftle to the murm’ring

Mintibus audiri fragor, aut refonantia linge flood. DrYDEN,
Littora mifceri, & nemorum increbefcere + ruunt de montibus amnes., VIRG.
MLr mur. Virc.  The rapid rains, defcending from the hills,
For ere the rifing winds begin to roar, To rolling torrents fwel! the creeping riils.
Theworking feas advance to walh the (here ; DrvDEN.

I 2 THEY
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TuEY came, and {aw the tide of battle, like the crowded waves of
the ocean; when the dark wind blows from the deep, and rolls the
billows through the fandy vale.

Cucnurrin kindled at the fight, and darknefs gathered on his
brow. His hand is on the fword of his fathers : his red-rolling eyes
on the foe. e thrice attempted to rufth to battle, and thrice did
Connal ftop him. Chief of the ifle of mift, he faid, Fingal {fubdues
the foe. Seek not a part of the fame of the king; himfelf is.like
the {torm.

TueN, Carril, go, replied the chief, and greet the king of Mor-
ven. When Lochlin falls away like a ftream after rain, and the
noife of the battle is over. Then be thy voice {weet in his ear to
praife the king of fwords. Give him the f{word of Caithbat, for
Cuchullin is worthy no more to lift the arms of his fathers.

BuT, O ye ghofts of the lonely Cromla! ye fouls of chiefs that are
no more ! be ye the companions of Cuchullin, and talk to him in
the cave of his forrow. For never more fhall I be renowned among
the mighty in the land. I am like a beam that has fhone, like a
mift that fled away; when the blaft of the morning came, and
brightened the thaggy fide of the hill. Connal! talk of arms no more:
departed is my fame.— My fighs fhall be on Cromla’s wind ; till my
And thou, white-bofom’d Bragela,
mourn over the fall of my fame; for, vanquifhed, I will never re-
turn to thee, thou fun-beam of Dunfcaich.

ibﬂt{’tﬁps ceafe to be feen.

FINGAL,
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T T Yo T Lo YTt Pt T B o T P R oo T T R oTe ToToke:

OW Connal, on Cromla’s windy fide, {poke to the chief of

the noble car.

Why that gloom, fon of Semo? Our friends

are the mighty in battle. And renowned art thou, O warrior! many

were the deaths of thy {teel.

Often has Bragela met with blae-

rolling eyes of joy; often has the met her hero, returning in the

midft of the valiant; when his fword was red with flaughter, and
his foes filent in the fields of the tomb. Pleafant to her ears were
thy bards, when thine a&ions rofe in the fong.

The
poet by putting the narration in the mouth

* The fourth day ftill continues.

of Connal, who ftill remained with Cu-
chullin on the fide of Cromla, gives pro-
The be-

ginning of this bock, in the original, is

priety to the praifes of Fingal.

one of the moft beautiful parts of the
poem. The verfification is regular and

full, and agrees very well with the fedate

charalter of Connal. No poet has ad-
apted the cadence of his verfe more to the
temper of the fpeaker, than Offian has
done. Itis more than probable that the
whole poem was originally defigned to be
fung to the harp, as the verfification is o
various, and fo much fuited to the different

paffions of the human mind.

BuT
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BuT behold the king of Morven ; he moves below Itice a pillar of
fire.  His ftrength is like the {tream of Lubar, or the wind of the
ecchoing Cromla ; when the branchy forefts of night are overturned.

Harry are thy people, O Fingal, thine arm fhall fight their
battles : thou art the firft in their dangers; the wifeft in the days of
their peace. Thou fpeakeft and thy thoufands obey; and armies
tremble at the found of thy fteel. Happy are thy people, Fingal,
chief of the lonely hills.

-

Wiao is that fo dark and terrible coming in the thunder of his
courfe ? who is it but Starno’s fon to meet the king of Morven ? Be-
hold the battle of the chiefs : it is like the ftorm of the ocean, when
two {pirits meet far diftant, and contend for the rolling of the wave.
The hunter hears the noife on his hill; and {ees the high billows
advancing to Ardven’s fhore.

Svucu were the words of Connal, when the heroes met in the
midl of their falling people. There was the clang of arms! there
every blow, like the hundred hammers of the furnace! Terrible is
the battle of the kings, and horrid the look of their eyes. Their
dark-brown fhields are cleft in twain; and their {teel flies, broken,
from their helmets. They fling their weapons down. Each rufhes *
to his hero’s grafp. Their finewy arms bend round each other:
they turn from fide to fide, and firain and ftretch their large {pread-

* This paflage refembles one in the Now to the grafp each manly body bends;
twenty third Iliad. The humid {weat from ev'ry pore defcends ;
Clofe lock’d above their heads and arms Their bones refound with blows: fides,
are mixt ; fhoulders, thighs,
Below their planted feet at diftance fixt;  Swell toeach gripe, and bloody tumours rife.
Pore.

3 | ing
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ing limbs below. But when the pride of their ftrength arofe, they
{hook the hill with their heels; rocks tumble from their places on
high; the green-headed bufhes are overturned. At length the
ftrength of Swaran fell; and the king of the groves 1s bound.

