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TALE of the times of old! The deeds of days of other

years !—The murmur of thy ftreams, O Lora, brings back
the memory of the paft. The found of thy woods, Garmallar, is

lovely in mine ear.

Doft thou not behold, Malvina, a rock with

its head of heath ? Three aged firs bend from its face; green is the
narrow plain at its feet ; there the flower of the mountain grows,

* This poem is compleat, and the fub-
je& of ity as of moft of Offian’s compofi-
In the time of Combhal
the fon of Trathal, and father of the cele-
brated Fingal, Clefsaimmor the fon of
Thaddu and brother of Morna, Fingal’s
mother, was driven by a ftorm into the
river Clyde, on the banks of which ftood
Balclutha, a town belonging to the Bri-

tions, tragical.

tons between the walls. He was hofpitably
received by Reuthdmir, the principal man
in the place, who gave him Moina his only
daughter in marriage. Reuda, the fon of
Cormo, a Briton who was in love with
Moina, came to Reuthamir’s houfe, and
behaved haughtily towards Cle(sammor, A

quarrel infued, in which Reuda was killed ;

and

the Britons, who attended him prefled fo
hard on Clefsimmeor, that he was obliged
to throw himfelf into the Clyde, and fwim
to his thip. He hoifted fail, and the wind
being favourable, bore him out to fea. He
often endeavoured to return, and carry oft
his beloved Moina by night ; but the wind
continuing contrary, he was forced to
deluft.

Moina, who had been left with child by
her hufband, brought forth afon, and died
{foon after.——Reuthimir named the child
Carthon, 7. e. the murmur of waves, from
the ftorm which carried off Clefsimmor his
father, who was fuppoled to have been cait
away. When Carthon was three years
old, Comhal the father of Fingal, in one

of
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and fhakes its white head in the breeze. The thiftle is there alone,
and fhades its aged beard. Two ftones, half funk in the ground,
fhew their heads of mofs. The deer of the mountain avoids tha
place, for he beholds the gray ghoft that guards it * : for the mighty
lie, O Malvina, in the narrow plain of the rock. A tale of the
times of old! the deeds of days of other years!

Wao comes from the land of ftrangers, with his thoufands around
him ? the fun-beam pours its bright ftream before him ; and his hair
meets the wind of his hills. He is
calm as the evening beam that looks, from the cloud of the weft, cn
Cona’s filent vale. Who is it but Comhal’s fon+, the king of
mighty deeds! He beholds his hills with joy, and bids a thoufand

His face is fettled: from war.

voices rife.

Ye have fled over your fields, ye fons of the diftant

land ! The king of the world fits in his hall, and hears of his people’s

flight.

He lifts his red eye of pride, and takes his father’s fword.

Ye have fled over your fields, fons of the diftant land !

of his expeditions againft the Britons, took
and burnt Balclutha., Reuthimir was kil-
led in the attack : and Carthon was carried
fafe away by his nurfe, who fled farther
Carthon,

coming to man’s eftate was refolved to re-

into the country of the Britons,

venge the fall of Balclutha on Comhal’s
polterity. He fet fail, from the Clyde,
and, falling on the coaft of Morven, de-
feated two.of Fingal’s heroes, who came to
eppofe his progrefs. He was, at laft, un-
wittingly killed by his father Clefsimmor,
in a fingle combat.

This flory is the
foundation of the prefent poem, which

opens on the night preceding the death of
Carthon, fo that what paffed before is in-
troduced by way of epifode. The poem 13
addrefled to Malvina the daughter of Tol-
car. p

* It was the opinion of the times, that
deer faw the ghofts of the dead. To this
day, when beafts fuddenly ftart-without any
apparent caufe, the vulgar think that they
fee the fpirits of the deceafed.

+ Fingal returns here, from an expedis
tion againft the Romans, which was celea
brated by Offian in a poem called the firi/s
of Creona.
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Sucu were the words of the bards, when they came to Selma’s
halls.—A thoufand lights * from the ftranger’s land rofe, in the midft
of the people. The feaft is fpread around; and the night paflfed away in
joy.— Where is the noble Clefsammor 4, faid the fair-haired Fingal ?
Where is the companion of my father, in the days of- my joy? Sul-
len and dark he pafles his days in the vale of ecchoing Lora : but, be-
hold, he comes from the hill, like a fteed { in his ftrength, who
finds his companions in the breeze; and tofles his bright mane in
the wind.
Selma ?

