FINGAL

AN ANCIENT EPIC POEM,

B \0"0 K,

ARGcumMENT

Cuchullin (Genevalof the Irifh tyibes, in the
minoriry of Cormac, King of ireland ) frting
alone beneath a Tree, at the Gate of Tura, 2
caffle of Ullter'( the osher Chiefs having Zong
on & huniing party to Cromla, a neighbouring
hill) is informed of the landing of Sw ran
King of Lochlin, by Moran, .rhe Son of Fithi

, ily
one of his fcouts, He convenes the chiefs: g4
council is held; and disputes run high about
giving bastle to the enemy. Connal, | the
petty King of Togorma , and anintimate friend
of Cuchullin, was for rerre 2ting, till Fin-
galy, King sf thofe Caledonians who inhabired
the nerth - wef! conff of Scotlas whofe aid
had been previousiy fodlicited, [hould arrives
bus Calmar . the Son of Maitha, Lovd of Lera

~ . L
@ couniry in Connaught , was for engaging the
nemy




enemy immediately, — Cuchullin, of him/elf
willing to fight, went into the opinion of Cal=
mar, [Merching towards the enemy he mifled
three of his braveff hevoes, Fergus , Duchomar
and Caithbat, Fergus arriving, tells Cochullin
of the death of the two other chiefs; which in-
sroduces the affe@ing epifode of Morba daugh-
ser of Cormac. — The army of Cuchullin is
defiried ata diffance by Swartan , who [ent the
fon of Arno 2o ob/erve the motions of the eng-
v . while he himfelf ranged his forces in order
of battle. — The fon of Ao, returning to
Swaren , defcribes to him Chuchullin’s charior,
and the tevvible appeavance of that hero. The
armies engage., but night coming on, leaves the
viltary sndecided. Cuchullin, acc rding to the
hofpiteliry of the simes [ends to Swaian a for-
mal invitation to a feaft. by his bard Carril,
the fon of Kinfena. — Swaran vefufes to come.
Caryil velates to Cuchullin she fory of Grudar
ond Br:folis, A party, by Cornal’s advice . is
fent to obferve the enemy; which clofes the alion

of the fir/t day,
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'Cm‘/mllin * fat by Twras wall; by the

tree of the rufiling leaf — — __ His
fpear leaned againft the mofly rock. His
fhield lay by him on the grals. - As he

thought of mighty Carbar **, a hero

A2 whom

* Cuchullin, orrather Cuth-Ullin, ke vos=
ce of Ullin, a poetical name given the fon
of'Semo by the bards, from his commanding
the forces of the province of Ulfter againft
the Ferbolg or Belgae, who were in poffef-
fion of Connanght.Cuchullin when very young
married Brage'athe Daughterof Sorglan, and
pall ng over into Ireland, lived for fome time
with Connal, grandfen by a daughter to Con-
gal the petty King of Uliter, His wifdom
and 'valour in a fhort time gained him fuch
reputation, that in the minority of Cormac
the {upreme King of Ireland, he was chofen
goardian to the young King, and fole ma-
nager ‘ of the war againft Swaran King of
Lochlini" After a feries of great aétions he
was killed in battle fomewhe Lonnaught,
in the twenty feventh vye his age, He
wias fo' remarkable for hi th, that to
intoa pro-

uchullin,,,

verb: ,,He has the firength
They (hew the remains of his palace at Dunf~
caich in the Ifle of fkye; and ftone, to
which he bound his dog Luath, goes ftill by
his name,

* Cairbar or Cairbre fignifies: a flyong man.
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whom he f{lew in war; the {cout *** of
the ocean came, Moran the **** fon of

Fithil.

Rife, faid the youth, Cuchullin, rife;
I fee the (hips of Swaran.  Cuchullin, ma-
ny arethe foe: manythe heroes of the dark-
rolling fea.

Moran! replied the blue-eyed chief,
thou ever trembleft, fon of Fithil, Thy
fears have much encreafed the foe. = Per-
haps itis the King **=* of the lonely Hills,

com-

#%%& We may conclude from Cuchullin’s ap-
plving sarly for foreign aid, that the
Irifh were not then {o numerous as they have
fince been; which is a great prefumption
againit the high antiquities of that pEDPIB
We have the teftimony of Tacitus, that one
legion only was thought fufficient, in time
of Agricola, to reduce the whole Island un-
der the Roman yoke; which would not pro-
bably have been the cafe, had the I{land
been inhabited for any number of centuries
before.

w3 Moran fignifies many; and Fithil, or
:arher Fili an rr.f tor Barvdd.

