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ARKNESS dwells around Dunlathmon, though the moon

{fhews half her face on the hill.

The daughter of night

turns her eyes away; for fhe beholds the grief that is coming.—

The fon of Mornt is on the plain;

* Gaul, the fon of Morni, attended
Lathmon into his own country, after his
being defeated in Morven, as related in
the preceding poem. He was kindly en-
tertained by Nuith, the father of Lath-
mon, and fell in love with his daughter
The lady was no lefs ena-

Oithona.
moured of Gaul, and a day was fixed for
their marriage. Inthe meantime Fingal, pre-
paring for an expedition into the country of
the Britons, fent for Gaul. He obeyed, and
went ; but not without promifing to Oithona

to return, if hefurvived the war, by a cer-

I i

but there is no {found in the hall.
No

tain day.—Lathmon too was obliged to
attend his father Nuith in his wars, and
Oithona was left alone at Dunlathmon,
the feat of the family.—Dunrommath, lord
of Uthal, fuppofed to be one of the Ork-
neys, taking advantage of the abfence
of her friends, came and carried off, by
force, Oithona, who had formerly rejet-
ed his love, into Tromithon, a defart
ifland, where he concealed her in a cave.
Gaul returned on the day appointed ;
heard of the rape, and failed to Tromi-

thon, to revenge himfelf on Dunrom-
math,
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No long-ftreaming * beam of light comes trembling through the

glﬂnm :

the {treams of Duvranna.

The voice of Oithona 4 is not heard amidft the noife of

WuiTHER art thou gone in thy beauty, dark-haired daughter of

Nuith?

Lathmon is in the field of the valiant, but thou didft pro-

mife to remain in the hall; thou didft promife to remain in the hall

till the fon of Morni returned.
the maid of his love.

Till he returned from Strumon, to

The tear was on thy cheek at his departure ;
the figh rofe in fecret in thy breaft.

But thou doft not come to

meet him, with fongs, with the lightly-trembling found of

the harp.

Svcu were the words of Gaul, when he came to Dunlathmon’s

towers.
ing in the hall.

The gates were open and dark. The winds were blufter-
The trees ftrowed the threfhold with leaves; and

the murmur of night is abroad.—Sad and filent, at a rock, the fon

of Morni {at:

math. When he landed, he found Oi-
thona difconfolate, and refolved not to
furvive the lofs of her honour.—She told
him the ftory of her misfortunes, and fhe
{carce ended, when Dunrommath, with
his followers, appeared at the further end

of the ifland. Gaul prepared to attack

him, recommending to Oithona to retire,
till the battle was over.—She feemingly
obeyed ; but fhe fecretly armed herfelf, rufh-
ed into the thickeft of the battle, and was
mortally wounded.—Gaul purfuing the
flying enemy, found her juft expiring on

i

his foul trembled for the maid ;

but he knew not

the field: he mourned over her, raifed
her tomb, and returned to Morven.—
Thus is the ftory handed down by tradi-
(ion; nor is it given with any material
difference in the poem, which opens with
Gaul’s return to Dunlathmon, after the
rape of Oithona.

* Some gentle taper

——vilit us
With thy long levelled rule of ftreaming
light. MiLTon.

+ Oi-théna, the virgin of the wave.

whither
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whither to turn his courfe. The fon f of Leth ftood at a diftance,
and heard the winds in his bufhy hair. But he did not raife his
voice, for he {aw the {orrow of Gaul.

SLEEP defcended on the heroes. The vifions of night arofe.
Oithona ftood in a dream, before the eyes af Morni’s fon. Her
dark hair was loofe and difordered : her lovely eye rolled in tears.
Blood ftained her fnowy arm. The robe half hid the wound of her
breaft. She ftood over the chief, and her voice was heard.

SLeeps the fon of Morni, he that was lovely in the eyes of
Oithona? Sleeps Gaul at the diftant rock, and the daughter of
Nuiith low ? The fea rolls round the dark ifle of Tromathon; 1
fit in my tears in the cave. Nor do I fit alone, O Gaul, the dark
chief of Cuthal is there. He is there in the rage of his love.—And
what can Oithona do?

