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RING, daughter of Tofcar, bring the harp; the light of the

fong rifes in Offian’s foul.

It 1s like the field, when darknefs

covers the hills around, and the thadow grows flowly on the plain

of the fun.

I senorp my fon, O Malvina, near the mofly rock of Crona +;

but it is the mift { of the defart tinged with the beam of the weft :
Lovely is the mift that affumes the form of Ofcar ! turn from it, vye
winds, when ye roar on the fide of Ardven.

Wro comes towards my fon, with the murmur of a fong ? His

ftaff 1s in his hand, his gray hair loofe on the wind.

* Caros is probably the noted ufurper
Caraufius, by birth a Menapian, who af-
fumed the purple in the year 284; and,
feizing on Britain, defeated the emperor
Maximian Herculius in feveral naval en-
oagements, which gives propriety to his
being called in this poem the king of fhips.
——He repaired Agricola’s wall, in order
to obftruét the incurfions of the Caledo-
nians ; and when he was employed in that
work, it appears he was attacked by a

I

Sur]y jn}f

party under the command of Ofcar the fon
of Offian. Thhis battle is the foundation
of the prefent poem, which is addrefled to
Malvina the daughter of Tofcar.

+ Crona is the name of a fmall ftream
On its

banks is the fcene of the preceding drama-

which runs into the Carron.
tic poem.

T Who s this that cometh out of the
wildernefs like pillars of fmoke.

SoLoMON’s Song,

]ighter:ﬁ
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lichtens his face; and he often looks back to Caros. It is Ryno *
of the fong, he that went to view the foe.

WHaAT does Caros king of thips, faid the {on of the now mourn-
ful Offian ? {preads he the wings + of his -pride, bard of the times
of old ?

He {preads them, Ofcar, replied the bard, but it is behind his
gathered heapi. He looks over his ftones with fear, and beholds
thee terrible, as the ghoft of night that rolls the wave to his thips.

Go, thou firft of my bards, fays Ofcar, and take the {pear of Fin-
gal. Fix a flame on its point, and fhake it to the winds of heaven.
Bid him, in fongs, to advance, and leave the rolling of his wave.
Tell to Caros that I long for battle; and that my bow is weary of
the chace of Cona. Tell him the mighty are not here; and that
my arm 1s young.

HEe went with the murmur of his fong. Ofcar reared his voice
on high, It reached his heroes on Ardven, like the noife of a
cave || ; when the {ea of Togorma rolls before it ; and its trees meet
the roaring winds.

They gather round my fon like the ftreams
of the hill ; when, after rain, they roll in the pride of their courfe.

Ry~o came to the mighty Caros, and ftruck his flaming {pear.
Come to the battle of Ofcar, O thou that fitteft on the rolling of
waters. Fingal is diftant far; he hears the fongs of his bards in

* Ryno is often mentioned in the an- 1 Agricola’s wall which Caraufius re-
cient poetry. He feems to have been paired.
a bard, of the firft rank, in the days of | =—=As when the hollow rocks retain
Fingal. The found of bluftering winds.—

+ The Roman eagle. MirToON,

Morven:
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Morven : and the wind of his hall is in his hair, His terrible fpear
is at his fide; and his fhield that is like that darkened moon. Come
to the battle of Ofcar; the hero is alone.

HEe came not over the ftreamy Carun*; the bard returned with
his fong. Gray night grows dim on Crona. The feaft of fhells
is {pread. A hundred oaks burn to the wind, and faint light gleams
over the heath. The ghofts of Ardven pafs through the beam, and
fhew their dim and diftant forms. Comala 4 is half-unfeen on her
meteor ; and Hidallan is {fullen and dim, like the darkened moon

behind the mift of night,

WaHay art thou fad? faid Ryno; for he alone beheld the chief.
Why art thou fad, Hidallan, haft thou not received thy fame? The
fongs of Offian have been heard, and thy ghoft has brightered in
the wind, when thou didit bend from thy cloud to hear the fong of
Morven’s bard.

AND do thine eyes behold the hero, faid Ofcar, like the dim
meteor of night ? Say, Ryno, fay, how fell the chief that was fo re-
nowned in the days of our fathers ? His name remains on the
rocks of Cona; and I have often {een the ftreams of his hills.

FiNnGcaL, replied the bard, had driven Hidallan from his wars.

The king’s foul was fad for Comala, and his eyes could not behold
Hidallan.

* The river Carron. order to introduce the fequel of Hidallan’s
+ This is the fcene of Comala’s death, ftory, who, on account of her death, had
which is the fubjet of the dramatic poem, been expelled from the wars of Fingal.
— The poet mentions her in this place, in

O LoNELY)



¢

o8 The WAR of CAROS:

LoNELY, fad along the heath he flowly moved with filent fleps.
His arms hang difordered on his fide. His hair flies loofe from his
helmet. The tear is in his down-caft eyes; and the figh half-filent
in his breaft.