Trus have I feen on Cona; but Cona I behold no more, thus
have I feen two dark hills removed from their place by the ftrength
of the burfting ftream. They turn from fide to fide, and their tall
oaks meet one another on high. Then they fall together with all
their rocks and trees. The ftreams are turned by their fides, and
the red ruin 1s feen afar,

Sons of the king of Morven, faid the noble Fingal, guard the
king of Lochlin ; for he is {trong as his thoufand waves. His hand
is taught to the battle, and his race of the times of old. Gaul, thou
firft of my heroes, and Offian king of fongs, attend the friend of
But, Ofcar, Fillan, and
Ryno, ye children of the race! purfue the reft of Lochlin over
the heath of Lena; that no veflel may hereafter bound on the dark-

Agandecca, and raife to joy his grief.

rmlling waves of Iniftore.

Tuey flew like lightning over the heath. He flowly moved as
a cloud of thunder when the fultry plain of fummer 1s filent. His
{word is before him as a fun-beam, terrible as the f{treaming meteor
of nicht. He came toward a chief of Lochlin, and {poke to the fon
of the wave.

Who is that like a cloud at the rock of the roaring ftream? He
eannot bound over its courfe ; yet flately is the chief! his bofly
fhield is on his fide; and his fpear like the tree of the defart.
Youth of the dark-brown hair, art thou of Iingal’s foes ?

I AMm
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I aMm a fon of Lochlin, he cries, and ftrong 1s my arm 1in war.
My fpoufe is weeping at home, but Orla * will never return.

OR fights or yields the hero, faid Fingal of the noble deeds? foes
do not conquer in my prefence ; but my friends are renowned in the
hall. Son of the wave, follow me, partake the feaft of my fhells,
and purfue the deer of my defart.

No : faid the hero, I aflift the feeble: my ftrength fhall remain
with the weak in arms. My fword has been always unmatched,
O warrior : let the king of Morven yield.

I NEvER yielded, Orla, Fingal never yielded to man. Draw thy
fword and chufe thy foe. Many are my heroes.

AND does the king refufe the combat, faid Orla of the dark-brown
hair ? Fingal is a match for Orla: and he alone of all his race.

BuT, king of Morven, if I fhall fall; as one time the warrior
muit die; raife my tomb in the midft, and let it be the greateft on
Lena. And fend, over the dark-blue wave, the {word of Orla to
the {fpoufe of his love; that the may fhew it to her fon, with tears,
to kindle his foul to war.

SoN of the mournful tale, faid Fingal, why doft thou awaken my
tears ? One day the warriors muft die, and the children fee their

* The ftory of Orla is fo beautiful and attention of the reader when he expected
affeCting in the original, that many are in nothing but languor in the condutt of the
pofleflion of it in the north of Scotland, poem, as the great allion was over in the
who never heard a fyllable more of the conqueft of Swaran.
poem. It varies the aétion, and awakes the

ufelefs
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ufelefs arms in the hall. But, Orla, thy tomb fhall rife, and thy
white-bofomed fpoufe weep over thy {word.

Tuey fought on the heath of Lena, but feeble was the arm of
Orla. The fword of Fingal defcended, and cleft his fhield in twain. It
fell and glittered on the ground, as the moon on the ftream of night.

KinG of Morven, faid the hero, lift thy {word, and pierce my
breatt. Wounded and faint from battle my friends have left me
here. The mournful tale thall come to my love on the banks cf
the ftreamy Loda ; when fhe is alone in the wood ; and the ruftling
blaft in the leaves.

No; faid the king of Morven, I will never wound thee, Orla.
On the banks of Loda let her fee thee efcaped from the hands of
war. Let thy gray-haired father, who, perhaps, is blind with age,
With joy let the hero

hear the found of thy voice in his hall.
rife, and fearch for his fon with his hands.

BuT never will he find him, Fingal; faid the youth of the
{treamy Loda. On Lena’s heath I fhall die; and foreign bards
will talk of me. My broad belt covers my wound of death. And
now [ give it to the wind.

THE dark blood poured from his fide, he fell pale on the heath
of Lena. Fingal bends over him as he dies, and calls his younger

heroes.

Oscar and Fillan, my fons, raife high the memory of Orla.
Here let the dark-haired hero reft far from the {poufe of his love.

Here let him reft in his narrow houfe far from the found of Loda.
K The
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The fons of the feeble will find his bow at home, but will not be
able to bend it.  His faithful dogs howl on his hills, and his boars,
which he ufed to purfue, rejoice. Fallen is the arm of battle ; the
mighty among the valiant is low !

ExarLT the voice, and blow the horn, ye fons of the king of
Morven: let us go back to Swaran, and fend the night away on
fong, Fillan, Ofcar, and Ryno, fly over the heath of Lena. Where,
Ryno, art thou, young fon of fame? Thou art not wont to be the
laft to anfwer thy father.

Rvyx~o, faid Ullin firft of bards, is with the awful forms of his
fathers. 'With Trathal king of fhields, and Trenmor of the mighty
deeds. The youth is low,—the youth is pale,—he lies on Le-
na’s heath.

