
F I N G A L

AN ANCIENT EPIC POEM .

BOOK /.

Argument .

*' Cuchullin { Generalof the Iri / k tribes , in the

minority of Cormac , King ; <?/ Ireland ) fining
alone beneath a Tree , at the Gate »/ " Tura , a

caftle of Ulftar ( the other Chiefs having gone

on a hunting party to Cromla , a neighbouring
hill ) is informed of the landing of Swaran ,

King o/ Tochlin , by Moran , the Son of Fithii ,
one of his fonts . He convenes the chiefs ; a

council is held ; and disputes run high about

giving battle to the enemy . Connsl , the

petty King of Tog or ma , and an intimate friend

of Cuchullin , was for retreating , till Fin -
gal , King efthofe Caledonians who inhabited

the north - weft coaft of Scotland , whofe aid
had been previously follicited , fhould arrives

but Calmar . the Son of Masha , Lord of Lara ,

a country in Connaught , was for engaging the
A enemy
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enemy immediately , — Cuchullin , of himfelf

willing to fight , went into the opinion of Cal¬
mar . Marching towards the enemy , he miffed
three of hit bruveft heroes , Fergus , Duchomar
and Caithbat . Fergus arriving , tells Cuchullin

of the death of the two other chiefs ; which in¬
troduces the affeâing epifode of Morfia daugh¬

ter of Corro ac . — The army of Cuchullin is
defcried at a difiance by Swaran , who fent the

fon of Arno to tbferve the motions of the ene¬
my . while he him / elf ranged his frees in order

of battle . — The Jon of Amo , returning toSwar - n , describes to him Chu - hullin ’s chariot ,
and the terrible appearance of that hero . The

armies engage , but night coming on , leaves the

victory undecidèâ . Cuchullin , acc rding to the

ko /pitaliiy of the times lends / 0 Swa an a for¬
mal invitation to a feaft . by his bard Carril ,

the fon of Kinfcna . — Swaran refufes to come .
Carril relates to Cuchullin the fiory of Grudar

and Brsflhhs , / ¡party , by CormVs advice , is

fent to ob ferve the enemy ; which clofts the a£iion
of the firfi day .
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' / Cuchullin * fat by Turn ’s wall ; by the
tree of the ruffling leaf - — His

fpear leaned againft the moffy rock . His
fhield lay by him on the grafs . As he
tho .ught of mighty Car bar * * , a hero

A a whom

* Cuchullin , or rather Cuth - Ullin , tht voi¬
ce of Uilin , a poetical name given the fon
of Semo by the bards , from his commanding
t }ie forces of the province of Ulfter againft
the Ferbolg or Belgae , who were in poffef-
lion ofConraught . Cuchnllin when very young
married Bragelathe Daughterof Sorglan , and

* paff ng over into Ireland , lived for fome time
with Connal , grandfon by a daughter to Con¬
ga ! the petty King of Ufiler . His wifdonj
and válour in a fhort time gained him fuch
reputation , that in the minority of Corroac
the fupreme King of Ireland , he was chofen
guardian to the young King , and foie ma¬
nager of the war againft Swaran King of
Lochlin . After a feries of great aftions he
was killed in battle fomewhere in Connaught ,
in the twenty feventh year of his age . He
was fo remarkable for hit ftrength , that to
deferibe a ftrong man it has palled into a pro¬
verb : , , He has the ftrengtti of Cuchullin , , ,
Theyfhew the remains of his palace at Dunf-
caich in the Ifle of ikye ; and a ftone , to
which be bound his dog Lnath , goes ftiil by
his name .

00 CairbarorCairbre lignifie » : a flrongman .



whom he flew in war ; the fcout * * * of

the ocean came , Moran the * * * * fon of

Fithil .

Rife , faid the youth , CuthuSin , rife ;

I fee the fhips of Swaran . Cnchullin , ma¬

ny are the foe : many the heroes of the dark¬

rolling fea .

Moran ! replied the blue eyed chief ,

thou ever tremblcft , fon of Fithil . Thy

fears have much encreafed the foe . Per¬

haps it is the King * * * * * of the lonely hills ,

com -

* ** We may conclude from CuchulliVs ap¬
plying early for foreign aid , that the
Irifh were not then fo numerous as they have
fince been ; which is a great preemption
agiinft the high antiquities of that people .
We have the teftimony of Tacitus , that one

' legion only was thought fufficient , in tíme
of Agricola , to reduce the whole Island un¬
der the Roman yoke ; which would not pro¬
bably have been the cafe , had the Lfland
been inhabited for any number of centuries
before .

Moran lignifies many ; and Fithil , or
father bill an inferior lard .

* * * * * FinuaJ the fon of Comhal and Mor -
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conv ' ng to aid me on green Uüirís plains .