“% Fingal the fon of Comhnland Mor-

na
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comng t2 aid me on green U/in’s plains.

1 faw . their chief, fays Moran, tall
as a rock of ice, His fpedr 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! T faid, many are
our hands of war, — "Well art thou na-
med, the Mighty Man, but many mighty
men are [cen from Tura’s windy walls, —
He anfwered like 2 wave on arock, who in
thi. land appears like me? Heroes ftand not
in'my prelence; they feil to earth beneath

A3 my

na the daughter of Thaddu, His grandfather
was Trathal, and great grandfather Trenmor,
both of whom are often mentioned inthe poem.
— Trenmor according to tradition had two
fon<; Trathalwho fucceeded him inthe kingdom
of Morven, and Conar, called by the bards
Couar the gveat who was elefted King of
all Treland . and wasthe anceftor of that Cor-
mac who fat on the Irifh throne when the
invafion of Swaran happened., It may not
be improper here to obf rve, that the aceent
ought always to be placed on the laft fylla-
ble of Fingal,
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my hand; - None can meet Swaran in the
fight but Fingal, King of frormy hills.
Once we wreftled on the heath of Malmar
* and our heels overturned the wood,
Rocks fell from their place; and rivulets,
changing their courfe, fled murmuriog from
our ftrife? Three days we renewed our
firife, On the fourth, Fingal fays, that
theKing of the ocean fell; but Swaran fays,
he ftood, Let dark Cuchullin yield to him
that is ftrong as the ftorms of Malmor,

No, replied: the blue-eyed chief, I
will never yield to 'man.’ Dark Cuchullin
will be great or dead./ Go, Fithil's {on,
and take my fpear: firike the founding
thield of Cabait *, 1t hangs at Tura's ruft-

ling

" Meal — mor — a greaz hill.

% Cabait er rather Cathbair , grandfather to
the hero. was fo remarkable {or his valonr,
that his {hield was made ufe of to alarm his
pofterity to the battles of the family. We
find Fingal making the {ame ufe of his own
{hield, in te 4th'book. — A horn' 'was the
mof¥ ' common inftrument to call the army
together , before the invention of bagpipes.
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I ling gate ; found of peace is nét’its' voice.
G My heroes {hall hear on the hill,
Iimay
Rt He went and ftruck the boffy fhield.
. % The hills and their rocks replied. The found
digte
H; fpread along the wood: deer ftart by the
‘_{ ‘ lake of roes. Curach ** leapt from the
ed o ,
; founding rock; and Comnal of the bloody
that
‘ fpear, Crugal’s *#* breaft of [now beats
lays

high, The fon of Favi leaves the darks
brown hind, Itis the fhield of war, faid
Ronnar, the fpear of Cuchullin, (aid Lu-
gar. — Son of the Sea, put on thy armsy

Calmar, lift thy founding fteel! Puno!
horrid hero, rife: Cairbar from, thy
white red tree of Cromla. Bend thy
knee, O Eth, and defcend fromthe fireams

\ng of Lena.— Ca-olt, firetch thy white fide,

as thou moveft along the whiftling heath of

Moray thy fide that is white as the foam

) of the troubled fea,when the dark winds pour
o 8 it on the murmuring rocks of Cuthon =,
A g Now

¥ Cu-raoch fignifies the maduef; af bassle.
Cruth - geal - faiv~ complexoned.
Cu - thon - the mournful found of waves,

Pg, Pt




Now. I behold the chieis in the pride
of their former deeds; their foulsare kind-
led at the battles of old, and the a&tions
of other times. Their eyes are like Alames
of fire, and roll in fearch of the foes of
the land. — Their mighty hands are on
their fwords; and lightning poursfrom their
fides of fteel. — They came like ftreams
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 thered
metcors of heaven.— The tounds, of crafh-

ing arms_afcend. The grey dogs howl

t Dy
between.