Axp fell the fwifteft in the race, faid the king, the firft to bend
the bow ? Thou f{carce haft been known to me; why did young
Ryno fall ? But fleep thou foftly on Lena, Fingal fhall foon behold
thee. Soon fhall my voice be heard no more, and my footfteps ceafe
to be feen. The bards will tell of Fingal’s name ; the {tones will talk
of me. But, Ryno, thou art low indeed, thou haft not received
thy fame. Ulln, firke the harp for Ryno; tell what the chief
would have been. Farewel, thou firft in every field. No more
(hall I dire¢ thy dart. Thou that haft been {o fair; I behold thee

not—Farewel.

TuE tear is on the cheek of the king, for terrible was his fon in
war. His fon! that was like a beam of fire by night on the hill ;
when the forefts fink down in its courfe, and the traveller trembles

at the found.
s WHoSE
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WHhosE fame is in that dark-green tomb, begun the king of ge-
nerous fhells ? four {ftones with their heads of mofs ftand there; and
mark the narrow houfe of death. Near it let my Ryno reft, and be
the neighbour of the valiant. Perhaps fome chief of fame is here to
fly with my fon on clouds. O Ullin, raife the fongs of other times.
Bring to memory the dark dwellers of the tomb. If in the field of
the valiant they never fled from danger, my fon fhall reft with them,
far from his friends, on the heath of Lena.

Here, faid the mouth of the fong, here reft the firft of heroes.
Silent is Lamderg * in this tomb, and Ullin king of {words. And
who, foft {miling from her cloud, thews me her face of love:?
Why, daughter, why fo pale art thou, firft of the maids of Cromla ?
Doft thou fleep with the foes in battle, Gelchoffa, white-bofomed
daughter of Tuathal ? Thou haft been the love of thoufands, but
Lamderg was thy love. He came to Selma’s mofly towers, and,
ftriking his dark buckler, fpoke:

WHERE 1s Gelchofla, my love, the daughter of the noble Tua-
thal ? I left her in the hall of Selma, when I fought with the gloomy
Ulfadda.  Return foon, O Lamderg, fhe faid, for here I am in the
midft of forrow. Her white breaft rofe with fichs. Her check was
wet with tears. But I fee her not coming to meet me; and to footh

my foul after battle. Silent 1s the hall of my joy; I hear not the
voice of the bard.—Bran 4 does not fhake his chains at the gate, glad

* Lamh-dhearg fignifies bicoly band., north of Scotland, to give the names of

Gelchofla, white legged.” Tuathal, furly. the heroes mentioned in this poem, to
Ulfadda, /long-beard. Ferchios, the en- their dogs; a proof that they are fami-
queror of men. liar to the ear, and their fame generally

+ Bran is a common name of gray- known,
hounds to this day, Itis a cuftom in the

K 2 at
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at the coming of Lamderg. Where is Gelchofla, my love, the
mild daughter of the generous Tuathal ?

LampeRG ! fays Ferchios the fon of Aidon, Gelchofla may be on
Cromla ; fhe and the maids of the bow purfuing the flying deer.

Fercuios! replied the chief of Cromla, no noife meets the ear
of Lamderg. No found is in the woods of Lena. No deer fly in
my {ight. No panting dog purfues. I {ee not Gelchofla my love,
fair as the full moon fetting on the hills of Cromla. Go, Ferchios,
go to Allad * the gray-haired fon of the rock. His dwelling is in

the circle of ftones. He may know of Gelchoffa.

Tue fon of Aidon went; and {poke to the ear of age. Allad!
thou that dwelleft in the rock : thou that trembleft alone, what faw

' >
thine eyes of age !

I saw, anfwered Allad the old, Ullin the fon of Cairbar. He
came like a cloud from Cromla; and he hummed a furly fong like
a blaft in a leaflefs wood. He entered the hall of Selma. Lam-
derg, he faid, moft dreadful of men, fight or yield to Ullin. Lam-
derg, replied Gelchoffa, the {fon of battle, 1s not here. He fights
Ulfada mighty chief. He is not here, thou firft of men. But Lam-
derg never yielded. He will fight the fon of Cairbar.

* Allad is plainly a druid: he is called fupernatural knowledge of things; from
the fon of the rock, from his dwelling in a the druids, no doubt, came the ridiculous
cave; and the circle of ftones here men- notion of the fecond fight, which prevailed
tioned is the pale of the druidical temple. in the highlands and ifles.

He is here confulted as one who had a

LOVELY
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LoveLy art thou, faid terrible Ullin, daughter of the generous
Tuathal. I carry thee to Cairbar’s halls. The valiant fhall- have
Gelchofla. Three days I remain on Cromla, to wait that fon of
battle, Lamderg. On the fourth Gelchoffa is mine, if the mighty

Lamderg flies.