Bleft be the foul of Clefsammor, why fo long from

ReTUuRrRNs the chief, faid Clefsammor, i1n the mid{t of his fame ?
Such was the renown of Combhal in the battles of his youth. Often
did we pafs over Carun to the land of the ftrangers: our {words re-
turned, not unftained with blood : nor did the kings of the world
Why do I remember the battles of my youth ? My hair

is mixed with gray. My hand forgets to bend the bow : and I lift

I'EjDiCE.

* Probably wax-lights ; which are often He {nuffs the females in the diftant plain

mentioned as carried, among other booty, And fprings, exulting. PorE.
from the Roman province, Qualis ubi abruptis fugit prefepia vinclis
+ Cleflamh mor, mighty deeds. Tandem liber equus, campoque potitus aperto,

1 Haft thou given the horfe ftrength? —Jllein paffus armentague tendit equarum :
Haft thou clothed his neck with thunder?
He paweth in the valley, and rejoiceth in Luxurians, luduntque Iubee per cilla, per ar-

arreétifque fremit cervicibus alte

his ftrength. Jos. mas. Vire.
“005 &' ate TiS sATOS IMTOS ANITNCAS ET Freed from his keepers, thus with broken
QAT reins,
Atrcuov aroppnfas, &c. Howm. Il. 6. The wanton courfer prances e’or the plains:
The wanton courfer thus with reins un- Orinthe pride of youth o’erleapsthe mounds,
bound, And nufls the females in forbidden grounds.
Breaks from his ftall, and beats the trem- O’er his fhoulders flows his waving
bling ground ; mane :
His head, now freed, he tofles to the fkies ;  He neighs, he fnorts, he bears his head on
His mane difhevel’d o’er his thoulders flies ; high. DRYDEN.

S a
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a lighter fpear. O that my joy would return, as when I fitt be-
held the maid ; the white bofomed daughter of ftrangers, Moina *
with the dark-blue eyes!

Terr, faid the mighty Fingal, the tale of thy youthful days.
Sorrow, like a cloud on the {un, fhades the foul of Clefsammor.
Mournful are thy thoughts, alone, on the banks of the roaring Lora.
Let us hear the forrow of thy youth, and the darknefs of thy days.

IT was in the days of peace, replied the great Clefsammor, I
came, in my bounding thip, to Balclutha’s -+ walls of towers. The
winds had roared behind my fails, and Clutha’s f ftreams received
Three days I remained in Reuthamir’s
halls, and faw that beam of light, his daughter. The joy of the
fhell went round, and the aged hero gave the fair. Her breafts
were like foam on the wave, and her eyes like ftars of light: her
hair was dark as the raven’s wing : her foul was generous and mild.
My love for Moina was great: and my heart poured forth in joy.

my dark-bofomed vefiel.

Tue fon of a {tranger came ; a chief who loved the white-bofomed
Moina. His words were mighty in the hall, and he often half-
unfheathed his fword.—Where, he faid, is the mighty Comhal, the
reftlefs wanderer || of the heath ? Comes he, with his hoft, to Bal-
clutha, fince Clefsammor is {o bold ?

* Moina, [oft in temper and perfon. We word is Lending, in allufion to the winding

find the Britifh names in this poem derived courfe of that river. From Clutha is de-

from the Galic, which is a proof that the
ancient language of the whole iland was
one and the fame.

t+ Balclutha, 7. ¢. the town of Clyde, pro-
bably the Alduth of Bede.

+ Clutha, or Cluith, the Galic name of
the river Clyde, the figaification of the

I

rived its Latin name, Glotta.

| The word in the original here rendered
by refilefs wanderer, is Seuta, which is the
true origin of the Scot/ of the Romans; an
opprobrious name impofed by the Britons,
on the Caledonians, on accountof the con-
tinual incurfions into their country,

My
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My Soul, I replied, O warrior! burns in a light of its own. I
ftand without fear in the midit of thoufands, though the valiant are
diftant far.—Stranger! thy words are mighty, for Cleffammor is
alone. But my {word trembles by my fide, and longs to glitter in

my hand.—Speak no more of Combhal, fon of the winding Clutha !