battle, and ro

7

qually burfts the fong of

*% ecchoes

round, On Lena’s dulky heath they ftood,
like mift * that {hades the hills of autumn,

when

 Cromleach fignified a place of wor-

fhip among.the Druids. 1t is here the proper

name of a hill on the cotft of Ullin or Ulfter,
* — ve@éAnory fomores, ose Keoviwy
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when broken and dark it [ettles 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' waveoun the coaft; Shall
we fight, ye fons of war! or y'se?d green
Innisfail ** to Locklin? — O Conngl ***
fpeak; thou firt of men! thou breaker of

A the

' Arpiuss: Hom, 11, 5'v, 512,
So when th’embattied clouds in dark array,
Along the fkies their gloomy lines difplay;
The low - ht nlefs and {till
Reft on the f{u: of the {haded hill. Papes
% ITreland fo.called from a colomy that
vere,  called Falans, — -[":?!ES—fa'll,
ind of the Fa-il or Falans,
1, the friend of Cuchullin was the
f“Tougorma or the
ably one of the Hebri-

yAapours Imd

des: i a the daugh-
tér of ( 1. He had a {on by Foba of Cona-

char- neffar, who was afterwards- King  of
Ulfter. For his fervices in the war againft
Swaran , he had lands conferred on' him,
which from his name, were called Tit-chen.
nuil or Tir-connel, i, e, the land ‘of 'Connal,




the fhields! thou haft ofren fought with
Lochlin; wilt thou lift thy father’s {pear!

Cuchullin! calm the chicf replied, the
fpear of Connal is keen. It delights to fhine
in battle, and to wix with the blood of
thoufands. But tho’ my hand is bent on
war, my heart is for the peace of Erin wwex,
Behold, thou firft in Cormac’s war, the
fable fleet of Swaran. . His malts are as
numerous on our coaft, asreeds in the lake
of Lego. His (hips are like forefts cloathed
with mift, when the trees yield by turns to
the (qualfy wind. Many are his chiefs in
battle, Connal is for peace. —— Fingal
would fhun his arm, the firlt of mortal men:

Fingal that fcatters the mighty,  -as

%55 Brin, a name of Treland: ‘from ear

oriar Weflt, and in an Ifland. 'This name
was not always confined to Ireland, for the-
re is the higheft prohability that the -Jeyme
of the ancients was Britain to the North of
the Forth. — For Terne is (aid to be to the
North of Britain, which could not be meant
of Treland.

STRARO L 284, Casavs. I, 1.
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flormy winds the heath; when the fireams
roar thro’ ecchoing Cona: and night fetties

with all her clouds on the hill,

Fly, thou chief of peace, faid Calmar *,
the fon of . Matha; Fiy, Connal, to thy
filent hills, where the {pear of battle never
fhone: purfue the, dark - brown deer of
Cromla, and fop with thine arrows the
bounding foes of Lena. But blue eyed
fon of Semo, Cuchullin, ruler of the war,
{catter thou the fons of Lochlin **, and
roar thro’ the ranks of their pride, Let no
veflel of the kingdom of Snow bound on
the dark-rolling waves of JInis-fore ™
O ve dark winds of Erin vife!l’ roar 'ye
whirlwinds of the heath! Amidft the tem-
peft let me die, torn in a cloud by angry
ghofts of men; amidft the tempeft let Cal-

mar

# Calm-er, a flrong man.

% The Galic name of Scandinavia in gene<
ral; in a more confiried {enfe that of the pen-
infula of Jutland.

#25 Tnnis - tore, #he Island of whales, the
ancient name of the Orkney iflands.
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mar die, if ever chace was [port to him fo
much as the battle of {hields,

Calmar! flow replied the chief, I never
fled, O Matha’s fon. 1 was (wift with my
friends in battle, but {mall is the fame of
Connal. The'battle was won in my pree
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; Flift the fword and fpear.. "My joy
{hall be in the midft of thoufands, and my

foul brighten in the gloom of the fight,

To me, Cuchullin replies, pleafant is
the noife of arms: plealant as the thunder
heaven before the fhower of fpring. But
gather all the f{hining tribes, that I may
view the fons.of war, Let them move along
the heath, bright as the fun.fhine before a
ftorm; when the: welt wind collefls the

clouds,
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clouds, and the oaks of Morven eccho
along the fhore.