TuREE days he ftrayed unfeen, alone, before he came to La-
mor’s halls: the mofly halls of his fathers, at the ftream of Balva *.
There Lamor fat alone beneath a tree; for he had fent his

people with Hidallan to war. The ftream ran at his feet, and his
gray head refted on his ftaff. Sightlefs are his aged eyes. He

hums the fong of other times. The noife of Hidallan’s feet came

to his ear : he knew the tread of his fon.

Is the fon of Lamor returned ; or is it the found of his ghoit?
Haft thou fallen on the banks of Carun, fon of the aged Lamor?
Or, if I hear the found of Hidallan’s feet ; where are the mighty in
the war? where are my people, Hidallan, that were wont to return
Have they fallen on the banks

with their cchﬂing thields ?
of Carun?

No: replied the fighing youth, the people of Lamor live. They
are renowned in battle, my father ; but Hidallan is renowned no
more. I muil fit alone on the banks of Balva, when the roar of the
battle grows.

BuT thy fathers never fat alone, replied the rifing pride of La-
mor ; they never {at alone on the banks of Balva, when the roar of
battle rofe. Doft thou not behold that tomb ? My eyes dicern

* This is perhaps that {mall ftream, tivar in Stirlingfhire. Balva fignifies @
{till retaining the name of Balva, which filent fream ; and Glentivar, the fequeflered

runs through the romantic valley of Glen~ wale, )
1t
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it not; there refts the noble Garmallon who never fled from war.
Come, thou renowned in battle, he fays, come to thy father's

tomb., How am I renowned, Garmallon, for my fon has fled

from war ?

KinG of the ftreamy Balva! faid Hidallan with a figh, why doft
thou torment my foul ? Lamor, I never feared.—Fingal was {ad for

Comala, and denied his wars to Hidallan; go to the gray ftreams
of thy land, he faid, and moulder like a leaflefs oak, which the

winds have bent over Balva, never more to grow.

ANxDp muit I hear, Lamor replied, the lonely tread of Hidallan’s
fect 2 When thoufands are renowned in battle, fhall he bend over
my gray {treams? Spirit of the noble Garmallon! carry Lamor to
his place; his eyes are dark ; his foul is fad ; and his fon has loft

his fame.

WHERE, faid the youth, fhall I fearch for fame to gladden the
{foul of Lamor ? From whence fhall I return with renown, that the
3 | go to the

found of my arms may be pleafant in his ear?
chace of hinds, my name will not be heard.—Lamor will not feel
my dogs, with his hands, glad at my arrival from the hill. He will
not enquire of his mountains, or of the dark-brown deer of his

defarts.

I musT fall, faid Lamor, like a leaflefs oak : it grew on a rock,

but the winds have ovelturned it. My ghoft will be feen on

my hills, mournful for my young Hidallan. Will not ye, ye mifts, as

ye rife, hide him from my fight? My fon !—go to Lamor's

hall : there the arms of our fathers hang.—Bring the {word of Gar-

mallon ;—he took it from a foe.
O 2 Hre
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HE went and brought the fword with all its ftudded thongs,—~——
Ie gave it to his father, The gray-haired hero felt the point with
his hand.

My {on '—lead me to Garmallon’s tomb : it rifes befide that ruft-
ling tree. The long grafs is withered ;—I heard the breeze whift-
ling there.—A little fountain murmurs near, and fends its water to
Balva. There let me reft ; itis noon : and the fun is on our fields.

HEe led him to Garmallon’s tomb. Lamor pierced the fide of his
They {leep together : and their ancient halls moulder on

{on.
Balva’s banks.—Ghofts are feen there at noon : the valley is filent,

and the people thun the place of Lamor.

MourNFuUL is thy tale, faid Ofcar, fon of the times of old !—
My foul fighs for Hidallan; he fell in the days of his youth. He
flies on the blaft of the defart, and his wandering is in a foreign
land.

Sons of the ecchoing Morven! draw near to the foes of Fingal.
Send the night away in fongs; and watch the ftrength of Caros.
Ofcar goes to the people of other times ; to the fhades of filent Ard-
ven ; where his fathers fit dim in their clouds, and behold the future
war.—And art thou there, Hidallan, like a half-extinguithed meteor ?
Come to my fight, in thy forrow, chief of the roaring Balva!

THE heroes move with their fongs.—Ofcar flowly afcends the
hill.—The meteors of night fet on the heath before him. A diftant
torrent faintly roars.—Unfrequent blafts rufh through aged oaks.
The half-enlightened moon finks dim and red behind her hill.—
Ofcar drew his {word.

Feeble voices are heard on the heath.

1 CoME,
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Come, faid the hero, O ye ghofts of my fathers! ye that fought
againft the kings of the world !—Tell me the deeds of future times;
and your converfe in your caves ; when you talk together and behold
your fons in the fields of the valiant.