1 faw fheir chief , fays Moran , tall
as a rock of icc . His fpeâr is like that
blafted fir . His fhield like the rifing moon .
He fat on a rock on the fhore : his dark
heft rolled , like clouds around him . —
Many , chief of men ! I faid , many are
our hands of war . — Well art thou na *

med , the Mighty Man , but many mighty
men are feen from Turas windy walls . —
He anfwered like a wave on a rock , who in
thi land appears like me ? Heroes ftand not
in my prefence ; they fail to earth beneath

A3 my

na the daughter of Thaddu . His grandfather

was Tr -íiha ! , and greatgrandfather Trenmor ,
both of whom are often mentioned in the poem .

— Trenmor according to tradition had two

Tons Trathal who fucceeded him in the kingdom

of Morven , sad Conar , called by the hard *
Conar the great wbo was elefted K : ng of
all Ireland . and was the anceftor of that Cor -

mac who fat on the Iri r h throne when the

invafion of Swaran happened . It may rot
be improper here toobferve , that the accent

ought always to be placed on the , lait fyila «
ble of Fingal ,

i

>
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my hand . None can meet Swaran in the
fight but Fingal , King of ftormy hills .
Once we wreftled on the heath of Malmar
* , and our heels overturned the wood .
Rocks fell from their place ; and rivulets J
changing their courfe , fled murmuring from
pur ftrife ? Three days we renewed our
ftrjfe . On the fourth , Fingal fays , that
the ,King of the ocean fell ; but Swaran fays ,
he flood . Let dark Cuchullin yield to him
that is ftrong as the florins of Malmor .

No , replied the blue - eyed chief , I
will never yield to man . Dark Cuchullin
will be great or dead . Go , Fithil 's fon ,
and take my fpear : ftrike the founding
fliield of Cabait * . It hangs at Tura ’s ruft -

ling
!" -

* Meal — mor — a çrtat bill .
* C.abait er rather Oitbbait , grandfather to

the hero , was fó remarkable for his valour ,
that his fhield was made ufe of to alarm his
poflerity to the battles of the family . We
find Fingal making the fame ufe of his own
fhield , ih te 4th hook . — A horn was the
molt common inftrument to call the army
together , before the invention of bagpipes .

V
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ling gate ; found of peace is not its voice .
My heroes (hall hear on the hill .

He went and ftruck the bolTy iliield .
The hills and their rocks replied . The found
fpread along the wood deer ttart by the
lake of roes . Curach * * leapt from the
founding rock ; and Comal of the bloody
fpear . Crugal ’s * * * breaft of /now beats
high . The fon of Favi leaves the dark -
hrown hind . It is the ihield of war , faid
Ronnar , the fpear of Cuchullin , faid Lu¬
gar . — Son of the Sea , put on thy ärmst
Calmar , lift thy founding tteel ! Puno !
ïiorrid hero , rife : Cairbar from , thy
white red tree of Cromla . Bend thy
knee , O Eth , and defcend from the dreams
oiLma . — Ca - olt , ftretch thy white fide ,
as thou moveft along the whittling heath of
Mora \ thy fide that is white as the foam
of the troubled fea ,when the dark winds pour
it on the murmuring rocks of Cuthon * * * * .

A 4 Now
Cu - raocb ii unifies the marineft af battle .

* * * Cruth - geal - fair - cnmpkxoued.
* *** Cu - thon - the mournfulfound of waves .
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. Now I behold the chiefs in the pride

of their former deeds ; their foul & are kind¬

led at the battles of old , and the aäions

of other times . Their eyes are like flames

of fire , and roll in fearch of the foes of

the land . — Their mighty hands are on

their ( words ; and lightning pours from their

fidrs of fteel . — They came like dreams

from the mountains ; each rufhed roaring

from his hill . Brightare the chiefs of battle in

the armour of their fathers . — Gloomy

and dark their heroes followed , like the

gathering of the rainy ciouds behind the red

meteors of heaven . — The founds , of crafh -

ing arms . afcend . The grey dogs howl

between . Unequally burfts the fong of

battle , and rocking Cromla * * * * * ccchoes

round . On Lena ’s dufky heath they flood ,

like mifl * that . fhades the hills of autumn ,

when

Cromleacb fignified a place of wor -

fhip among , the Druids . It it ? here the proper
name of a hill on the ,co » ft of Uilin or Uifter .

* — \ ? (p ? Kr¡an Isikots ^ oiçe Kf ovlmy
"’’ “NíjvfjUíV eçqosvÎTr ’ ctKÇ07iohct <rïv ïçeacnv .

. Ar ^ g



when broken and dark it fettles high , and
lifts its head to heaven .

Hail , faid Cuchullin , fons of the nar¬

row vales ; hail , ye hunters of the deer . An¬
other fport is drawing near : ' it is like the
dark rolling of that wave on the coaft . Shall
we fight , ye fons of war ! or yield green

Innisfail * * to Lochlin ? — O Connal * * *

fpeak ; thou firft of men ! thou breaker of
As the

; 1* A rçsptett - Horn . Tl . 5 v . 512 .
So wh°n th ’embattled clouds in dark array ;
Along the fkies their gloomy lines difplay ;
The low - hung vapours motionlefs and (till
Reft on the fummits of the fbailed hill . Pope .