But where are my friends in battle?
The companions of my ‘arms in danger?
Where art thou whitebofomd Cathbat 2
Where is that cloud in war, Duchomar *2
and haft thou left me, o Fergus *+! in the
day of the ftorm? Fergus, firft in -our joy
at the feaft! Son of Roffa! arm of death!
comeft thou like a roe *** trom Malmor?
Like a hart from the ecchoing hill? — Hail

thou Son of Roffa! " what fhades the foul
of war?

Four ftones #, replied the chief, rife
on the grave of Cathbat. ~— Thefle hands
have laid in earth Duchomor, that cloud in

war,
* Dubhchomar, a black well - fhaped man.
##* Fear-guth, - rhe man of the word; or

a commander of army.
##4 Be thou like a roe or young hart on
the mountains of Bether.
Salomon’s Song,
* This paffage alludes to the mannér 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 {ails over the plains of autumin
and brings death to the peeple. Morna,
thou faireft of Maids! calm is thy fleep in
the ceve of the rock, Thou haft fallenin
darknefs like a ftar, that [hoots athwart
the defart, when the trave!leris alone, and

mourns the tranfient beam,

Say, faid Semo’s blue- eyed fon, fay,
how fell the chiefsof Erin?2 Fell they by the
fons of Lochlin, friving in the battle of

heroes?

burial among the ancient Scots. They ‘opén-
ed a grave fix or eightfeet.deep : the bottom
was lined with fine clay ; and on this they
laid the bedy of the dec: aled, and, if a war-
rior, his fword, and the ds of twelve
arrows by his {ide, Abeve tl laid another
ftratum of clay, in which tl placed the
horn of a deer, the fymbol nting, The
whole was covered with a f neld, and
four ftones_placed on end, to mark the ex-
tent of the grave, Thefe are the four fto-

* ~ 1] an . } fou
nes ailinGed to nere,
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heroes? Or what confines the chiefs of

Aok P

Cromla to the dark and narrow houle

Cathbat, veplied the Hero, fell by the
fword of Duchomar, at the oak of the noifly
ftreams. Duchomar came to Tura's 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 trec’s groan is in the wind.,
The lake is troubled before thee, and dark
aré the clouds of the {ky. But thou art
like fnow on the heath; and thy hair like
mift of Cromla; when it curls on the rocks,
and fhines to the beam of the weft. — Thy
breafts are like two [mooth rocks feen from

Branno of the Rreams. Thy arms liketwo

white
# The grave — The houfe appointed for
all living. Job.

% Muirne or Morna, a woman beloved by all
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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 Morna,
from the hill of the dark brown hinds.
Three have I flain with my bended yew,
Three with my long bounding dogs of the
chace, . — Lovely daughter of Cormac, J
love thee as my foul.—] have flain one fate-
ly deer for thee, — High was his branchy
head ; and fleet his feet of wind,

Duchomar! calm the maid replied; J
love thee not, thou gloomy man, — Hard
is thy heart of rock , and dark thy terrible
brow. But Cathbat, thou fon of Torman™,

thou

Tovman- Thunder. . This is the true ori-
gin, of the Jupiter Teramis of the Ancients.

L 43

e e e T S, S SR |

the
hi
br
chs
of
ind




.....

L Y Y T S

7
thou art the love of Morna. Thou art like
a fun-beam on the hill in the day of the
gloomy ftorm, Sawelt thou the fon of
Torman, lovely on the hill of his hinds?
Here the daughter of Cormac waits the com.
ing of Cathbat.

And long {hall Morna wait, Dusho.
mar faid, his blood is on my (word, —
Long fhall Morna wait for him, He fell
at Branno’s ftream..  High on Cromis I wijl
raile his tomb, daughter of Cormac. cgipe
bar; but fix thy love on .Di!i'/ian;gr’ his
arm is ftrong as a ftorm, —

And is the fon of  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 o Mornag,

But

* She allales to his nams — (he A4k

HiiIN.
B




But give me that fword, my foe; 1love the
blood of Caithbat.

He ‘gave the fword to her tears; but
fhe picroed his manly breaft. He fell like
the bank of the mountain - ftream ; ftretched
out his arm, and faid.

Daughter of Cormac - cairbar, thou
hatt fluin Duchomar. The fword is cold
in my brealt; Morna, 1 feel it cold. Give
me to Moina ** the maid; Duchomar was
the dream of her night. She will raife my
¢omb ; and the huater fhall fee it and praife
me. But draw the fword from my baeaft;
Morna the fteel is cold.