Arrap! faid the chief of Cromla, peace to thy dreams in the
cave. Ferchios, found the horn of Lamderg that Ullin may hear
on Cromla. Lamderg#¥*, like a roaring ftorm, afcended the hill
from Selma. He hummed a furly fong as he went, like the noife
of a falling ftream. He {tood like a cloud on the hill, that varies
its form to the wind. He rolled a ftone, the fign of war. Ullin
heard in Cairbar’s hall. The hero heard, with joy, his foe, and
took his father’s fpear. A fmile brightens his dark-brown cheek, as
he places his {word by hes fide. 'The dagger glittered in his hand.

He whiftled as he went.

Grrcuossa faw the filent chief, as a wreath of mift afcending
the hill. She ftruck her white and heaving breaft; and filent,
tearful, feared for Lamderg.

CAIRBAR, hoary chief of fhells, faid the maid of the tender
hand ; I muft bend the bow on Cromla; for I fee the dark-brown

hinds.

SuE hafted up the hill. In vain! the gloomy heroes fought.
Why fhould I tell the king of Morven how wrathful heroes fight !

* The reader will find this paflage al- differently by tradition, and the tranflator
tered from what it was in the fragments of has chofen that reading which favours lealt

ancient poetry.——It is delivered down very of bombatft.

2 Fierce
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Fierce Ullin fell. Young Lamderg came all pale to the daugh-
ter of generous Tuathal.

Wuat blood, my love, the foft-haired woman faid, what blood
It is Ullin’s blood, the chief re-
plied, thou fairer than the fnow of Cromla! Gelchofia, let me reft
here a little while. The mighty Lamderg died.

runs down my warrior’s fide ¢

Anp fleepeft thou fo foon on earth, O chief of fhady Cromla ?
three days the mourned befide her love. The hunters found her
dead. They raifed this tomb above the three. Thy fon, O king
of Morven, may reft here with heroes.

AND here my fon will reft, faid Fingal, the noife of their fame
has reached my ears. Fillan and Fergus! bring hither Orla; the
pale youth of the ftream of Loda. Not unequalled fhall Ryno lie in
earth when Orla is by his fide. Weep, ye daughters of Morven ;
and ye maids of the ftreamy Loda. Like a tree they grew on the
hills ; and they have fallen like the oak * of the defart ; when it lies

acrofs a {tream, and withers in the wind of the mountain.

Oscar! chief of every youth ! thou feeft how they have fallen.
Be thou, like them, on earth renowned. Like them the fong of
bards. Terrible were their forms in battle ; but calm was Ryno in
the days of peace. He was like the bow + of the fhower {een far

® e OTETIC rFE;f: ffnrf:.r-- Hom.Il.16, ——What mean thofe colour’d ftreaks in

as the mountain oak heav’n,

Nods to the ax, till with a groaning found Diftended as the brow of God appeas’d,

It finks, and fpreads its honours on the Or ferve they as a flow’ry verge to bind
ground. Pore. The fluid fkirts of that fame watry cloud ?

t a bow MiLTON.
Confpicuous with three lifted colours gay.

diftant
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diftant on the ftream ; when the fun is fetting on Mora, and filence

on the hill of deer. Reft, youngeft of my fons, reft, O Ryno, on
Lena. We too fhall be no more ; for the warrior one day muft fall.

SucH was thy grief, thou king of hills, when Ryno lay on earth.
What mutt the grief of Offian be, for thou thyfelf art gone. I hear
not thy diftant voice on Cona. My eyes perceive thee not. Often
forlorn and dark I fit at thy tomb ; and feel it with my hands. When
I think I hear thy voice ; itis but the blaft of the defart.
has long fince fallen afleep, the ruler of the war.

Fingal

THEN Gaul and Offian fat with Swaran on the foft green banks
of Lubar. I touched the harp to pleafe the king. But gloomy

was his brow. He rolled his red eyes towards Lena. The hero
mourned his people.

I LirTED my eyes to Cromla, and I faw the {fon of generous Se-
mo. Sad and flow he retired from his hill towards the lonely
cave of Tura. He faw Fingal viGtorious, and mixed his joy with
orief. © The fun is bright on his armour, and Connal flowly fol-
lowed. They funk behind the hill like two pillars of the fire of
night : when winds purfue them over the mountain, and the flaming
heath refounds. Befide a ftream of roaring foam his cave 1s1n a
rock.” One tree bends above it; and the ruthing winds eccho againit
its fides. Here refts the chief of Dunfcaich, the fon of generous
Semo. His thoughts are on the battles he loft; and the tear is on
his cheek. He mourned the departure of his fame that fled like the
mift of Cona. O Bragela, thou art too far remote to-cheer the {oul.
of the hero. But let him fee thy bright form in his {foul ; that his
thoughts may return to the lonely fun-beam of Dunfcaich.

WHo
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Wao comes with the locks of age? It is the {on of the fongs. Hail,
Carril of other times, thy voice is like the harp in the halls of Tura.
Thy words are pleafant as the fhower that falls on the fields of the
fun. Carril of the times of old, why comeft thou from the fon of
the generous Semo ?