Ireland fo called from a colony that
fettled there , called Falans . — Innis - fail ,
j . e . the Island of the Fa - il or Falans .

* * * Connal , the friend of Cuchullin was the
fon of Cathbair , prince of Tongorma or the
Island of blue tenves , probably one of the Hebri¬
des . His mother was Fioncoma the daugh¬
ter of Conga ! . He had a fon by Foba ofCona -
char - neffar , who was afterwards King of
Ulfter . For his Cervices in the war againft
Swaran , he had lands conferred on him ,
which from his name , were called Tir - chon -
nuil or Tir - connel , i , e . the land of Cornial .



the ihields ! thou haft often fought with
Lochlin ] wilt thou lift thy father ’s fpear !

Cuchullin ! calm the chief replied , the
fpear of Connal is keen . It delights to üiine
in battle , and to mix with the blood of
thoufands . But tho ’ my hand is bent on
war , my heart is for the peace of Erin * * * **
Behold , thou firft in Cormacs war , the
fable fleet of Swaran . His inafts are as
numerous on our coaft , as reeds in the lake
of Lego . His fhips are like forefts cloathed
with mift , when the tree * yield by turns to
the fqually wind . Many are his chiefs in
battle . Connal is for peace . — Fingal
would (hun his arm , the firft of mortal men :
Fingal that fcatters the mighty , as

ftör*

Erin , a name of Ireland ; 'from ear
or ear Weft , and in an Ifland . This name
was not a ' ways confined to Ireland , for the¬
re is the higheft prohabil ' ty that the lerne
of the ancients was Britain to the No ' th of
the Forth . — For lerne is faid to be to the
North of Britain , which could not be meant
of Ireland .

Stkabo I . » 84 , Casaub . I , I .
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ftormy winds the heath ; when the fireams
roar thro ’ ecchoing Cona : and night fettles
with all her clouds on the hill .

Fly , thou chief of peace , faid Calmar %
the fon of Matha ; Fly , Connal , to thy
filent . hills , vhere the fpear of battle never
fhone : purfue the dark • brown deer of
Cromla , and (top with thine arrows the
bounding roes of Lena . But blue eyedr .
fon of Semo , Cuchullin , ruler of the war ,
fcatter thou the forts of Lochlin * * , and
roar thro ’ the ranks of their pride . Let no
veffel of thé kingdom of Sno \v bound on
the dark - rolling waves of Inis tore * * * .
O ye dark winds of Erin rife ! roar ye
whirlwinds of the heath ! Amidft the tem¬
ped let me die , torn in a cloud by angry
ghoftsof men ; amidft th’e tempeft let Cal¬

mar

^ Calm - er , a flrong man ,
* * The Galic name of Scandinavia in gene¬

ral ; in a more confined fenfe that of the pen -

infeja of Jutland .
« < = Innis - tore , the Island of whales , th «

ançiept name of the Orkney iflands .

i
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mar dic , if ever chace was fport to him fo
much as the battle of ihielcis .

Calmar ! flow replied the chief , I never
fled , O Matha 's fon . 1 was fwift with my
friends in battle , but fmall is the fame of
Connal. The battle was won in my pre¬
fence , and the valiant overcame .

But fon of Semo , hear my voice , re¬
gard the ancient throne of Cormac . Give
wealth and half the land for peace , till Fin -
gal comes with battle . Or , if war be thy
choice , I lift the (word and fpear . My joy
flail be in the midft ofthoufands , and my
foul brighten in the gloom of the fight ,

To me , Cuchtillin replies , pleafant is
the noife of arms ; pleaiant as the thunder
heaven before the iliower of fpring . But
gather all the fhining tribes , that I may
view the fens of war . Let them move along

the heath , bright as the fun . ihine before a
ftorm ; when the weft wind collets the

clouds ,



douds , and the oaks of Morven eccho

along the ihore .

But where are my friends in battle ? *
The companions of my arms in danger ?
Where art thou whitebofom ’d Cathbat ?
Where is that cloud in war , Duchomar * ?
and haft thou left me ,* o Fergus * * ! in the
day of the ftorm ? Fergus , firft in our joy
at the fcaft ! Son of Rojfa ! arm of death !
comeft thou like a roe * * * from Malmor ?

Like a hart from the ecchoing hill ? — Hail
thou Son of Rojfa ! what fhades the foul
of war ?