THE {trength of his pride arofe. We fbught; he fell beneath

The banks of Clutha heard his fall, and a thoufand
I fought: the ftrangers prevailed: I

my {word.
{pears glittered around.
plunged into the ftream of Clutha. My white fails rofe over the
waves, and I bounded on the dark-blue fea.—Moina came to the
thore, and rolled the red eve of her tears: her dark hair flew on
the wind; and I heard her cries.—Often did I turn my thip ! but
the winds of the Eaft prevailed. Nor Clutha ever fince have I feen :
for I
have feen her ghoft. I knew her as the came through the duftky
night, along the murmur of Lora: fhe was like the new moon I

nor Moina of the dark brown hair.—the fell in Balclutha:

{een through the gathered mift: when the fky pours down its flaky
inow, and the world is filent and dark.

RAT1sE -, ye bards, faid the mighty Fingal, the praife of unhappy
Moina. Call her ghoft, with your fongs, to our hills; that fthe
may

* Inter quas PheenifJa recens a volnere Dido
Errabat [ylva in magna: quam Troius herss
Ut primum juxta fletit, agrovitque perumbram
Obfeuram, qualem primo qui furgere menfe
Aut videt, aut vidiffe putat per nubila lunam,

e, Virg.
Not far from thefe Pheenician Dido ftood,
Frefh from her wound, her bofom bath'd
in blood.

Whom when the ijan hero hardly knew

2

Obfcure in fhades, and with a doubtful
view,

Doubtful as he who runs thro’ dufky night,

Or thinks he fees the moon’s uncertain

light, &c.

+ The title of this poem, in the original, is

Dryp.

Duan na nlasi, i. e. The Poem of the Hymns :
probably on account of its many digreffions
from the fubje&, all which are in a ly-
ric meafure, as this fong of Fingal. Fin-

gal is celebrated by the Irifh hiftorians for
his
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may reft with the fair of Morven, the fun-beams of other days,
and the-delight of heroes of old.—I have feen the walls * of Bal-
clutha, but they were defolate. The fire had refounded in the halls:
and the voice of the people is heard no more. The ftream of Clutha
was removed from 1its place, by the fall of the walls.—The thiftle
thook, there, its lonely head: the mofs whiftled to the wind.
The fox looked out, from the windows, the rank grafs of the
wall waved round his head.—Defolate is the dwelling of Moina,
filence is in the houfe of her fathers.—Raife the fong of mourn-
ing, O bards, over the land of ftrangers. They have but fallen
before us: for, one day, we muft fal.—~Why doft thou build the
hall, fon of the winged days? 'Thou lookeft from thy towers to-day;.
yet a few years, and the blaft of the defart comes; it howls in thy
empty court, and whiftles round thy half-worn fhield.—And let the
blaft of the defart come! we fhall be renowned in our day. The
mark of my arm fhall be in the battle, and my name in the fong
of bards.—Raife the fong; fend round the fhell: and let joy be
heard in my hall.—When thou, f{un of heaven, fhalt fail! if thou
{halt fail, thou mighty light! if thy brightnefs is for a feafon, like
Fingal ; our fame fhall furvive thy beams.

SucH was the fong of Fingal, in the day of his joy. His thou-
fand bards leaned forward from their feats, to hear the voice of the
Ring. It was like the mufic of the harp on the gale of the {pring.
—Lovely were thy thoughts, O Fingal! why had not Offian the
{trength of thy foul 7—But thou ftandeift alone, my father; and |
who can equal the king of Morven ?

his wifdom in making laws, his poetical * The reader Lma}r compare this paflage
genius, and his foreknowledge of events. with the three laft verfes of the 13th chap-
~—Q'Flaherty goes fo far as to fay, that ter of Ifaiah, where the prophet foretels
Fingal’s laws were extantin hisown time.  the deftrution of Babylen,

THE
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Tue night paffed away in the fong, and morning returned in
joy ;—the mountains fhewed their gray heads; and the blue face of
ocean fmiled.—The white wave is feen tumbling round the diftant
. rock ; the gray mift rifes, flowly, from the lake. It came, in the
figure of an aged man, along the filent plain. Its large limbs did
not move in fteps ; for a ghoft fupported it in mid air. It came
towards Selma’s hall, and difiolved in a thower of blood.