Oss1an king of {fwords, replied the bard, thou beft raifeft the fong.
Long haft thou been known to Carril, thou ruler of battles. Often
have 1 touched the harp to lovely Ewirallin. Thou too haft often
accompanied my voice in Branno's hall of generous fhells. And
often, amid{t our voices, was heard the mildeft Evirallin. One day
{he fung of Cormac’s fall, the youth that died for her love. I faw
the tears on her cheek, and on thine, thou chief of men. Her foul
was touched for the unhappy, though fhe loved him not. How fair
among a thoufand maids was the daughter of the generous Branno !

BrinG not, Carril, I replied, bring not her memory to my mind.
My foul muft melt at the remembrance. My eyes muft have their
tears. Pale in the earth is the the foftly-blufhing fair of my love.

Bu fit thou on the heath, O Bard, and let us hear thy voice. It
is pleafant as the gale of {pring that fighs on the hunter’s ear; when
he wakens from dreams of joy, and has heard the mufic of the {pi-

rits * of the hill.

* Others more mild What could it lefs when fpirits immortal
Retreated in a filent valley, fing fing ?
With notes angelical. Sufpended hell, and took with ravilhment
The harmony, The thronging audience. MirTON.

FINGAL,
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T HE clouds of night came rolling down and reft on Cromla’s

dark-brown fteep. The ftars of the north arife over the rol-
ling of the waves of Ullin; they thew their heads of fire through
the flying mift of heaven. A diftant wind roars in the wood ; but
filent and dark is the plain of death.

Stirr on the darkening Lena arofe in my ears the tuneful voice
of Carril. He fung of the companions of our youth, and the days
of former years; when we met on the banks of Lego, and fent
round the joy of the fhell. Cromla, with its cloudy ﬁceps, anfwered
to his voice. The ghofts of thofe he fung came in their ruftling
blafts. They were feen to bend with joy towards the found of
their praife.

* This book opens with the fourth upin the poem. The fcene lies in the

night, and ends on the morning of the heath of Lena, and the mountain Cromla

fixth day. The time of five days, five on the cozft of Ulfler.
nights, and a part of the fixth day is taken

L. Br
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Be thy foul bleft, O Carril, in the midit of thy eddying winds.
O that thou wouldft come to my hall when I am alone by night!
—And thou doft come, my friend, Ihear often thy light hand on

N

my harp ; when it hangs on the diftant wall, and the feeble found
touches my ear. Why doft thou not fpeak to me in my grief, and
tell when I fhall behold my friends ? But thou paffeft away in thy
murmuring blaft; and thy wind whiftles through the gray hair

of Offian.

Now on the fide of Mora the heroes gathered to the feaft. A

The ftrength * of
the fhells goes round. And the fouls of warriors brighten with joy.

thoufand aged oaks are burning to the wind.

But the king of Lochlin is filent, and forrow reddens in the eyes of
He often turned toward Lena and remembered that

his pride.
he fell.

Finc AL leaned on the fhield of his fathers. His gray locks flowly
waved on the wind, and glittered to the beam of night. He faw

the grief of Swaran, and fpoke to the firft of Bards.

Raisg, Ullin, raife the fong of peace, and footh my foul after

And let a hun-
dred harps be near to gladden the king of Lochlin. He muit depart

battle, that my ear may forget the noife of arms.

from us with joy.

* By the ftrength of the fhell is meant
the liquor the heroes drunk : of what kind
it was, cannot be afcertained at this diftance
of time. The tranflator has met with fe-
veral ancient poems that mention wax-
lights and wine as common in the halls of
Fingal. The names of both are borrowed
from the Latin, which plainly thews that

None ever went fad from Fingal. Ofcar! -the

our anceftors had them from the Romans,
if they had them atall. The Caledonians
in their frequent incurfions to the province
might become acquainted with thofe con-
veniencies of life, and introduce them into
their own country, among the booty which
they carried frem South Britain.

lightning
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lichtning of my fword is againft the ftrong in battle; but peaceful
it lies by my fide when warriors yield in war.

TRENMOR ¥, faid the mouth of the fongs, lrwed in the days of
other years. He bounded over the waves of the north : companion
of the ftorm. The high rocks of the land of Lochlin, and its groves
of murmuring founds appeared to the hero through the mift ;—he
bound his white-bofomed fails.

Trenmor purfued the boar that

roared along the woods of Gormal. Many had fled from its pre-
fence; but the fpear of Trenmor flew it.

THREE chiefs that beheld the deed, told of the mighty ftranger.
They told that he ftood like a pillar of fire in the bright arms of his
valour. The king of Lochlin prepared the feaft, and called the
blooming Trenmor. Three days he feafted at Gormal's windy
towers ; and got his choice in the combat.

Tue land of Lochlin had no hero that yiclded not to Trenmor.
The fhell of joy went round with fongs in praife of the king of
Morven ; he that came over the waves, the firft of mighty men.

Now when the fourth gray morn arofe, the hero launched his thip;
and walking along the filent fthore waited for the rufhing wind. Foc

loud and diftant he heard the blaft murmuring in the grove.

