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CONLATH and CUTHON A :
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[D not Offian hear a voice ? or is it the found of days that are
no more ! Often does the memory of former times come, like

the evening fun, on my foul.

and, in thought, I lift the {pear.

The noife of the chace is renewed ;

But Ofiian did hear a voice :

Who art thou, {on of the night 7 The fons of little men are afleep,

and the midnight wind 1s in my hall.

Perhaps it 1s the fhield of

Fingal that echoes to the blaft, it hangs in Offian’s hall, and he feels

* Conlath was the youngeft of Morni’s
fons, and brother to the celebrated Gaul,
who is fo often mentioned inOffian’s poems.
He was in love with Cuthdna the daughter
of Rumar, when Tofcar the fon of Kin-
fena, accompanied by Fercuth his friend,
arrived, from Ireland, at Mora where
Conlath dwelt.
ceived, and according to the cuftom of the

He was hofpitably re-

times, feafted, three days, with Conlath.
On the fourth he fet fail, and coafting the
ifland of waves, probably, one of the He-
brides, he faw Cuthéna huating, fell in love
with her, and carried her away, by force,
in his fhip. He was forced, by ftrels of
weather, into I-thona a defartifle. In the
mean-time Conlath, hearing of the rape,

R

{ailed after him, and found him on the
point of failing for the coaft of Ireland.
They fought ; and they, and their followers
fell by mutual wounds. Cuthéna did not long

Sfurvive : for fhe died of grief the third day

after. Fingal, hearing of their unfortunate
death, fent Stormal the fon of Moran to
bury them, but forgot to fend a bard to
fing the funeral fong over their tombs. The
gholt of Conlath came, long after, to Of-
fian, to intreat him to tranfmit, to pofte-
rity, his and Cuthona’s fame. For it-was
the opinion of the times, that the fouls of the
deceafed were not happy, till their elegies
Thus is tHe

ftory of the poem handed down by, tra-

were compofed hy a bard.

dition,
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it fometimes with his hands. Yes !—I hear thee, my friend ;
long has thy voice been zbfent from mine ear! What brings thee,
on thy cloud, to Offian, fon of the generous Morni? Are the friends
of the aged near thee ? Where is Ofcar, fon of fame ?>——He was of-

ten near thee, O Conlath, when the din of battle rofe.

GHosT of CoNLATH.

SLrePs the {weet voice of Cona, in the midit of his ruftling hall ?
Sleeps Offian in his hall, and his friends without their fame ? The
{ea rolls round the dark I-thona *, and our tombs are not feen by the
ftranger. How long {hall our fame be unheard, fon of the eccho-
ing Morven ?

(OssIAN.

O TuaAT mine eyes could behold thee, as thou fitteft, dim, on
thy cloud! Art thou like the mift of Lano ; or an half extinguifhed
meteor ? Of what are the {kirts of thy robe? Of what is thine airy
But he is gone on his blaft like the fhadow of mift.—
Come from thy wall, my harp, and let me hear thy found. Let
the light of memory rife on I-thona ; that I may behold my friends.
And Offian does behold his friends, on the dark-blue ifle.—The cave
of Thona appears, with its mofly rocks and bending trees. A ftream
roars at its mouth, and Tofcar bends over its courfe. Fercuth is {ad

by his fide : and the maid 4 of his love fits at a diftance, and weeps.
Does the wind of the waves deceive me ? Or do 1 hear them {peak ?

bow

TOSCAR.

THE night was ftormy. From their hills the groaning oaks came
down. The fea darkly-tumbled beneath the blaft, and the roaring
waves were climbing againft our rocks.—The lightning came often

% I-thonn, ifand of waves, one of the 4 Cuthonathe daughter of Rumar, whom
uninhabiied weltern ifles, Tofcar had carried away by force.,
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and fhewed the blafted fern.—Fercuth ! I faw the ghoft of night *,
Silent he ftood, on that bank; his robe of mift flew on the wind.—

123

I could behold his tears: an aged man he feemed, and full of
thought.
FERCUTH.
IT was thy father, O Tofcar; and he forefees fome death among

his race. Such was his appearance on Cromla, before the great

Ma-ronnan -+ fell.
fant are thy vales! Silence is near thy blue ftreams. and the fun is

Ullin § ! with thy hills of grafs, how plea-

on thy fields. Soft is the found of the harp in Selama ||, and lovely
the cry of the hunteron Cromla. But we are in the dark I-thona,
furrounded by the ftorm. The billows lift their white heads above

our rocks: and we tremble amidft the night.

TosSCAR.

WHuITHER is the foul of battle fled, Fercuth with the locks of
age ! I have feen thee undaunted in daqggr, and thine eyes burning
with joy in the fight. Whither is the foul of battle fled ? Our fa-
thers never feared.—Go: view the fettling fea: the ftormy wind is
laid. The billows ftill tremble J. on the deep, and feem to fear the
blaft. But view the fettling fea: morning is gray on our rocks.
The {fun will look foon from his eaft; in all his pride of light.

* ]t was long thought, in the North of feflion concerning the extraordinary death

Scotland, that ftorms were railfed by the of that hero.