She came in all her tears, fhe came,
and drew it from his breaft. He pierced
ter white fide with fteel; and (pread her
fair locks on th: ground. Her burfting
blood founds from her fide: and her white
arm is fained with red. Rolling in death
fhe, lay, and Tura’s cave anfwered to her

groans, —
Peare

8¢ Moina- fofz in semper and pevfon,

P o TR e s’ sk
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Peace, faid Cuchullin, to the fouls of
the heroes; their deeds were great in dan.
ger. Letthem ride around *** me on clouds,
and fhew their features of war: that my
foul may be ftrong in danger, my arm like
the thunder of heaven. — But be thou on
amoon-beam, o Morna, near the window
of my reft; 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 noile of my courfe, — Place
three (pears by my fide; follow the bound-
ing of my fteeds ; that my foul may be ftrong
in my friends, swhen the battle darkens
round the beams of my fteel,

As

*#% It was the opinion then, as indeed it ig
to this day, of fome of the Highlanders, that
the fouls of the deceafed hovered round their
living friends; and fometimes appeared to
them, when they were about to enter oD
any great undertaking,

Ba
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As rufhes a ftream * of foam fromthe
dark {hady fteep of Cromla; when the thund-
er is rolling above, and dark-brown night
on half the hill, So fierce, fo vaft, fo ter-
rible ruflied on the fons of Erin. The chief
like a whale of ocean, whom all his billows
follow, poured valour forth as a ftream,
golling his might along the fhore,

The fons of Lochlin hear'd the noile
as the found of a winter-ftream, Swaran
firuck

* Qs 'd" ore yeipngior morapol,s xar o=
,'aga'@j é"‘.",’ TES
Es /..uo"*,'a;'y;csfcw &rvw@:é/\?\n”m* 25;7:/,401‘ U
(A‘_{J:
o ~ 0y ] y oy »
Kegvaviex peyeray xoihys évxoo e Aoegoe=
e
Hom.
As torrents roll encreafed by numerous rills
With rage impetuous down the ecchoing
hills ;
Rufh tothe vales, and pour’d along the plain,
Roar thro’ a thoufand channels to the main,
Pope.
Avt ubi decurfa rapido de montibus altis,
Dant fonitum fpumecfi amnes, & in sequora
curraut ,
Quisgue fuum populans titer,
Virg,
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ftruck his boffy fhield, and called the fon
of Arno. What murmur rolls along the
hill like the gathered flies of evening? The
fons of Innisfail delcend, or ruftling winds
roar in the diftant wood. Such is the ncile
of Gormal before the white tops of my
waves arife. O fon of Arno, alcend the
hill and view the dark face of the heath,

He went, and trembling, {wift return-
ed, His heart beat high againit his fide.

His words were faultering, broken, flow.

Rile fan] of ocean; rile chief of the
dark- brown f{hields, 1Ifee the dark,
the' mountain - fiream 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
Cuchullin, the noble fon of Semo. It bends
behind like a wave near a'rock; ilike ithe
golden mift of the'heath. Its fides are enys

bofled with flones, and fparkle like the fea
B3 round
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round the boat of night,  Of polifhed yew
is its beam, and its feat of the mootheft
bones.  The fides are replenilbed with
{pears; and the bottom is the footftool 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 fiream of {moke on the heath.
Bright are the fides of the feed, and his
name is Sulin - Sifadda,

Before the left fide of the car is feen
the fnorting horle, The dark-maned,
high - headed, ftrong hoofed, ficet, 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 polilled bits thine in a wreath of
foam. Thin thongs, bright-ftudded with
gems, bend on the ftately necks of the
ftesds, — The fteeds, that like wreaths of

mift
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mifk iy over freamy vales. The wildnels
of deer is in their courfe, the firength of
the cagle defcending on her prey. Their
noife is like the blaft of winter on the
fides of the fnow healed Gormial *.

Within the car is {een the chief; the
ftrong ftormy fon of the (word; the hero’s
name is Cuchullin, {on of Semo King of (hells,
His red cheek is like my polifhed yew. The
look of his blue-rolling eye jis wide be=
neath the dark arch of his brow.  His hair
flies from his head like a flame, as bending
forward he wields the fpear, Fly, King
of Ocean, fly; he comes, lik:a ftorm,
along the ftreamy vale.