CoveERED over with arms of fteel a fon of the woody Gormal
appeared. Red was his cheek and fair his hair. His fkin like the
fnow of Morven. Mild rolled his blue and {miling eye when he
{poke to the king of {words.

* Trenmor was great grandfather to Fingal. The flory is introduced to facilitate
the difmiflion of Swaran.

L .. S‘TJ'L‘Y-
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Stay, Trenmor, ftay thou firft of men, thou haft not conquered
Lonval's fon. My fword has often met the brave. And the wife

fhun the {trength of my bow.

Trou fair-haired youth, Trenmor replied, I will not fight with
Lonval's fon. Thine arm 1s feeble, fun-beam of beauty. Retire
to Gormal's dark-brown hinds.

BuT I will retire, replied the youth, with the {fword of Tren-
mor ; and exultin the found of my fame. The virgins fhall gather
with {miles around him who conquered Trenmor. They fhall figch
with the fighs of love, and admire the length of thy fpear; when
I fhall carry it- among thoufands, and lift the glittering point to
the {un.

Trovu fhalt never carry my {pear, faid the angry king of Mor-
ven. Thy mother fhall find thee pale on the fhore of the eccho-
ing Gormal ; and, looking over the dark-blue deep, {ee the fails of

him that {lew her {on.

I wirLL not lift the {pear, replied the youth, my arm is not
itrong with years. But with the feathered dart, I have learned to
pierce a diftant foe. Throw down that heavy mail of fteel; for

Trenmor 1s covered all over. I firft, will lay my mail on earth.

Throw now thy dart, thou king of Morven.

HE faw the heaving of her breaft. It was the fifter of the king.
—She had feen him in the halls of Gormal ; and loved his face of
youth. The {pear dropt from the hand of Trenmor: he bent

his red check to the ground, for he had feen her like a beam of light
that

R
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that meets the fons of the cave, when they revifit the fields of the
fun, and bend their aching eyes.

Cu1eF of the windy Morven, begun the maid of the arms of fnow ;

let me reft in thy bounding fhip, far from the love of Corlo. For
he, like the thunder of the defart, is terrible to Inibaca. He loves

me in the gloom of his pride, and fhakes ten thoufand {pears.

ResT thou in peace, faid the mighty Trenmor, behind the fhield
of my fathers. I will not fly from the chief, though he fhakes ten
thoufand {pears.

TureE days he waited on the fhore; and fent his horn abroad.
He called Corlo to battle from all his ecchoing hills. But Corlo
came not to battle. The king of Lochlin defcended. He feafted
on the roaring thore ; and gave the maid to Trenmor.

Kinc of Lochlin, faid Fingal, thy blocd flows in the veins of
thy foe. Our families met in battle, becaufe they loved the flrife
of fpears. But often did they feaft in the hall; and fend round the

joy of the fhell.
ear dclight in the harp. Dreadful as the ftorm of thine ocean, thou

Let thy face brighten with gladnefs, and thine

haft poured thy valour forth; thy voice has been like the voice of
thoulands when they engage in battle. Raife, to morrow, thy
white fails to the wind, thou brother of Agandecca. Brightas the
beam of noon fhe comies on my mournful foul. Thave feen thy tears
for the fair one, and fpared thee in the halls of Starno; waen my
fword was red with flaughter, and my eye full of tears for the

maid. Or doft thou chufe the fight? The combat which thy

fathers gave to Trenmor is thine : that thou mayeft depart renown-

ed like the fun fetting in the welt.
KING
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Kinc of the race of Morven, faid the chief of the waves of
Lochlin ; never will Swaran fight with thee, firft of a thoufand
heroes! I have feen thee in the halls of Starno, and few were thy
When fhall I, I faid to my foul, lift the

fpear like the noble Fingal ? We have fought heretofore, O warrior,

years beyond my own.

on the fide of the fhaggy Malmor ; after my waves had carried me
to thy halls, and the feaft of a thoufand fhells was {pread. Let the

bards fend him who overcame to future years, for noble was the
ftrife of heathy Malmor.

BuT many of the thips of Lochlin have loft their youths on Lena.
Take thefe, thou king of Morven, and be the friend of Swaran.
And when thy fons fhall come to the mofly towers of Gormal; the
feaft of fhells fhall be fpread, and the combat offered on the vale.

Nor fhip, replied the king, fhall Fingal take, nor land of many
hills. The defart is enough to me with all its deer and woods. Rife
on thy waves again, thou noble friend of Agandecca. Spread thy

white fails to the beam of the morning, and return to the ecchoing
hills of Gormal.

BLEsT be thy foul, thou king of fhells, faid Swaran of the dark-
brown fhicld. In peace thou art the gale of {pring. In war the
mountain-ftorm. Take now my hand in friendthip, thou noble
king of Morven.

LeT thy bards mourn thofe who fell. Let Erin give the fons of
Lochlin to earth ; and raife the mofly ftones of their fame. That
the children of the north hereafter may behold the place where their
fathers fought. And fome hunter may fay, when he leans on a

2 mofly



Book VI. ANI1E ® THC P G EfM. 79

mofly tomb, here Fingal and Swaran fought, the heroes of other
years. Thus hereafter fhall he fay, and our fame fhall laft for ever.