- A RouGHER blaft ruthed through the oak. The dream of night
departed. Gaul took his afpen fpear; he ftood in the rage of wrath.
Often did his eyes turn to the eaft, and accufe the lagging light.—
At length the morning came forth. The hero lifted up the fail.
The winds came ruftling from the hill; and he bounded on the
waves of the deep.—On the third day arofe Tromathon ¥, like a
blue fhield in the midft of the fea. The white wave roared againft

1 Morlo, the fon of Leth, is one of Thenf{well’d tofightPhzacia’sdufky coaft,
Fingal’s moft famous heroes. He and
three other men attended Gaul on his ex-

pﬂdatiun to Tromathon.
¥

And woody mountains half in vapours loft;
That lay before him indiflin& and vaft,

Sty ! Jike a broad fhield amid the watry wafte.
EPoHYN OLEX THIGEITR ;

Taine Dainnmyymmm— + Trom-thon, heavy or deep-faunding
—§ OSE PIVOY EV MENOEIDEL TOVTW.  WAVE,

Howm. Od. v. 280.

112 1ts
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its rocks; fad Oithona fat on-the coaft. She looked on the rcrl'ling

waters, and her tears defcend. But when fhe faw Gaul in his

arms, fhe ftarted and turned her-eyes away. Her lovely cheek is
bent and red ; her white arm trembles by her fide.—Thrice fhe
ftrove to fly from his prefence; but her fteps failled her as
fhe went.

DAaucHTER of Nuith, faid the hero, why doft thou fly from
Gaul ? Do my eyes fend forth the flame of death ! Or darkens hatred
in my foul 7 Thou art to me the beam of the eaft rifing in a land
unknown. But thou covereft thy face with fadnefs, daughter of
high Dunlathmon ! Is the foe of Oithona near? My foul burns
to meet him in battle. The fword trembles on the fide of Gaul,
and longs to glitter in his hand. Speak, daughter of Nuith, doft
thou not behold my tears? |

CAR-BORNE chief of Strumon, replied the fighing maid, why
comeft thou over the dark-blue wave to Nuiith’s mournful daughter ?
Why did I not pafs away in fecret, like the flower of the rock, that
lifts its fair head unfeen, and ftrows its withered leaves on the
blaft ?  Why didft thou come, O Gaul, to hear my departing figh ?
I pafs away in my youth; and my name fhall not be heard.
Or it will be heard with forrow, and the tears of Nuith will fall.
Thou wilt be fad, fon of Morni, for the fallen fame of Oithona.
But fhe fhall fleep in the narrow tomb, far from the voice of the
Why didft thou come, chief of Strumon, to the fea-

beat rocksof Tromathon.

IMOurncr.

I caMmE to meet thy foes, daughter of car-borne Nuith! thedeath
of Cuthal’s chief darkens before me; or Morni’s fon fhall fall.—

Oithona! when Gaul is low, raife my tomb on that oozy rock ; and
5 when
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when the dark-bounding fhip fhall pafs, call the fons of the fea; call
them, and give this {word, that they may carry it to Morni’s hall ;
that the grey-haired hero may ceafe to look towards the defart for
the return of his fon.

AnD fhall the daughter of Nuith live, the replied with a burfting
figh? Shall I live in Tromathon, and the fon of Morni low?
My heart is not of that rock; nor my foul carelefs as that fea,
which lifts its blue waves to every wind, and rolls beneath the
ftorm. The blaft which fhall lay thee low, fhall {pread the

branches of Oithona on earth. We fhall wither together, fon of

car-borne Morni ! The narrow houfe is pleafant to me, and the
gray ftone of the dead : for never more will I leave thy rocks, fea-
furrounded Trométhon '—Night ¥ came on with her clouds, after
the departure of Lathmon, when he went to the wars of his fathers,
to the mofs-covered rock of Duthérmoth ; night came on, and I fat
in the hall, at the beam of the oak. The wind was abroad in the
trees. I heard the found of arms. Joy rofe in my face; forl
thought of thy return. It was the chief of Cuthal, the red-haired
ftrength of Dunrommath. His eyes rolled in fire : the blood of my
people was on his fword. They who defended Oithona fell by the
gloomy chief. What could I do? My arm was weak ; 1t could
not lift the {pear. He took me 1 my grief, amidf{t my tears he
raifed the fail. He feared the returning ftrength of Lathmon, the

But behold, he comes with his

brother of unhappy Oithona.
people ! the dark wave is divided before him '—Whither wilt thou
turn thy fteps, fon of Morni? Many are the warriors of Dun-

rommath !