When did 1y, replied the King, from
the battle of many fpears? When did 1fly,
fon of Arno, chief of the little fonl? J met
the florm of Gormal, when the fosm of
my waves was high, ] met the ftorm of
the clouds: and fhall ] fly from a hero?
B 4 Were

# A hill of Lochlin.
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Were it Fiygal himfelf, my foul fhould not
darken before him, — Rile to the batile,
my thoufands; pour round me like the ec-
choing main,  Gather round the bright
fteel of your King; firong as the rocks of
my land; that meet the ftorm with Joy,
and firerch their dark woods to the wind,

As autumn’s * dark ftorms pour from
two

- % The resder may compare this paffage
with a fam liar onein Homer, Jliad, 4. v. 4406,
/ Now fnield with (hield, with helmet hel=
met clof’d,
To armour armour, lance to lance oppofid,
Holt againit hoft, with fhadowy fqua-
drons drew,
The fonnding darts in iron tempefts flew;
With ftireaming blood the flipp’ry fields
are dy’d,
And flaughter’d heroes fwell the dreadful
tide,
Pope.
Statius has very happily imitated Homer,
lam clopeus clypeis, nmbone vepeliitur umbo,
Enfe minax enfis, pedepes, & cufpide cufpis 3
c.

Arms on armour crafhing, bray’d
Horrible difcord, and the madding wheels
Of brazen chariots rag’d, &c.

Milson,
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two ecchoing hills, towards each other
approached the heroes. — As two dark
fireams from high rocks meet, and mix
and roar on the plain; loud, rough and
dark in battle meet Lochiin and Ianis fail.
Chi:f mixed his firokes with chief, and
man with man; fleel clanging, founded
on fteel, helmets are cleft on high. Rlood
burfts end [moaks around, — q‘r;n;:;& twang

on the polifhed yews.  Darts rufh aleng

the fky. Spears fall like the circles of lighe,

that gild the ﬁurir‘.y face of night.

As the troubled noife of the ocean,
when roll the waves on high ; as the laft
peal of the lhur.dc.r of heaven, f{uch is the
noile of battle, ‘hough Cormac's hun-
derd bards were t!;:re to give the war to
fong; feeble were the voices of a hunderd
bards, to fend the deaths to future times
For meny were the falls of the heroes:
and wide poured the blood of the valiant.

Mourn, ye fonsof fong, the death
B3 of




of the noble Sithallin*. — Let the fighs of
Fiona rife on the dark heaths of nher love-
ly Ardan.—They fell, like twohinds of the
delart, by the hands of the mighty Swaran;
when, in themidft of thoufunds he roared ; li
kethe (hrill fpirit of a ftorm, that fits dim, on
the clouds of Gormal, and enjoys the

death of the mariner.

Nor flept thy hand by thy fide, chief
of the ifle of mift **; many were the deaths
of thine arm, Cuchullin, thou fon of Se-

mo. His [word 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. — Dus-
rona

% Qithallin fignifies a bandfome man; —
7»" ‘}7'1'. o fair maid ; — and Ardan, pride.
The ifle of Sky; not improperly called
. Itie of mifl, as its high hills, which
uir‘l the mouds from the weftern ocean,
sccafion almoft continual rains. -
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ronnal = {sorted over the bodies of heroes;
and Sifadda ** bathed his hoof in blood.
The battle lay behind them, as groves over-
turned on the defart of Cromla; when the
blalt has paffed the heath, laden with the
fpirits of night.

Weep on the rocks of roaring winds
0 maid of Iniflore ***, bend thy fair - head
over the waves, thou fairer than the fpirit

of

% One of Cuchullin’s horfes. Dubbftron-
gheal,

%t Sith - fadda, i. e. a lons-fIride.