SwaRrAN, faid the king of the hills, to-day our fame is greateft.
We fhall pafs away like a dream. No found will be in the fields
of our battles. Our tombs will be loft in the heath. The hunter
fhall not know the place of our reft. Our names may be heard in
the fong, but the ftrength of our arms will ceafe. *

O Ossran, Carril, and Ullin, you know of heroes that are no
more. Give us the fong of other years. Let the night pafs away on
the found, and morning return with joy.

WE gave the fong to the kings, and a hundred harps accom-
panied our voice. The face of Swaran brightened like the full moon
of heaven, when the clouds vanith away, and leave her calm and
broad in the midit of the fky.

It was then that Fingal {poke to Carril the chief of other times.
Where 1s the fon of Semo ; the king of the ifle of mift ? has he re-
tired, like the meteor of death, to the dreary cave of Tura?

Cucnurrin, faid Carril of other times, lies in the dreary cave of
Tura. His hand is on the {word of his ftrength. His thoughts on
the battles which he loft. Mournfulis the king of fpears, for he has
often been viGorious. He fends the fword of his war to reft on
the fide of Fingal. For, like the ftorm of the defart, thou haft
fcattered all his foes. Take, O Fingal, the {word of the hero; for
his fame is departed like mift when it flies before the ruftling wind

of the vale.
Nao:
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No : replied the king, Fingal fhall never take his (word. His
arm is mighty in war ; and tell him his fame thall never fail. Many
have been overcome 1n battle, that have fhone afterwards like the

{un of heaven.

O Swaran, king of the refounding woods, give all thy grief
away. The vanquithed, if brave, are‘renowned ; they are like
the fun in a cloud wher hie’ hides his face in the fouth, but looks
again on the hills of grafs.

GrumaL was a chief of Cona. He fought the battle on every
coaft. His foul rejoiced in blood ; his ear in the din of arms. He
poured his warriors on the founding Craca; and Craca’s king met
him from his grove ; for then within the circle of Brumo * he {poke
to the ftone of power.

Fierce was the battle of the heroe¢s, for the maid of the breaft
of fnow. The fame of the daughter of Craca had reached Grumal
at the ftreams of Cona ; he vowed to have the white-bofomed maid,
or die on the ecchoing Craca. Three days they ftrove together, and
Grumal on the fourth was bound.

FARr from his friends they placed him in the horrid circle of
Brumo ; where oftén, they faid, the ghofts of the dead howled round
the ftone of their fear. But afterwards he fthone like a pillar of the
light of heaven. They fell by his mighty hand, and Grumal had

his fame.

* This paflage 2lludes to the religion of the king of Craca, Sec a note or a fimilar
fubjeét in the third book,

Raise,
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RAIsE, ye bards of other times, raife high the praife of heroes ;
that my foul may fettle on their fame; and the mind of Swaran ceafe

to be fad.

TuEY lay in the heath of Mora; the dark winds ruftle over the
A hundred voices at once arofe, a hundred harps were

heroes.
ftrung ; they fung of other times, and the mighty chiefs of for-

mer years.

WHEN now fhall T hear the bard ; or rejoice at the fame of my
fathers ? The harp is not ftrung on Morven ; nor the voice of mufic
raifed on Cona. Dead with the mighty is the bard ; and fame is in
the defart no more.

MorNING trembles with the beam of the eaft, and glimmers on
gray-headed Cromla. Over Lena is heard the horn of Swaran, and
the fons of the ocean gather around. Silent and fad they mount
the wave, and the blaft of Ullin 1s behind their fails. White, as the

mift of Morven, they float along the fca.

Cari, faid Fingal, call my dogs, the long-bounding fons of the
chace. Call white-breafted Bran; and the furly ftrength of Luath.
Fillan, and Ryno—but he is not here; my fon refts on the bed

of death. Fillan and Fergus, blow my horn, that the joy of the
chace may arife; that the deer of Cromla may hear and ftart at the
lake of roes.

THE fhrill found {preads along the wood. The fons of heathy
A thoufand dogs fly off at once, gray-bounding
M through

Cromla arife.
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through the divided heath. A deer fell by every dog, and three by
the white-breafted Bran. He brought them, in their flight, to Fin-
gal, that the joy of the king might be great.

One deer fell at the tomb of Ryno; and the grief of Fingal re-
turned. He faw how peaceful lay the ftone of him who was the
firft at the chace. No more fhalt thou rife, O my fon, to par-
take of the feaft of Cromla. Soon will thy tomb be hid, and the
grafs grow rank on thy grave. The fons of the feeble fhall pafs
over it, and fhall not know that the mighty lie there.

Ossian and Fillan, fons of my ftrength, and Gaul king of the
blue blades of war, let us afcend the hill to the cave of Tura, and
find the chief of the battles of Erin. Are thefe the walls of Tura,
gray and lonely they rife on the heath ? The king of fhellsis fad, and
the halls are defolate. Come let us find the king of fwords, and

give him all our joy.