Four ftones * , replied the chief , rife
on the grave of Cathbat . — Thefe hands
have laid in earth Duchomar , that cloud in

war ,
* Dnbhchomar , a black well - [ hoped man .
* * Fear - gnth , - the man of the word ; or

a commander of army .
« is B e thou like a roe or young hart on

the mountains of Bether ,
Salomon ’s Song ,

* This paflage alludes to the manner of
burial
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war . Cathbat , thou fon of Torman thou

wert a fun - beam on the hill . — And thou ,

o valiant Duchomar , like the mift of marfhy
Lano ; when it fails over the plains ofautufrin
and brings death to the people . Morna ,
thou faireft of Maids ! calm is thy fleep in
the ceve of the rock . Thou haft fallen in

t *

darknefs like a ftar , that fhoots athwart
the defart , when the traveller is alone , and
mourns the tranfient beam . , , „

T Say , faid Sernos blue - eyed fon , fay ,
how fell the chiefs of Erin ? Fell they by the
ions of Lochlin , driving in the battle of

, ■ heroes ?

burial among the ancient Scots . They open¬
ed a grave fix or eight feet deep : the bottom
was lined with fine clay ; and on this they
laid the body of the deceafed , and , ( if a war¬
rior , his fword , and the heads of twelve
arrows by his fide . Above they laid another
flratum of clay , in which they placed the
horn of a deer , the fymbol of hunting . The
whole was covered with a fine (mold , and
four ftones placed on end , to mark the ex¬
tent of the grave . Thefe are the four ño¬
nes alluded to here .
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heroes ? Or what confines the chiefs of
Cromla to the dark and narrow houfe * * ?

Cathbat , replied the Hero , fell by the
fword of Duchomar , at the oak of the noify
ftreams . Duchomar came to Turáis cave ,

and fpoke to the lovely Morna .

Morna * , faireft among women , lo¬
vely daughter of Cormac - cairbar . Why
in the circle of ftones , in the cave of the
rock alone ? The ftream murmurs hoar -

fely . The old tree ’s groan is in the wind .
The lake is troubled before thee , and dark
are the clouds of the fky . But thou art
like fnow on the heath j and thy hair like
mill of Cromla ; when it curls on the rocks ,
and fliines to the beam of the weft . — Thy
breafts are like two fmooth rocks feen from

Bramo of the ftreams . Thy arms like two
white

* * The grave —■ The houfe appointed for
all living . Job .

* Muirne or Morna , a woman beloved by all .



white pillars in the halls of the mighty

Fingal .

From whence , the white * armed maid
replied , from whence Duchomar , the moft
gloomy of men ? Dark are thy brows and
terrible . Red are thy rolling eyes . Does

Swaran appear on the fea ? What of the
foe , Duchomar ?

From the hill I return , O Mornaj
from the hill of the dark brown hinds .

Three have I (lain with my bended yew .
Three with my long bounding dogs of the
chace . — Lovely daughter of Cormac , J
Jove thee as my foul . — J have (lain one (late¬
ly deer for thee . — High was his branchy
head ; and fleet his feet of wind .

Duchomarl calm the maid replied ; J

love thee not , thou gloomy n an . — Hard
is thy heart of rock , and dark thy terrible
brow . But Cathbat , thou fon of Torman * ,

thou
i :‘ Turman - Thunder . This is the true ori¬

gin , of the Jupiter Tararais of the Ancients .
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thou art the love of Moma . Thou art like
a fun - beam on the hill in the day of the
gloomy ftorm , Saweft thou the fon of
Torman , lovely on the hill of his hinds ?
Here the daughter of Cornac waits the com¬
ing of Cathbat .

And long ihall Morna wait , Ducho -
mar faid , his blood is on my fword . —
Long ihall Morna wait for him . He fell
at Branno’ s ftream . High on Cromia I will
raife his tomb , daughter of Cormac - cair«
bar ; but fix thy love on Duchomar t his
arm is ftrong as a ftorm . —

And is the fon of t Torman fallen ? faid
the maid of the tearful eye . Is he fallen on
his ecchoing heath ; the youth with the
breaft of fnow ? he that " was firft in the
chace of the hill ; the foe of the ftrangers
of the ocean ! Duchomar thou art dark *
indeed , and cruel is thy arm to Morna.

But
* She alia les to his name — tht dark

man.
B



Bui give me that fword , my foe ; I love the
blood of Caiihbat .

He gave the fword to her tears ; but
fhe pitrccd his manly bread . He fell like
the bunk of the mountain - ftream ; ftretched
out hit arm , and faid .

Daughter of Cormac - atirbar , thou
haft 0 iin Duchamar . The fword is cold
In my breaft ; Morna , I feel it cold . Give
me to Moina * * the maid ; Duchomar was
the dream of her night . She will raife my
tomb ; and the hunter (hall fee it and praife
me . But draw the fword from my baeaft ;

Morna the fteel if cold .

She came in all her tears , file came ,
and drew it from his breaft . He ’pierced
her white fide with fteel ; and fpread her
fair locks on the ground . Her burfting
blood founds from her fide : and her white
arm is ftained with red . Rolling in death
(lie , lay , and Turd 's cave anfwered to her
groans . —

Peare
* * M oina - Joft in temper and perfon,
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Peace , fald Cuchußin , to the fouls of
the heroes ; their deeds were great in dan¬
ger . Let them ride around * * * me on clouds ,
and (hew their features of war : that my
foul may be ftrong in danger , my arm like
the thunder of heaven . — But be thou on
a moon - beam , o Morna , near the window
of myreft ; when my thoughts are of peace ;
and the din of arms is over . — Gather the
ftrength of the tribes , and move to the wars
of Erin . — Attend the car of my battles ;
rejoice in the noife of my courfe . — Place
three fpears by my fide ; follow the bound¬
ing of my fteeds ; that my foul may be ftrong
in my friends , « when the battle darkens
round the beams of my fteel .

As

* * * it was the opinion then , as indeed it ic
to this day , of fome of the Highlanders , that
the foula of the deceafed hovered round their
living friends ; and fometimes appeared to
them , when they were about to enter on
any great undertaking .

B »



As milies a ftream * oi foam from the

dark ihady fteep o iCromla ; when the thund¬
er is roiling above , and dark - brown night
on half the hill . So fierce , fo vail , fo ter¬
rible ruilied on the fons of Erin . The chief
like a whale of ocean , whom all his billows
follow , poured valour forth as a ftream ,
rolling his might along the fhorc .

The fons of Lochtin hear ’d the noife
as the found of a winter - ftream . Swaran

ftruck

* íír S ’ ore 7Tortt¡j.o ) ^ nur e -
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Horn .
A * torrents roll encreafed by numerous rill «
With rage impetuous down the ecchoing

hills ;
Ruf h to the vales , and pour ’d along the plain ,
Roar thro ’ a thoufand channels to the main .

Pope .
Aut ubi decurfu rapido de montibus altis ,
Dant fonitutn fpumofi amnes , & in aequora

curruut ,
Quisque fuura populans titer .

Vir¿ .
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druck his bofly ibield , and called the fon
of Arno . What murmur rolls along the
hill like the gathered flics of evening ? The
fons of Innisfail defeend , or ruftling winds
roar in the diftant wood . Such is the noife

of Gormal before the white tops of my
waves arife . O fon of Arno , afeend the
hill and view the dark face of the heath .

ii

He went , and trembling , fwift return *
ed . His heart beat high againft his fide .
Hit words were faultcring , broken , flow.

Rife fan ] of ocean ; rife chief of the
dark - brown fhields . I fee the dark ,
the 1 mountain - ftream of the battle :
the deep - moving ftrength of the fons of
Erin — The car , the car of battle comes ,
like the flame of death ; the rapid car of
CuchuU 'm , the noble fon of Semo . It bends

behind like a wave near a 'rock ; ¡like ‘the
golden mift of the' heath . Its fides are em¬
ir offied with ñones , and fparkle like the fea

B 3 round
H '



round the boat of night . Of polifhed yew
is its beam , and its feat of the fmootheft
bones . The fides are replenitbed with
fpears ; and the bottom is the footfiool of he¬
roes . Before the right fide of the car is
feen , the fnorting horfe . The highmaned ,
broad - breafted , proud , highleaping , ftrong
fteed of the hill . Loud and refounding is
his hoof , the fpreading of his mane above
is like that ftream of fmoke on the heath .
Bright are the fides of ( the fteed , and his
name is Sulin - Sifadda .

Before the left fide of the car is feen

the fnorting horfe . The dark * maned »
high - headed , ftrong hoofed , fleet , bound¬
ing fon of the hill : his name is Dusronnal
among the ' ftormy fons of the fword . —
A thoufand thongs bind ' the ear on high .
Hard polifhed bits ihine in a wreath of
foam . Thin thongs , bright * ftudded with
gems , bend on the ftately necks of the
ftccds , — The ftceds , that like wreaths of

miß:
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mift fly over ftreamy vales . The wildnefs
of deer is in their courfe , the ftrength of
the eagle descending on her prey . Their
noife is like the blaft of winter on the
fides of the fnow headed Gortml * .

Within the car is feen the chief } the

ftrong ftormy fon of the fword ; the hero ’s
name is Cuchullin , fon oí Semo King of ihslls .
His red cheek is like my polifhed yew . The
look of his blue - rolling eye is wide be¬
neath the da ; k arch of his brow . His hair
flies from his head like a fl ime , as bending
forward he wields the fpear. Fly , King
of Ocean , fly ; he comes , lik ; a ftorm ,
along the ftreamy vale .

When didr fly , replied the King , from
the battle of many fpears ? When did I fly,
fon of Arno , chief of the little foul ? J met
the ftorm of Gormal , when the foam of
my waves was high . J met the ftorm of
the clouds : and ihall J fly from a hero ?

B 4 \ T« re

• A hill of Lochlia . ’



Were it Fi n gal himfelf , my foul ihould not
darken before him . — Rile to the battle ,

my thoufands ; pour round me like the ec -
jphoing main . Gather round the bright
ftecl of your King ; ftrorsg as the rocks of
my land ; that meet the ftorm with Joy ,
and flretch their dark woods to the wind .

As autumn ’s * dark (forms pour from
two

* The reader may compare this paflage
With a lam liar one in Homer . Jliad , 4 . v . 446 .

Now fnield with fhieid , with helmet hel¬
met doPd .

To armour armour , lance to lance oppofd ,
Hoft againlt hoft , with fhadowy fqua -

dron ? drew ,
The founding dart « in iron ternpefls flew ;
With ftreaming blood the flipp ’ry fields

are dy ’d ,
And flaughter ’d heroes fwell the dreadful

tide .
Popí .

Statius has very happily imitated Homer.
Jam cl pens clyptit , umbone repellitur umbo ,

Enje minax tufis , pedi pes , enfpide cufpis J& c .
Arms on armour crafhing , bray ’d
Horrible difeord , and the madding wheels
Of brazen chariots rag ’d , & c .

Milton .
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two ecchoing hiils , towards each other

approached the heroes . — A » two dark
ftreams from high rocks meet , and mix
and roar on the plain ; loud , rough and
dark in battle meet Lochiin and Innis fait .
Chitf mixed his ftrokes with chief , and

man with man ; fled clanging , founded
on fteel , helmets are cleft on high . Blood
burfts « nd fmoaks around . — Strings twang
on the polifhcd yews . Darts rufli along
the iky . Spears fall like the circles cf light ,
that gild the ftormy face of night .

As the troubled noife of the ocean ,
when roll the waves on high ; as the laft
peal of the thunder of heaven , fuch is the
noife of battle . Though Cormac ’s hun -
derd bards were there to give the war to
fong ; feeble were the voices of a hunderd
bards , to fend the deaths to future times

For many were the falls of the heroes ;
and wide poured the blood of the valiant .

Mourn , ye fonsoffong , the death
B 5 of

J
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of the noble SithalUn *. — Let the fighs of

Fitina rife on the daik heaths of Her love¬

ly Árdan . — They fell , like two hinds of the
defart , by the hands of the mighty Swaran ;
when , in the inidftofthoufands he roared ; li .
kethc thrill fpirit of a ftorm , that fits dim , on
the clouds af Goma / , and enjoys the
death of th « mariner .

Nor fiept thy hand by thy fide , chief
of the ifie of mift * ***• ; many were the deaths
of thine arm , Cue hull in , thou fon of .Si¬
mo . His fword was like the beam of hea¬
ven , when it pierces the fons of the vale ;
when the people are blafted and fall , and
all the hills are burning around . — Dur -

ron *

* Sithallîn lignifies a handfomt man ; —
Fi5m ; a fair maid ; — and Ardan , pride . <

* *• The i fie of Sky ; not improperly callea
the Isk of mißt as its high hills , which
eitch the clouds from the weftern ocean ,
occafion almoll continual rains . —



ronnaî * fr. ortcd over the bodies of heroes ;

and Sifadda * * bathed his hoot in blood .

The battle lay behind their , as groves over¬

turned on the defart of Crow / « ; when the

blaft has paflëd the heath , laden with the

fpirlts of night .

Weep on the rocks of roaring winds

o maid of Intßore * * * , bend thy fair head

over the waves , thou fairer than the fpirit

of

* One of Cuchullin ’s horfes . Dubiiftron -
gheal .

* * Sith - fadda , Î . e , ahn ' - ftride .
The maid uf Iniltore was the daughter

of (¡orlo King of lniftore or Orkney Islands ,
Trenar was brother to the King ol ' Jniscon ,
fuppofed to be one of the Islands of Shetland ,
The Orkneys and Shetland were at that time
fubjeft to the King of Lociiiin , We find , that
the dogs of Trenar are feniibie at home of
the death of their matter , the very inftant
he is killed . — It was the opinion of the
times , that the fouls of heroes went imme¬
diately after death to the hills of their coun¬
try , and the feenes they frequented the mot
happy time of their life . It was thought
too , that dogs and horfes faw the ghofts of
the deceafed .
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of the hills ; when it moves in a fun - beam
at noon over the fiitnce of Morven . He
is fallen ! thy youth is low ; pale beneath
the fword of Cnchtillin . No more thall va¬

lour raifc the youth to match the blood of
Kings . — Trtnar , lovely Trenar died ,
thou maid bf Iniflore . His gray dogs are
howling at home , and fee his palling ghoft .
His bow is in the hall unftrung . No found
is in the heath of his liirids .

As roll a thoufand waves to the ' recks ,
fo Swarans hoft came on ; as meets a rock
a thoufand Waves , fo Innis■ fail met Sira -
ran . Death raifes all his voices around ,
and mixes with the founds of ihidds . —
Each hero is a pillar of darknefs , and the
fword a beam of fie in his hand . The
field ecchoes from wing to wing , as hund *
red hammers , that rife by turns , on the
red fon of the furnace .

Who are thefe on Lena ’s heath , that
fufo gloomy and dark ? Who are thefe

like

i



like two clouds * ) , and their fwords like

lightning above them ? The little hüls arc

troubled around , and the rocks tremble

with all their mofs . — Who is it but Organ ’s

fon and the car - borne chief cf Erin ? Ma¬

ny are the anxious eyes of their friends ,

as they fee them dim on the heath . Now

night conceals the chiefs in her clouds , and

ends the terrible fight .

It was on Cromla ' s fnaggy fide that

Dorglat placed the deer the early for¬
tune

* As when two black clouds ,
With heaven ’s artillçry fraught , com «

rattling on
Over the Cafpian .

Milton *
* * The ancient manner of preparing feaft

after hunting is handed down by tradition . —
A pit lined with fmooth ñones was made ;
and near it ftood a heap of fmooth flat ñones
of the flint Kind . The ñones as well as
the pit were properly heated with heath .
Then they laid forne venifon in the bottom
and a ftratum of the ñones above it ; and
thus they did alternately , till the pit was
full , The whole was covered over with

heath



3 ° — —
tune of the chace , before the heroes left
the hill . — A hundred youths colled the
heath ; ten heroes blow the fire ; three
hundred chufe the polilL ’d ñones . The
feaft is fmoaking wide .

Cvchnllin , chief of Erin 's war , re -
fumed his mighty foul . He flood upon his
beamy fptar , and fpoketo the fon of fongs ;
to Carril of other times , the gray - haired
fon of Kmfma * . Is this feaft fpread for
me alone and the King of Lochiin on £//-
tin 's fhore , far from the deer of his hills ,
and founding halls of his feafts ? Rife , Car¬
ri / of other times , and c* rry my words
to Swaran ; tell him that came from the ro¬
aring of waters , that Cuchnllin gives his
feaft . Here let him liften to the found of

my groves amidft the clouds of night . —
For

heath to coniine the fleam . Whether this is
probable , J cannot fay , but fome pits are
fhewn , which , the vulgar fay , were ufed
in that manner .

* Cear. - feana , i , e . the head of the people .
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For cold and bleak the bluftering winds
rufli over the foam of hi« feas . Here let
him praife the trembling harp , and hear the
fongs of heroes .

Old Carril went , with fofreft voice ,
and called the King of darkbrown ihields .
Rife from the fkins of thy chace , rife ,
S \varan King of groves . — Cuchullin gives
the joy of iliells ; partake the feaft of Erin 's
blue - eyed chief.

He anfwered like the füllen found of

Cromla before a dorm . Though all thy
daughters , Jnnis - faill ihould extend their
arms of fnow ; raife high the heavings of
their bread , and foifly roll thair eyes of
love : yet , fixed as Lochlin ’s thoufand rocks ,
here Swaran (hall remain ; till morn , with
the young beams of myeaft , fhall light me
to the death of Cuchullin . Pleafant to my
car is Lochlin 's wind . It ruihes over my
feas . It fpeaks aloft in all my ihrowds , and
brings my green foreds to my mind ; the

green
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green forefts of Gorma ! , that often ecchoed
to my winds , when my fpear was red in
the chace of the boar . Let dark Cuchullin

yie !d to me , the ancient throne of Cormac ,
or Erin ’s torrents fl ew from their hills the

red foam of the blood of his pride .

Sad is the found oi 'Sxvaran 's voice ,
faid Carril of other times : —

Sad to himftlf alone , faid the blue - eyed
fon oí Sema , But , Carril , raife thy voice
on high , and tell the deeds of other times .
Send thou the night away in fong ; and
give the joy of grief. For many heroes
and maids of love have moved on Innis -

fail . And lovely are the fongs of woe ,
that are heard on Albion ’s rocks ; when
the noife of the chace is over , and the
ftreams of Cona anfwer to the voice of

Cjjian * .

Ollian , the fon of Fing # ! and author of

the poem . ■ One cannot bat admire the ad -

drefs of the poet , in putting his own praife

fo naturally into the mouth of CuibnUin , TheCora

!> '
■ it’



In oiher days * , Carril replies , came
the fons of Ocean to Erin . A Thou fand
veflels bounded over the waves to Ulliirs lo¬
vely plains . The fons of Innis -fail arofeto
meet the race of dark - brown ihields . Cair *

bar , firft of men , was there , and Grudar ,

ftately youth . Long had they ftrove for
the fpotted bull , that lowed on Golbun ' s * *
ecchoing heath . Each claimed him as his
own ; and death was often at the point of
their fleet .

Side

Con * here mention ' d is perhaps that (mail
river , that runs through Gienco in Argyle -
f hire . One of the hills , which environ that
romantic valley , is ftill called Scornafena , or
the hill of Fingal ’s people .

®This epifode is introduced with propriety .
Calmar and Cannai , two of the Lrifh heroes ,
had disputed warmly before the battle about
engaging the enemy . Carril endeavours to
reconcile them with the ftory of Cairbarand
Gradar ; who , tho ' enemies before , fought
fid* by fide in the war . The poet obtained
his aim , for we find Calmar and Connal per *
fectly reconciled in the III Book .

>;;* Golb - bhean , as well is Cromteach ,
lignifies , a freaked hill . It is here the nam *
of a mouutain in the county of Sligo ,c
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Side ^ y fide the heroes fought , and the
ftrangers of Ocean fled . Whofe name
■was fairer an tho hill , than the name of

Cairbar and Grudar \ — But ah ! why ever

lowed the bull on Golbun ’s ecchoing heath ?
They faw him leaping like the fnow . The
Wrath of the chiefs returned .

On Lubar ' s * graffy banks they fought ;
and Grudar like a fun - beam fell . Fierce

Cairbar came to the vale of the ecchoing

Tura , where Braffolis * * faircft of his

fitters , all alone , raifed the fong of grief .

She fung of the aâions of Grudar , the
youth of her fecretjioul . — She mourned ,
him in the field of blood ; but ftill fhe
hoped for his return . Her white bofom
is feen from her robe , as the moon from
the clouds of night . Her voice was fofter
than the harp , to raife the fong of grief .
Her foul was fixed on Grudar ; the fecret

look
* Lubar - a river in Ultter Labhar , loud ,

noify ,
** Braffolis lignifies .- a woman with a white

hrrafl '
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look of her eye was his . — 'When fhalt
thou come in thine arms , thou mighty in the
war ? —

Take , Brajfolis , Cairbar came and
faid , take Brajfolis , this fhield of blood .
Fix it on high within my hall , the armour
of my foe . Her foft heart beat againft her
fide . Distrafted , pale , ihc flew . She found
her youth in all his blood ; ihe died on
Cromlds heath . Here refts their duff , Cu -
chuSitt ; and thefe two lonely yews , fprung
from their tombs , with to meet on high . Fair
was Brajfolis on the plain , and Grubar on
the hill . The Bard fhall preferve their names,'
and repeat them to future times .

Pleafant is thy voice , O Carril , faid the
blue - eyed chief of Erin ; and lovely are the
words of other times . They are like the
calm ihower * of fpring , when the fun

C 2 looks

* Homer compares foft piercing words to
the fall of fnow .

S7SIC6 n iÇctiïetmv èsixcTct
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looks on the field , and the light cloud flics
over the hills . O ftrike the harp in praife
of my love , the lonely fun - beam of Dun -
fcaich . Strike the harp in the praife of Era -
géla * * , of her that I left in the Isle o iß /liß > the
fpoufe of Semo ’s fon . Deft thou raife thy
fair face from the rock , to find the fails of
Cuchullin ! — The fea is rolling fardiftant ,
and its white foam ihail deceive thee for my
fails . Retire for it is night , my love , and
the dark winds figh in thy hair . Retire to

the

But when he fpeaks , waht elocution flows I
Like the foft fleeces of defcendir. g fnows .

Po[ e .

Bragéla was the daughter of Sorgtlan ,
and the wife of CuthnUin . — CuehuUin . upon
the death ofArtho , fupreme King of Ireland *
paffed over into Ireland probably by Fingal ’e
order , to take upon him the adminiftration
of affair * in that Kingdom , during the minority
of Cornaac the fon of Art ho . He left his wife
Bragéla in Dunjcauh , the feat of the family .
in the Isle of Sky , where the remains of
his palace is ftill fhewn ; and a ftone , to
which he bound his dog Luath , goes ftill by
his name .
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the halls of my feafts , and think of the times
that are paft : for I will not return , till the ftorm
of war is ccafed . O Cannai , fpeak of wars
and arms , and fend her from my mind , for
lovely with her raven - hair is the white - bo -

j

fomed daughter of Sorglan .

Connal , flow to fpeak , replied : Guard
againft the race of Ocean . Send thy troop
of nigth abroad , and watch the ftrength of
Swarnn . — Cuchullin ! I am for peace , till
the race of the defart come ; till Fingal
comes , the firft of men , and beam , like the
fun , on our fields . —

The hero (truck the iliield of his alarms
— the warriors ofthe night moved on . The
reft lay in the heath of the deer ., and dept
amidft the dufky wind , — The ghofts *

C 3 of

“ It was long the opinion ofthe ancient

Scots , that a ghoft was heard fhrieking near

the place , wer « a death was to happen toon
after . The accounts given to this day , among

the vulgar , of this extraordinary matter , ary
very poetical . The ghoft comes mounted on
' meteor ,



of the latfely dead ■were near , and foram on
gloomy clouds . And far diftant , in thedark
filence oí Lena t the feeble voices of death
■were heard .

meteor , and furound * twice or thrice the
place deftinedfor the perfontodie ; ’ and then
goes along the road , through which the
funeral is to paff , fhrieking at intervals ; at
laft the meteor and the ghoft difappear above
the burial place .

F I N -
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