¢ The maid of Iniflove was the daughter
of Gorlo King of Iniftore or Orknev Islands,
Trenar was brother to the Kirg of Iniscon,
fuppofed to be one of the lslan:s of Shetland,
The Orkneys and Shetland were atthat time
fubjett to the King of Lochiin, We find, that
the dogs of Trenar are fenfibie at home of
the death of their mafter, 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 fcenes they frequented the mof
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 filence of Morven. He
is fallen! thy youth js low; pale beneath
the fword of Cuchullin. No more fhall va.
lour raife the youth to match the blood of
Kings. — Trenar, lovely Trenar died,

1¢ gs are

thou maid ol Iniflore,  His gray «
howling athome, and [ee his pafling ghot,
His bow is in' the hall unfirung. No found
is in the heath of his hirds,

As roll a thoufand waves to the'rocks,
fo Swaran’s hoft came on; as meets a rock
a thouland waves, f{o Inuis- fail met Swa-

ran. Death raifes all his voices around,

{

and mixes with the founds of fhields. —
Eack herois ‘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 {on of the furnace,

Who are thele on Lena’s heath, that
z21¢fo gloomy and dark? Who are thefe
like
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fike two clouds *), and their fwords like
lightning above them? The little hills are
troubled around, and the rocks trembie
with alltheir mofs. — Who isitbut Ocean's
fon and the car-borne chief of 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 f{haggy fide that

tune

®* As when two black clouds,

With heaven’s artillery fraught, come

rattling on

Over the Cafpian.

Milzom,

%% The ancient manner of preparing feaft
after hunting is handed down by tradition. —
A pit lined with fmooth ftones was made;
and near it ftood a heap of {mooth flat ftones
of the flint Kind, The ftones as well as
the pit were properly heatad with heath.
Then they laid {ome venifon in the bottom
and a ftratum of the {tones above it; and
thus they did alternately, till the pit was
full, The whole was covered over with

heath




the hiill. — A hundred youths colle® the
heath; ten herces blow the fire; three
hundred chufe the polill’d ftones. The
feaft is fmoaking wide.

Cucimllin, chicf of Eriws war, re-
fumed his mighty (oul. He ftood upon his
beamy fptar, and [poketo the fon of fongs;
to Carril of other times, the gray- haired
fon of Kinfena *, Is this feaft (pread for
me alone and the King of Lochlin on Ul
lin's {hore, far from the deer of his hills,
and founding halls of his feafts? Rife, Car-
ril of other times, and carry my words
to Swaran; tell him that come from the ro-
aring of waters, that Cuchullin gives his
fealt, Here let him liften to the found of
my groves amidft the clouds of night, —

For

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

* Cean-feana, i, . the head of the people.

tune of the chace, before the heroes left
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troey For cold and bleak the bluflering winds
et the ruth over the foam of his feas, Here let
) threg him praife the trembling harp, and hear the
1y fongs of heroes.

Old Carril went, with {ofielt voice,
rat, and called the King of darkbrown fhields.
tpon Rife from the fkins of thy chace, rile,
A longs Swaran King of groves, — Cuchullin gives
‘-'Vt‘a‘:rntd the joy of fhells; partake the fealt of Erin's
e bl bluc;eyed chief,
on He anfwered like the fullen found of
his hills, Cromla before a ftorm. Though all thy
il G daughters, Jnnis-feil! fhould extend their
 vords arms of [now; raife high the heavings of
s thete their breaft, and foftly roll their eyes of
ives 1S love: yet, fixed as Lochlin’s thoufand rocks,
oudd here Swaran {hall remain; till morn, with
ight the young beams of my eaft, fhall light me

ot to the death of Cuchullin. Pleafant to my

car is Lochlin's wind, It rufhes over my
feas. It [peaks aloft in all my fhrowds, and
brings my green forefts to my mind; the
o green




green forefls of Gormal, that often ecchoed
to my winds, when my fpear was red in
the chace of the boar, Letdark Cuchullin
yic'd to me the ancient throne of Cormac,
or Erin’s torrents {hew from their hills the

red foam of the blood of his pride.

8ad is the found of Swaraws voice,
{aid Carril of other times: —

Sad to himlelf alone, faid the blue-eyed
fon of Semo. 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.
faii. And lovely are the fongs of woe,
that are heard on Albion’s rocks; when
the noife of the chace is over, and the
fireams of Cona anfwer to the voice of
Clian *,

* Offian, the fon of Fingal and authorof

the pvem,- ‘One cannot bat admire the ad-
drefs of the ‘poet, in' putting his own praife

{o maturally into the mouth of Cuchullin, The
Cona

T O
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In other days *, Carril replies, came
the fons of Ocean to Erin, A Thouland
vellels bounded over the waves to Ullin’s lo-
vely plains. The fons of dnnis. fail arofe to
meet the race of dark-brown {hields. Caire
bar, firft of men, was there, and Gruday,
ftately youth. Long had they frove 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 fieel.