¥ Qithona relates how fhe was carried away by Dunrommath,

My
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My fteps never turned from battle, replied the hero, as he un-
theathed his fword; and will I begin to fear, Oithona, when thy
foes are near? Go to thy cave, daughter of Nuath, till our battle
ceafe. Son of Leth, bring the bows of our fathers ; and the found-

ing quiver of Morni. Let our three warriors bend the yew. Our

felves will lift the fpear. They are an hoft on the rock ; but our
{fouls are ftrong.

Tue daughter of Nuith went to the cave: a troubled joy rofe
on her mind, like the red path of the lightning on a ftormy cloud.
—Her foul was refolved, and the tear was dried from her wildly-
looking eye.—Dunrommath flowly approached ; for he faw the fon
of Morni. Contempt contracted his face, a {mile is on his dark-

brown cheek ; ‘his red eye rolled, half-conceal'd, beneath his
fhaggy brows.

WHENCE are the fons of the fea, begun the gloomy chief?
Have the winds driven you to the rocks of Tromathon? Or come
you in fearch of the white-handed daughter of Nuith? The fons
of the unhappy, ye feeble men, come to the hand of Dunrommath.
His eye {pares not the weak; and he delights in the blood of
ftrangers. Oithona 1s a beam of light, and the chief of Cuthal
enjoys it in fecret ; wouldft thou come on its lovelinefs like a cloud,

fon of the feeble hand !—Thou mayft come, but fhalt thou return to
the halls of thy fathers? ,

DosT thou not know me, faid Gaul, red-haired chief of Cuthal?
Thy feet were {wift on the heath, in the battle of car-borne Lath-
mon ; when the {word of Morni’s fon purfued his hoft, in Morven’s
woody land, Dunrommath! thy words are mighty, for thy warriors

gather
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gather behind thee. But do I'fear them, fon of pride? I am not
of the race of the feeble.

GavL advanced in his arms; Dunrommath thrunk behind his
people. But the fpear of Gaul pierced the gloomy chief, and his
{word lopped off his head, as it bended in death. The fon of

Morni fhook it thrice by the lock ; the warriors of Dunrommath
fled. The arrows of Morven purfued them : ten fell on the mofly

rocks. The reft lift the founding fail, and bound on the eccho-

ing deep.

GavuL advanced towards the cave of Oithona. He beheld a youth
leaning againft a rock. An arrow had pierced his fide ; and his eye
rolled faintly beneath his helmet.—The foul of Morni’s fon is fad,
he came and {poke the words of peace.

Can the hand of Gaul heal thee, youth of the mournful brow ?
I have fearched for the herbs of the mountains; I have gathered
them on the fecret banks of their ftreams. My hand has clofed the
wound of the valiant, and their eyes have blefled the fon of Morni.
Where dwelt thy. fathers, warrior? Waere they of the fons of the
mighty ? Sadnefs fhall come, like night, on thy native ftreams ;

for thou art fallen in thy youth.

My fathers, replied the ftranger, were of the fons of the mighty ;
but they fhall not be fad; for my fame is departed like morning
mift. High walls rife on the banks of Duvranna; and fee their

mofly towers in the ftream ; a rock afcends behind them with its
bending firs. Thou mayft behold it far diftant. There my bro-
ther dwells. He is renowned in battle : give him this glitter-

ing helmet.
THE
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T'uHr helmet fell from the hand of Gaul; for it was the wounded
Oithona. She had armed herfelf in the cave, and came in fearch of

death. Her heavy eyes are half clofed ; the blood pours from

her fide.——

Son of Morni, fhe faid, prepare the narrow tomb. Sleep comes,
like a cloud, on my foul. The eyes of Oithona are dim. O had
I dwelt at Duvranna, in the bright beam of my fame! then had
my years come on with joy; and the virgins would blefs my fteps.
But I fall in youth, fon of Morni, and my father fhall blufh

in his hall.

SHE fell pale on the rock of Tromathon. The mournful hero
raifed her tomb. He came to Morven ; but we faw the darknefs
of his foul. Offian took the harp in the praife of Oithona. The
brightnefs of the face of Gaul returned. But his figh rofe, at times,
in the midft of his friends, like blafts that thake their unfrequent

wings, after the ftormy winds are laid.
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