TuEe king alone beheld the terrible fight, and he forefaw the
death of the people. He came, in filence, to his hall ; and took
his father’s {pear.—The mail rattled on his breaft. The heroes rofe
around. They looked, in filence, on each other, marking the eyes
of Fingal.—They faw the battle in his face: the death of armies
on his fpear.—A thoufand fhields, at once, are placed on their arms
and they drew a thoufand {words. The hall of Selma brightened -

around. The clang of arms afcends.—The gray dogs howl in
their place. No word is among the mighty chiefs.—Each marked
the eyes of the King; and half aflumed his fpear.

Sons of Morven, begun the king, this is no time to fill the
thell. The battle darkens near us; and death hovers over the land.

Some ghoft, the friend of Fingal, has forewarned us of the foe.
The fons of the ftranger come from the darkly-rolling fea. For,
from the water, came the fign of Morven's gloomy danger.—Let
each * aflume his heavy {pear, and gird on his father’s fword.—Let

* Bu uey 71 Jopu Snfacbu eu Sucmide  Fit well his helm,.gripe faft his orbed fhield,
O:clo. Hom. ii. 382, Borne ev’n or high; for this day will pour
His fharpen’d fpear let every Grecian wield, down,
Andevery Grecian fix hisbrazen thield, &¢. If 1 conjecture right, no drizling fhower,
Pore.  But rattling ftorm of arrows barb’d with
Let each fire. MiL Toxn.

His adamantine coat gird well, and each }
tne
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the dark helmet rife on every head; and the mail pour its lighten-

ing from every fide.—The battle gathers like a tempeft, and foon
fhall ye hear the roar of death.

THuEe hero moved on before his hoft, like a cloud before a ridge
of green fire; when it pours on the fky of night, and mariners
forfee a ftorm. On Cona’s rifing heath they ftood : the white-
bofomed maids beheld them above like a grove ; they forefaw the
death of their youths, and looked towards the fea with fear.—The
white wave deceived them for diftant fails, and the tear is on
their cheek.

Tue {un rofe on the fea, and we beheld a diftant fleet.—Like the
mift of ocean they came: and poured their youth upon the coait.
—The chief was among them, like the ftag in the midft of the
herd.—His fhield is ftudded with gold, and ftately flrode the king
of {pears.—He moved towards Selma ; his thoufands moved behind.

Go, with thy fong of peace, faid Fingal; go, Ullin, to the king
of fwords. Tell him that we are mighty in battle; and that the
ghofts of our foes are many.—But renowned are they who have
feafted in my halls! they fhew the arms § of my fathers in a foreign
land: the fons of the ftrangers wonder, and blefs the friends of
Morven’s race ; for our names have been heard afar; the kings of
the world fhook in the midft of their people.

ULrriN went with his fong. Fingal refted on his {fpear: he faw
the mighty foe in his armour: and he bleit the ftranger’s {on.

+ It was a cuftom among the ancient different families, as monuments of the
Scots, to exchange arms with their guefls, friendfhipgfwhich fubfited between their an-
and thofe arms were preferved long in the ceftors,

How
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How flately art thou, fon of the fea! faid the king of woody
Morven. Thy {word is a beam of might by thy fide: thy {pear is
a fir that defies the ftorm. The varied face of the moon is not
broadér than thy fhield.—Ruddy is thy face of youth! foft the
ringlets of thy hair !—But this tree may fall; and his memory be
forgot !—The daughter of the firanger will be fad, and look to the
rolling fea:—the children will fay, ¢ We fee a fthip ; perhaps it is the
¢ king of Balclutha.” The tear ftarts from their mother’s eye.
Her thoughts are of him that fleeps in Morven.

Such were the words of the king, when Ullin came to the mighty
Carthon : he threw down the {pear before him ; and raifed the fong

of peace.

Cowme to the feaft of Fingal, Carthon, from the rolling fea! par-
take the feaft of the king, or lift the {pear of war. The ghofts of

our foes are many : but renowned are the friends of Morven !

Beuorp that field, O Carthon; many a green hill rifes there,
with mofly ftones and ruftling grafs : thefe are the tombs of Fingal’s
foes, the fons of the rolling fea.

DosT thou fpeak to the feeble in arms, faid Carthon, bard of
the woody Morven ? Is my face pale for fear, fon of the peaceful
fong? Why, then, doft thou think to darken my foul with the
tales of thofe who fell /My arm has fought in the battle ; my re-
nown is known afar. Go to the feeble in arms, and bid them yield to
Fingal.—Have not I feen the fallen Balclutha ? And fhall I feaft with
Combhal’s fon ? Comhal! who threw his fire in the midft of my fa-
ther’s hall ! I was young, and knew not the caufe why the virgins
wept. The columns of {moke pleafed mine eye, when they rofe above

my walls; I often looked back, with gladnefs, when my friends
fled
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fled along the hill. But when the years of my youth came on, I
beheld the mofs of my fallen walls : my figh arofe with the morn-
ing, and my tears defcended with night.—Shall I not fight, I faid to
my foul, againft the children of my foes ? And I will fight, O bard;
I feel the ftrength of my foul.

Hrs people gathered around the hero, and drew, at once, their
fhining {words. He f{tands, in the midft, like a pillar of fire ; the
tear half-ftarting from his eye ; for he thought of the fallen Balclu-
tha, and the crowded pride of his foul arofe. ~Sidelong he looked up
to the hill, where our heroes thone in arms; the {pear trembled in
his hand : and, bending foreward, he feemed to threaten the king.

Suart I, faid Fingal to his foul, meet, at once, the king ? Shall I
{top him, in the midft of his courfe, before his fame fhall arife ?
But the bard, hereafter, may fay, when he fees the tomb of Car-
thon ; Fingal took his thoufands, along with him, to battle, before
the noble Carthon fell. No :—Dbard of the times to come! thou
{halt not leffen Fingal's fame. My heroes will fight the youth, and
Fingal behold the battle. If he overcomes, I rufh, in my ftrength,

like the roaring ftream of Cona.

Wro, of my heroes, will meet the fon of the rolling fea? Many
are his warriors on the coaft : and ftrong is his athen fpear !

CaTnuL * rofe, in his ftrength, the fon of the mighty Lor-
mar : three hundred youths attend the chief, the race -} of his native
ftreams. Feeble was his arm againft Carthon, he fell; and his

heroes fled.

* Cath-’huil, the eye of battle, Fingal, though not on the fame footing
+ It appears, from this paffage, that with the prefent tribes in the north of

clanfhip was eftablithed, in the days of Scotland.
CoNNAL
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ConnAL * refumed the battle, but he broke his heavy fpear: he
lay bound on the field : and Carthon purfued his people.

Cressammor ! faid the king 4 of Morven, where is the fpear
of thy ftrength ? Wilt thou behold Connal bound; thy friend, at
the ftream of Lora ? Rife, in the light of thy fteel, thou friend of
Comhal. Let the youth of Balclutha feel the ftrength of Mor-

ven’s race.

HEe rofe in the ftrength of his fteel, fhaking his grizly locks.
He fitted the fhield to his fide; and rufhed, in the pride of valour.

CaRrRTHON ftood, on that heathy rock, and faw the heroes ap-
proach. He loved the terrible joy of his face : and his fitength, in
the locks of age. Shall I lift that fpear, he faid, that never
ftrikes, but once, a foe? Or fhall I, with the words of peace, pre-

ferve the warrior’s life ? Stately are his fteps of age |—lovely the
remnant of his years. Perhaps it is the love of Moina; the father
of car-borne Carthon. Often have I heard, that he dwelt at the
ecchoing ftream of Lora.

SucH were his words, when Clefsammor came, and lifted high
his {pear. The youth received it on his thield, and {poke the words

of peace. Warrior of the aged locks! Is there no youth to lift
the {pear ? Haft thou no fon, to raife the fhield before his father,
and to meet the arm of youth ? Is the {poufe of thy love no more ?
or weeps the over the tombs of thy fons? Art thou of the kings of

men ? What will be the fame of my {word if thou fhalt fall ?

* This Connal is very much celebrated, in the North, who pretend they are de-
in ancient poetry, for his wifdom and va- fcended from him.
lour: there is a fmall tribe flill fubfifting, + Fingal did not then know that Car-
thon was the fon of Clefsammor,

£ 17
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IT will be great, thou fon of pride! begun the tall Clefsimmor.
I have been renowned in battle; but I never told my name* to a
foe. Yield to me, fon of the wave, and then thou fhalt know, that
the mark of my {fword is in many a field.

I NEvER yielded, king of fpears! replied the noble pride of Car-
thon: I have alfo fought in battles; and I behold my future fame.
Defpife me not, thou chief of men; my arm, my {pear is ftrong.
Retire among thy friends, and let young heroes fight.

Wauy doft thou wound my foul, replied Clefsammor with a tear?
Age does not tremble on my hand ; I f{till can lift the fword. Shall
I fly in Fingal’s fight; in the fight of him I loved ? Son of the fea!
I never fled : exalt thy pointed ipear.

Tuey fought, like two contending winds, that ftrive to roll the
wave. Carthon bade his {pear to err; for he f{till thought that the
foe was the fpoufe of Moina.

He broke Clefsammor’s beamy
fpear in twain : and feized his fhining {word. But as Carthon was
binding the chief; the chief drew the dagger of his fathers. He
faw the foe’s uncovered fide ; and opened, there, a wound.

Fincgal faw Clefsimmor low : he moved in the found of his
fteel. 'The hoft ftood filent, in his prefence ; they turned their eyes
towards the hero.—He came, like the fullen noife of a ftorm, before
the winds arife : the hunter hears it in the vale, and retires to the
cave of the rock.

# To tell one’s name to an enemy was batants, the battle immediately cealed ;
reckoned, in thofe days of heroifm, a ma- and the ancient amity of their forefathers
nifeft evafion of fighting him ; for, if it was renewed. A man who tells his name
was once known, that friendfhip fubfifted, #o Ais emermy, was of old an ignominious
of old, between the anceftors of the com- term for a coward.

CARTHON
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CarTuoN ftood in his place: the blood is rufhing down his
fide : he faw the coming down of the king; and his hopes of fame
arofe *; but pale was his cheek: his hair flew loofe, his hel-
met f{hook on high: the force of Carthon failed; but his foul was

ftrong.

FincAL beheld the heroe’s blood ; he ftopt the uplifted fpear.
Yield, king of {words! faid Combhal’s fon; I behold thy blood.
Thou haft been mighty in battle ; and thy fame fhall never fade.

Ar-T thou the king fo far renowned, replied the car-borne Car-
thon ? Art thou that light of death, that frightens the king:s of the
world ?—But why fhould Carthon afk ? for he is like the {tream of
his defart; ftrong as a river, in his courfe : fwift as the eagle of the
fky.—O that I had fought with the king; that my fame might be

great in the fong ! that the hunter, beholding my tomb, might fay,
he fought with the mighty Fingal. But Carthon dies unknown ; he

has poured out his force on the feeble.

Bu T thou fhalt not die unknown, replied the king of woody Mor-
yen: my bards are many, O Carthon, and their fongs defcend to
future times. The children of the years to come fhall hear the fame
of Carthon; when they fit round the burning oak 4, and the night
1s {pent in the fongs of old. The hunter, fitting in the heath,
fhall hear the ruftling blaft ; and, raifing his eyes, behold the rock
where Carthon fell. He fhall turn to his {on, and thew the place

* This expreffion admits of a double + In the north of Scotland, till very
meaning, either that Carthon hoped to ac- lately, they burnt a large trunk of an oak
quire glory by killing Fingal ; or to be ren-  at their feftivals; it was called the trunt of
dered famous by falling by his hand. The #hs fea/f. Time had, fo much, confecrated

laft is the moft probable, as Carthon is al- the cuftom, that the vulgar thooght it a
seady wounded, | kind of facrilege to difufe it.

T 2 where
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where the mighty fought; ¢ There the king of Balclutha fought,
like the ftrength of a thoufand ftreams.”

Jov rofe in Carthon’s face : he lifted his heavy eyes. He gave
his fword to Fingal, to lie within his hall, that the memory of
Balclutha’s king might remain on Morven.—The battle ceafed along
the field, for the bard had fung the fong of peace. The chiefs ga-
thered round the falling Carthon, and heard his words, with fighs.
Silent they leaned on their {pears, while Balclutha’s hero {poke.

His hair fighed in the wind, and his words were feeble.

KinG of Morven, Carthon faid, I fall in the midft of my courfe.
A foreign tomb receives, in youth, the laft of Reuthamir’s race.
Darknefs dwells in Balclutha : and the thadows of grief in Crathmo.
—But raife my remembrance on the banks of Lora : where my fa-
thers dwelt. Perhaps the hufband of Moina will mourn over his
fallen Carthon.

His words reached the heart of Clefsammor : he fell, in filence,
on his fon. The hoft ftood darkened around: no voice is on the
plains of Lora. Night came, and the moon, from the eaft, looked
on the mournful field: but {till they ftood, like a filent grove that
lifts its head on Gormal, when the loud winds are laid, and dark au-
tumn is on the plain. '

TuREE days they mourned above Carthon; on the fourth his fa-
ther died. In the narrow plain of the rock they lie; and a dim
ghoft defends their tomb. There lovely Meina is often feen ; when
the fun-beam darts on the rock, and all around is dark. There fhe
is feen, Malvina, but not like the daughters of the hill. Her robes
are from the firanger’s land ; and fhe is {till alone.

2 FINGAL
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FincaLr was fad for Carthon; he defired his bards to mark the
day, when fhadowy autumn returned. And often did they mark
the day and {ing the hero’s praife. Who comes fo dark from ocean’s
roar, like autumn’s fhadowy cloud ? Death is trembling in his hand |
Who roars along dark Lora’s heath ?
Who but Carthon, king of fwords? The people fall ! fee! how
he ftrides, like the fullen ghoft of Morven !-—But there he lies a
goodly oak, which fudden blafts overturned! When fhalt thou rife,
Who comes {o dark
from ocean’s roar, like autumn’s thadowy cloud ?

his eyes are flames of fire !

Balclutha’s joy ! lovely car-borne Carthon ?

Sucu were the words. of the bards, in the day of their mourning :
I have accompanied their voice; and added to their fong. My foul
has been mournful for Carthon; he fell in the days of his valour :
and thou, O Clefsammor! where is thy dwelling in the air >~—~Has
the youth forgot his wound ? And flies he, on the clouds, with

thee *-

I feel ‘the fu-n, O Malvina, leave me to my reft. Perhaps
they may come to my dreams; I think I hear a feeble voice.—The

beam of heaven delights to: fhine on the grave of Carthon: I feel it
warm around.,

O THou that rolleft above *, round as the fhield of my fathers!
Whence are thy beams, O fun! thy everlafting light ? Thou comeft
forth, in thy awful beauty, and the ftars hide themfelves in the {ky;
the moon, cold and pale, finks in the weftern wave. But thou thy-
felf moveft alone: who can be a companion of thy courfe! The
oaks of the mountains fall : the mountains themfelves decay with

* This paflage is fomething fimilar to  Of this new world ; at whofe fight all the
Satan’s addrefs to the Sun, in the fourth ftars
book of Paradife Loft. Hide their diminifh’d heads ; to thee I call,
O thou that with furpafling glory crown’d, Butwith no friendly voice, and add thy name
Looks from thy fole dominion like the god O fun!

vears ;
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years ; the ocean fhrinks and grows again : the moon herfelf is loft
in heaven; but thou art for ever the fame; rejoicing in the bright-
nefs of thy courfe. When the world is dark with tempefts ; when
thunder rolls, and lightning flies; thou lookeft in thy beauty, from
the clouds, and laugheft at the ftorm. But to Offian, thou lookeft
in vain ; for he beholds thy beams no more; whether thy yellow
hair flows on the eaftern clouds, or thou trembleft at the gates of
the weft. But thou art perhaps, like me, for a feafon, and thy
years will have an end. 'Thou fhalt fleep in thy clouds, carelefs of
the voice of the morning.—— Exult then, O fun, in the ftrength of
thy youth! Age 1s dark and unlovely ; 1t is like the glimmering light
of the moon *, when it fhines through broken clouds, and the
mift 1s on the hills ; the blaft of north is on the plain, the traveller
thrinks in the midft of his journey.

* Quale per incertam lunam fub lucc ma- 'Thus wander travellers in woods by night,
ligna By the moon’s doubtful, and malignant light
Ef iter in filvisy ubi ceelum condidit umbra 'When Jove indufky clouds involves the fkies,
Fupiter, & rabus nox abftulit atra cobrem.  And the faint crefcent fhoots by fits before
Virc, their eyes, Dr¥p.

IHE