TrRENMOR came, from his hill, at the voice of his mighty fon.—
A cloud, like the fteed of the ftranger, fupported his airy limbs.
His robe is of the mift of Lano, that brings death to the people.
His {word is a green meteor half-extinguifhed. His face is with-
out form, and dark. He fighed thrice over the hero: and thrice
the winds of the night roared around. Many were his words to
Ofcar : but they only came by halves to our ears: they were dark
as the tales of other times, before the light of the fong arofe. He
flowly vanithed, like a mift that melts on the funny hill.

IT was then, O daughter of Tofcar, my fon begun firft to be fad.
He forefaw the fall of his race; and, at times, he was thoughtful
and dark ; like the fun * when he carries a cloud on his face; but
he looks afterwards on the hills of Cona.

OscAr paflfed the night among his fathers, gray morning met
him on the banks of Carun.

A GREEN vale furrounded a tomb which arofe in the times of old.
Little hills lift their head at a diftance ; and ftretch their old trees
to the wind. The warriors of Caros fat there, for they had paffed
the ftream by night. They appeared, like the trunks of aged pines,
to the pale light of the morning.

Oscar ftood at the tomb, and raifed thrice his terrible voice.
The rocking hills ecchoed around : the ftarting roes bounded away.

» caput obfcura nitidum ferruging texit, VIRG,

And
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And the trembling ghofts of the dead fled, fhricking on their clouds.
So terrible was the voice of my fon, when he called his friends.

A THoUusAND{pears rofe around; the people of Caros rofe.—Why,
daughter of Tofcar, why that tear ? My fon, though alone, is brave.
Ofcar is like a beam of the fky; he turns around and the people fall.
His hand is like the arm of a ghoft, when he ftretches it from a cloud :
the reft-of his thin form is unfeen : but the people die in the vale.

My fon beheld the approach of the foe; and he ftood in the fi-
lent darknefs of his ftrength. «« Am I alone, f{aid Ofcar, in the
midit of a thoufand foes *—Many a {pear is there !—many a darkly-
rolling eye !—Shall I fly to Ardven ?—But did my fathers ever fly!
The mark of their arm is in a thoufand battles.—Ofcar too will
be renowned. Come, ye dim ghofts of my fathers, and behold

my deeds in war !—I may fall; but I will be renowned like the
race of the ecchoing Morven *”,

He ftood, growing in his place, like the flood of the narrow vale.
The battle came, but they fell : bloody was the fword of Ofcar.

THE noife reached his people at Crona ; they came like a hundred
ftreams. 'The warriors of Caros fled, and Ofcar remained like a
rock left by the ebbing fea.

* This pafiage is very like the foliloquy
of Ulylies upen a fimilar occafion.
= % # ¥ 5 5
ipios eyw, 78 wals; MEYo JEY HUAGY,
CLUE ;‘.::"!4”’2"
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Hom. IL 11.
Whatfarther fubterfuge,what hopes remain?

What fhame, inglorjous if T quit the plain?

3

What danger, fingly if I{land the ground,

My friends all fcatter’d, all the foes around?

Yet wherefore doubtfu! ? let this truth

{ufhce ;

Thebrave meets danger,and thecoward flies:

To die or conquer proves a hero’s heart,

And knowing this, ] know a foldier’s part,
PorE.

Now
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Now dark and deep, with all his fteeds, Caros rolled his might
along : the little ftreams are loft in his courfe ; and the earth is rock-
ing round.

Battle fpreads from wing to wing: ten thoufand
But why fhould Offian fing of
battles F—For never more fhall my fteel fhine in war. I remember
the days of my youth with forrow ; when I feel the weaknefs of my
arm. Happy are they who fell in their youth, in the midft of their
renown !—They have not beheld the tombs of their friend : or fail-
ed to bend the bow of their ftrength. Happy art thou, O Of-
car, in the midit of thy rufthing blaft. Thou often goeft to the
fields of thy fame, where Caros fled from thy lifted fword.

{fwords gleam at once in the fky.

DARKNESss comes on my foul, O fair daughter of Tofcar, I be-
hold not the form of my fon at Carun; nor the figure of Ofcar on

Crona. The ruftling winds have carried him far away; and the
heart of his father 1s {ad.

But lead me, O Malvina, to the found of my woods, and the
roar of my mountain ftreams. Let the chace be heard on Cona;
that I may think on the days of other years.—And bring me the
harp, O maid, that I may touch it when the light of my foul fhall

arife. Be thou near, to learn the fang; and future times fhall
hear of Offian.

Tue fons of the feeble hereafter will lift the voice on Cona;
and, looking up to the rocks, fay, ¢ Here Oflian dwelt.” They
fhall admire the chiefs of old, and the race that are no more:
while we ride on our clouds, Malvina, on the wings of the roaring
winds. Owur voices fhall be heard, at times, in the defart; and we
fhall fing on the winds of the rock.

THE