BuT is that Cuchullin, O Fillan, or a pillar of {moke on the
heath? The wind of Cromla is on my eyes, and I diftinguith not

my friend.

FincgALr! replied the youth, it is the fon of Semo. Gloomy
and f{ad is the hero; his hand is on his fword. Hail to the fon of
battle, breaker of the fhields!

Ha1w to thee, replied Cuchullin, hail to all the fons of Morven.
Delightful is thy prefence, O Fingal, it is like the {un on Cromla ;

when the hunter mourns his abfence for a feafon, and fees him be-
2 tween
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tween the clouds. Thy fons are like ftars that attend thy courfe,
and give light in the night.

IT is not thus thou haft feen me, O Fingal, returning from the
wars of the defart; when the kings of the world * had fled, and jny'

returned to the hill of hinds.

Maxy are thy words, Cuchullin, faid Connan + of the finall re-
nown. Thy words are many, fon of Semo, but where are thy
deeds in arms? Why did we come, over the ocean, to aid thy
feeble fword ? Thou flyeft to thy cave of forrow, and Connan fights
thy battles; Refign to me thefe arms of light; yield them, thou

fon of Erin.

No hero, replied the chief, ever fought the arms of Cuchullin;
and had a thoufand heroes fought them it were in vain, thou gloo-
my youth. I fled not to the cave of forrow, as long as Erin’s

warriors lived.

YouTH of the feeble arm, faid Fingal, Connan, fay no more.
Cuchullin is renowned in battle, and terrible over the defart. Often
have I heard thy fame, thou ftormy chief of Inisfail. Spread now
thy white fails for the ifle of mift, and fee Bragela leaning on her
rock. Her tender eye is in tears, and the winds lift her long hair
from her heaving breaft. She liftens to the winds of night to hear

* This is the only paflage in the poem, + Connan was of the family of Morni.
wherein the wars of Fingal againft the He is mentioned in feveral other poems,
Romans are alluded to:—The Roman and always appears with the fame cha-
emperor is diftinguithed in old compofition rafter. The poet pafled him over in fi-
by the title of &ing of the werld. lence till now, and his behaviour here

deferves no better ufage.

M 2 the
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the voice of thy rowers * ; to hear the fong of the fea, and the found
of thy diftant harp.

AND long fhall {he liften 1n vain; Cuchullin fhall never return.
How can I behold Bragela to raife the figh of her breaft ¢ Fingal,
[ was always vitorious in the battles of other fpears !

AND hereafter thou fhalt be vi¢torious, faid Fingal king of fhells.
The fame of Cuchullin fhall grow like the branchy tree of Cromla.
Many battles await thee, O chief, and many fhall be the wounds of
thy hand.

Brinc hither, Ofcar, the deer, and prepare the feaft of fhells;
that our fouls may rejoice after danger, and our friends delight in
our prefence.

We fat, we feafted, and we fung. The foul of Cuchullin rofe.
The ftrength of his arm returned; and gladnefs brightened on

his face.

ULrr1in gave the fong, and Carril rarfed the voice. I, often, join-
ed the bards, and {fung of battles of the {pear. Battles ! where I
often fought; but now I fight no more. The fame of my former
a&ions is ceafed ; and I fit forlorn at the tombs of my friends.

THus they paffed the night in the fong; and brought back the
morning with joy. Fingal arofe on the heath, and fhook his glit-
He moved firft toward the plains of

tering {pear in his hand.
Lena, and we followed like a ridge of fire.

* The pra&tice of finging whenthey row northweft coaft of Scotland and the ifles.
is univerfal among the inhabitants of the It deceives time, and infpirits the rowers.
SPREAD
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SpREAD the fail, faid the king of Morven, and catch the winds

that pour from Lena.

We rofe on the wave with fongs, and

rufhed, with joy, through the foam of the ocean *.

* It is allowed by the beft critics that
an epic poem ought to end happily. This
rule, in its moft material circumftances, is
obferved by the three moft defervedly ce-
lebrated poets, Homer, Virgil, and Mil-
ton; yet, I know not how it happens, the
conclufions of their poems throw a me-
lancholy damp on the mind. One leaves
his reader at a funeral; another at the un-

timely death of a hero ; and a third in the

folitary fcenes of an unpeopled world.
Ll¢ uf}f‘ m’;.-'.:pfﬂrau TaPoy "Eﬂugu; iTmo-
dac 010, HomMmEeRr.,
Such honours Ilion to her hero paid,
And peaceful flept the mighty Hector’s

fhade, PorE,

——Ferrum adverfo fub peilore condit
Fervidus, AR illi folvuntur frigore membra,
Vitaque cum gemitu fugit indignata fubumbras.
VirGiL,
He rais’d his arm aloft ; and at the word
Deep in his bofom drove the fhining fword.
The ftreaming blood diftain’d his arms

around,
And the difdainful foul came rufthing thro’
the wound. DRYDEN.

They, hand in hand, with wand’ring fteps
and flow,
Through Eden took their folitary way.
MirTonw.

COMALA:
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