This notion is ftill
entcrtained by the vulgar; for they think that

ghofts of the deceafed.

whirlwinds, and fudden [qualls of wind are
occafioned by fpirits, who tran/port them-
felves, in that manner, from one placeto
another,

+ Ma ronnan was the brother of Tof-
car : the tranflator has a poem in his pof-

R 2

1 Ulfter in Treland.

| Selimath—dean:iful ts behold, the name
of Tofcar’s palace, on the coaft of Ulfter,
near the mountain Cromla the {cene of
th: epic poem.

1

And a {till horror faddens all the deeps,

the face of ocean fleeps,

Pores Homer.
FLIFETED
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I LirTep up my fails, with joy, before the halls of generous
Conlath. My courfe was by the ifle of waves, where his love pur-
{ued the deer. I faw her, like that beam of the fun that iflues from
the cloud. Her hair was on her heaving breaft ; fhe, bending for-
ward, drew the bow : her white arm feemed, behind her, like the
fnow of Cromla :

Come to my foul, I faid, thou huntrefs of the
ifle of waves ! But fhe fpends her time in tears, and thinks of the ge-
nerous Conlath. Where can I find thy peace, Cuthona, lovely maid!

Cu-THONA *,

A pisTANT fteep bends over the fea, with aged trees and mofly
rocks : the billows roll at its feet : on its fide is the dwelling of
roes. The people call it Ardven. There the towers of Mora rife.
There Conlath looks over the fea for his only love. The daughters
of the chace returned, and he beheld their downcaft eyes. Where
is the daughter of Rumar ? But they anfwered not.—My peace dwells
on Ardven, fon of the diftant land!

TOSCAR.

Axp Cuthona fhall return to her peace; to the halls of generous
Conlath. He is the friend of Tofcar : I have feafted in his halls.—
Rife, ye gentle breezes of Ullin, and ftretch my fails towards Ard-
ven’s thores. Cuthona fhall reft on Ardven: but the days of Tof-
car will be fad.—1I fhall fit in my cave in the field of the fun, The
blaft will ruftle in my trees, and I fhall think it is Cuthona’s voice.
But fhe is diftant far, in the halls of the mighty Conlath.

* Cu-thona, the mournful found of the found of the waves; her name in tradi-

waves; a poctical name given her by tion is Gorm-huil, the blue-¢)ed mard.
Offian, on acount of her mourning to the

4 Onl
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CuTHONA.

On! what cloud is that ? It carries the ghofts of my fathers. I
fee the fkirts of their robes, like gray and watry mift. When fhall
I fall, O Rumar ?>—Sad Cuthona fees her death. Will not Conlath

‘behold me, before I enter the narrow houfe * ?

OssIAN.

AND he will behold thee, O maid : he comes along the rolling
fea. The death of Tofcar is dark on his fpear; and 2 wound is in
his fide. He is pale at the cave of Thona, and fhews his ghaftly
wound 4. Where_ art thou with thy tears, Cuthona ? the chief of
Mora dies.——The vifion grows dim on my mind :—I behold the
chiefs no more. But, O ye bards of future times, remember the
fall of Conlath with tears: he fell before his day I; and fadnefs
darkened in his hall. His mother looked to his fhield on the wall,
and it was bloody .l.. She knew that her hero died, and her forrow

was heard on Mora.

ArT thou pale on thy rock, Cuthona, befide the fallen chiefs ?
The night comes, and the day returns, but none appears to raife
their tomb. Thou frightneft the {creaming fowls || away, and thy

tears forever flow. Thou art pale as a watry cloud, that rifes

from a lake.
THE

* The grave.

.|.
Conjugisy ora modis actollens pallida miris
Crudelis aras, traj:fiaque peitora ferro
Nudavit, Vire.

inbumati vent tmago

——the ghoft appears
Of her unhappy Lord : the fpeétre ftares,
And with ere@ed eyes his bloody bofom

bares, DRrRYDEN.

t Nam quia nec fato, merita nec morte
peribat,

Sed mifera ante diem, Ge.

} It was the opinion of the times, that

the arms left by the heroes at home, became

ViIrG.

bloody the very inftant their owners were

killed, though at ever fo great a diftance.
| The fituation of Cuthona is like that
of Rizpah, Saul’s miftrefs, who fat by her
fons
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Tue fons of the defart came, and they found her dead. They
raife a tomb over the heroes; and fhe refts at the fide of Conlath.
—Come not to my dreams, O Conlath ; for thou haft received thy
fame. Be thy voice far diftant from my hall ; that fleep may defcend
at night. O that I could forget my friends: till my footfteps ceafe
to be feen! till I come among them with joy! and lay my aged
limbs in the narrow houfe !

fons after they had been hanged by the until water dropped on them out of hea-

(Gibeonites. ven, and fuffered neither the birds of the
And Rizpah, the daughter of Aiah, took air to reft on them by day, nor the bealts

fackcloth, and fpread it for her upon the of prey by night.

rock, from the beginning of the harveft 2 SAM. Xxi, 10.

CARTHON:



