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FTrHE

WAR of INIS-THON A~*:

A Y XL R

UR youth is like the dream of the hunter on the hill of heath.
He fleeps in the mild beams of the fun ; but he awakes amidft

a ftorm; the red lightning flies around : and the trees fhake their
heads to the wind. He looks back with joy, on the day of the
fun; and the pleafant dreams of his reft!

WueN fhall Offian’s youth return, or his ear delight in the found
of arms? When fhall I, Lhke Ofcar, travel 4 in the light of my
{teel '—Come, with your ftreams, ye hills of Cona, and liften to
the voice of Offian! The fong rifes, like the fun, in my foul ; and
my heart feels the joys of other times.

I senoLp thy towers, O Selma! and the oaks of thy fhaded
wall :—thy ftreams found in my ear; thy heroes gather round.
Fingal fits in the midft; and leans on the fhield of Trenmor :—his

* Inis-thona, 7. e the ifland of waves,
was a country of Scandinavia fubject to its
own king, but depending upon the king-
dom of Lochlin.—This poem is an epifode
introduced in a great work compofed by
Offian, in which the a&ions of his friends,
and his beloved fon Ofcar, were inter-

woven,— T he work itfelf is loft, but fome
epifodes, and the ftory of the poem, are
handed down by tradition, There are
fome now living, who, in their youth, have
heard the whole repeated.

+ Travelling in the greatnefs of his
Isaran Ixin I.

{pear

ftrength.
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fpear ftands égainﬁ the wall; he liftens to the fong of his bards.—
The deeds of his arm are heard; and the a&ions of the king in
his youth.

Oscar had returned from the chace, and heard the hero’s praife.
—He took the fhield of Branno * from the wall; his eyes were
filled with tears. Red was the cheek of youth. His voice was
trembling, low. My {pear thook its bright head in his hand: he
{poke to Morven’s king.

Fingar! thou king of heroes! Offian, next to him in war ! ye
have fought the battle in your youth; your names are renowned in
the fong.—Ofcar is like the mift of Cona; I appear and vanifh.—
The bard will not know my name.—The hunter will not fearch in
the heath for my tomb. Let me fight, O heroes, in the battles of
Inis-thona. Diftant is the land of my war!—ye fhall not hear of
Ofcar’s fall.
to the fong.—The daughter of the ftranger fhall fee my tomb, and
weep over the youth that came from afar. The bard fhall fay, at

the feaft, hear the {fong of Ofcar from the diftant land !

Some bard may find me there, and give my name

OscaRr, replied the king of Morven ; thou fhalt fight, fon of my
fame !—Prepare my dark-bofomed fhip to carry my hero to Inis-
thona. Son of my fon, regard our fame ;—for thou art of the race
of renown. Let not the children of ftrangers fay, feeble are the
{fons of Morven! Be thou, in battle, like the roaring ftorm:
mild as the evening fun in peace.—Tell, Ofcar, to Inis-thona’s king,
that Fingal remembers his youth; when we ftrove in the combat

together in the days of Agandecca.

* This is Branno, the father of Everal- round the lake of Lego,—His great a&tions
lin, and grandfather to Ofcar; he was of are handed down by tradition, and his ho-

Irith extraltion and Jord of the country fpitality has pafled into a proverb,
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THrEY lifted up the founding fail ; the wind whiftled through the
thongs * of their mafts. 'Waves lafththe oozy rocks : the ftrength of
ocean roars. My fon beheld, from the wave, the land of groves.
He rufhed into the ecchoing bay of Runa; and fent his {word to
Annir king of fpears.
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Tue gray-haired hero rofe, when he faw the {word of Fingal.
His eyes were full of tears, and he remembered the battles of their
youth. Twice they lifted the {pear before the lovely Agandecca :
heroes ftood far diftant, asif two ghofts contended.

BuT now, begun the king, I am old ; the {ivord lies ufelefs in my
hall. Thou who art of Morven’srace ! Annir has been in the ftrife
of {pears ; but he is pale and withered now, like the oak of Lano.
I have no fon to meet thee with joy, or to carry thee to the halls of
his fathers. Argon is pale in the tomb, and Ruro 1s no more.—
My daughter is in the hall of ftrangers, and longs to behold my
tomb. Her {poufe fhakes ten thoufand fpears ; and comes + like
cloud of death from Lano.—Come, to fhare the feaft of Annir, fon

of ecchoing Morven.

THrEE days they feafted together; on the fourth Annir heard
the name of Ofcar.—They rejoiced in the fhell ; and purfued the

boars of Runa.

pleat vi€tory. An end was put to the war
by the death of Cormalo, who fell in a fingle
combat, by Ofcar’s hand.—Thus is the
ftory delivered down by tradition ; though
the poet, to raife the character of his fon,

* Leather thongs were ufed in Offian’s
time, inftead of ropes.

+ Cormalo had refolved en a war againft
his father in law Annir king of Inis thona,
in order to deprive him of his kingdom :

the injultice of his defigns was fo much re-
fented by Fingal, that he fent his grandfon,
Ofcar, to the affiltance of Annir. Both ar-
mies came foon to a battle, in which the

condu& and valour of Ofcar obtained a com-
1

makes Ofcar himfelf propofe the expedition.

T 7o rejoice in the fheli is a phrafe for
feafting fumptuoufly and drinking freely.
I have obferved in a preceding note, that

the ancient Scots drunk in fhells.
BEsiDE
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BesipE the fount of mofly ftones, the weary heroes reft. The tear

fteals in fecret from Annir: and he broke the rifing {igh,

Here

darkly reft, the hero faid, the children of my youth.—This ftone is

the tomb of Ruro: that tree founds over the grave of Argon.

Do

ye hear my voice, O my fons, within your narrow houfe ? Or do

ye fpeak in thefe ruftling leaves, when the winds of the defart rife ?

Kinc of Inis-thona, faid Oicar, how fell the children of youth ?
The wild boar often rufthes over their tombs, but he does not di-

{turb the hunters.

They purfue deer * formed of clouds, and bend

their airy bow.—They ftill love the {port of their youth ; and mount

the wind with joy.

* The notion of Offian concerning the
{tate of the deceafed, was the fame with
that of the ancient Greeks and Romans.
They imagined that the fouls purfued, in
their feparate ftate, the employments and
pleafures of their former life.

Arma procul,currufque virdm miratur inanis,

Stant terra defixe hafle, paffimque foluti
Per campum pafcuntur equi, que gratia
curruum
Armorumgue fuit VIS que cura nitentis
Pafcere equosy eadem fequitur tellure repofios.
VIRraG,
The chief beheld their chariots from afar;
Their fhining arms and courfers train’d
to war :
Their lances fix'd in earth, their fleeds
around,
Iree from the harnefs, graze the flow’ry
ground,

The love of horfes which they had, alive,
And care of chariots, after death furvive.
DrypEN.
Tov 08 per sicevanoay Biny Hpananein,
Eidwiov.

0 8’y €0EMVT WWATL L0ixaS
Tupevoy Tofov exwy, xai ems uEuP:}q:-w S50y
Asndy wanlaivwy, aiel Barfovrs fonds, &c.
Hom. Odyff. 11.
Now I the ftrength of Hercules behold,
A tow’ring {pedlre of gigantic mold ;
Gloomy as night he ftands in aét to throw
T'h’ aerial arrow from the twanging bow.
Around his breaft a wond’rous zone is roll’d
Where woodland monfters grin in fretted
gold,
There fullen lions fternly feem to roar,
Therewar and havock 2nd deftruéion ftood,
And vengeful murder red with human bload.

POPE.

CoRAMO,



108 The WAR ofif I' N IES§-T\H O N A:

CormALo, replied the king, is chief of ten thoufand fpears;
he dwells at the dark-rolling waters of Lano ¥ ; which fent forth the
cloud of death. He came to Runa’s ecchoing halls, and fought the
honour of the fpear 4. The youth was lovely as the firft beam of
the fun ; and few were they who could meet him in fight | —My
heroes yielded to Cormalo: and my daughter loved the fon of Lano.

ArconN and Ruro returned from the chace; the tears of their
pride defcend :—They rolled their filent eyes on Runa’s heroes, be-
caufe they yielded to a ftranger: three days they feafted with Cor-
malo : on the fourth my Argon fought.—But who could fight with
Argon !—Lano’s chief is overcome. His heart {welled with the grief

of pride, and he refolved, in fecret, to behold the death of my fons.

TueY went to the hills of Runa, and purfued the dark-brown
hinds. The arrow of Cormalo flew in fecret; and my children
fell. He came to the maid of his love ; to Inis-thona’s dark-haired

maid. They fled over the defart—and Annir remained alone.
NicHT came on and day appeared ; nor Argon’s voice, nor Ru-
ro’s came. At length their much-loved dog is feen; the fleet and
bounding Runar. He came into the hall and howled ; and feemed
to look towards the place of their fall. We followed him: we
found them here : and laid them by this moffly ftream. This is the
haunt of Annir, when the chace of the hinds is over. I bend like

the trunk of an aged oak above them : and my tears for ever flow.

* Lano was a lake of Scandinavia, plains of autumn, and brings death to the
remarkable, in the days of Offian, for people. FingaLr, B. L.
emitting a peflilential vapour in autumn. + By the honour of the [pear is meant the
And thou, O waliant Duchsmar, like the tournament prallifed among the ancient
mifl of marjby Lano ; whn it fails over the northern nations.

2 RoNNAN,
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O Ronnan ! faid the rifing Ofcar, Ogar kingof fpears! call my
heroes to my fide, the fons of ftreamy Morven. To-day we go to
Lano’s water, that fends forth the cloud of death. Cormalo will not
long rejoice : death is often at the point of our fwords.

Tuey came over the defart like ftormy clouds, when the winds
roll them over the heath: their edges are tinged with lightning :
and the ecchoing groves forefee the ftorm. The horn of Ofcar’s
battle is heard ; and Lano thook over all its waves. The children
of the lake convened around the founding fhield of Cormalo.

OscaRr fought, ashe was wont in battle. Cormalo fell beneath
his fword : and the fons of the difmal Lano fled to their fecret vales.
Ofcar brought the daughter of Inis-thona to Annir’s ecchoing
halls. The face of age is bright with joy; he bleft the king of

{words.

How great was the joy of Offian, when he beheld the diftant fail
of his fon! it was like a cloud of light that rifes in the eaft, when
the traveller is fad in a land unknown ; and difmal night, with her

ghofts, is fitting around him.

WE brought him, with fongs, to Selma’s halls. Fingal ordered
the feaft of fhells to be {fpread. A thoufand bards raifed the name
of Ofcar: and Morven anfwered to the noife. The daughter of
Tofcar was there, and her voice was like the harp ; when the diftant
found comes, in the evening, on the foft-ruftling breeze of the vale.

O LAY me, ye that fee the light, near fome rock of my hills:
let the thick hazels be around, let the ruftling oak be near. Green
be the place of my reft; and let the found of the diftant torrent

be heard. Daughter of Tofcar, take the harp, and raife the lovely
fong
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fong of Selma; that f{leep may overtake my {foul in the midft of
joy ; that the dreams of my youth may return, and the days of the
mighty Fingal.

SeLma ! I behold thy towess, thy trees, and fhaded wall. T fee
the heroes of Morven; and hear the fong of bards. Ofcar lifts the
{fword of Cormalo ; and a thoufand youths admire its {tudded thongs.
They look with wonder on my fon; and admire the ftrength of his
arm. They mark the joy of his father’s eyes; they long for an
equal fame.

Anp ye fhall have your fame, O fons of ftreamy Morven.—My
foul is often brightened with the fong; and [ remember the com-
panions of my youth. But fleep defcends with the found of the
harp; and pleafant dreams begin to rife. Ye fons of the chace ftand
far diftant, nor difturb my reft *. The bard of other times con-
verfes now with his fathers, the chiefs of the days of old.—Sons of
the chace, ftand far diftant; difturb not the dreams of Offian.

* [ charge you, O ye daughters of Je- field, that ye flir not up, nor awake my
rufalem, by the roes, and by the hinds of the love, till he pleafe. SoLoMoN’s Song,
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