Side

Cona here mention'd ig perhaps that fmall
river, that runs through Glenco in Argyle-
fhire. One of the hills, which environ that
romantic valley, is ftill called Scornafena, or
the hill of Fingal’s pcople,

* This epifode is introduced with propriety.
Calmar and Comnal, two of the Lrifh heroes
had disputed warmly before the battle about
engaging the ememy, Carril endeavours to
ceconcile them with the ftory of Cairbar and
Grudar; who, tho' enemies before, fought
fide by fide in the war. The poet obtained
his aim , for we find Calmar and Connal pers
fectly reconciled in the III Book.

*#*  (olb-bhean, as well sg Cromleach ,
fignifies, a kvooked hill. It is here the name
of a mouyutain in the couanty of Sligo,

C

L)
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Side by fide the heroes fought, and the
ftrangers of Ocean fled. ~ Whole name
was faireran 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. Ficrce
Cairbar came to the vale of the ecchoing
Tura, where Braffolis * faireft of his
{ifters, all alone, raifed the fong of grief,

She fung of the actions of Grudar, the
youth of her fecret/foul. — She mourned.
him in the field of blood; but fill (he
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

% Tubar-a river in Ulfter Labhar, loud,

noify,

t#; Braflolis fignifies : 4 woman with a whire

brrafl.

fok

fhoue
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look of her eye was his. — YWhen fhalt

thou come in thine arms, thou mighty in the
war? —

Take, Braffolis, Cairbar came and
faid, take Braffolis, 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, fhe flew. She found
her youth in all his blood; fhe died on
Cromla's heath, Here refts their duft, Cy.
chullin; and thefe two lonely yews, {prung
from their tombs, wifhto meeton high, Fair
was Braflolis on the plain, and Grubar on
the hill. TheBard 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 fhower * of fpring, when the fun

24 looks

Homev compares foft piercing words to
the fall of fnow

— emea vwQadecaiy somorer KEHUEQINaIY
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looks on the field, and the light cloud flies

over the hills, O firike the harp in praife

of my love, the lonely fun. beam of Dun-

fecaich. - Strike the barp in

gtla **

, of her that leftinthe Isle of 47/l the
fpoufe of Semo’s fon., . Deft thou raife thy
! y

fair face from the rock, to find the [(ails of

Cuchullin! — The fea is rolling far diftant,

and its white foam fhall deceive thee for my
fails. Retire for it is night my love, and

i

the dark winds figh in thy hair. Retire to

the
But when he fpeaks, waht elocution flows!
Like the foft fleeces of u:fcer\duih nows,
Pope,

“

Bragéla was the daughter of Sorgelan,
and the wife of Cuchndlin. — Cuchullin. 1?])011
the death of Artho, fipreme King of Ireland,
pafled over into Ireland pvuﬂd,l)i\{ by Fingal
order, to take upon hims the adminiftrat
ofa \:nr: in rnnthmtom, during the minerity
of Cormac the fon of Avzhn. He left his wif
Bragwn in Dunfeaich, the {eat of the family ,
in the Isle of Sky, where the remains of
his palaee is ftill im’nn and a ftone, to
which he bound kis dog Lhﬂlh, goes fill by
his name,

.
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the halls of my feafts, and think of the times
thatarepaft: forI will not return, till theftorm
of war is ceafed. © Connal, fpeak of wars
and arms, and {end her from my mind, for
lovely with her raven-hair is the white- bo=

fomed daughter of Sorglan,

Connal, flow to fpeak, replied: Guard
againft the race of Ocean. Sendthy troop
of nigth abroad, and watchthe firength of
Swaran, — Cuchullin! 1 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 ftruck the fhield of hisafarms

— the warriors ofthe nightmoved on. The

reft lay in the heath of the deer, and flept
amidft the duﬂ;y wind, — The ghofts

C 3 of

It was long the opinion ofthe anclent
Scots, that a ghoft was heard (hrieking near
the place, were adeath was to happen foon
after. The accountsgiven to this day, among
the valgar, of this extraordinary matter, are
very postical. The ghoft comes mounted oa

meleor
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of the lately dead were near, and {wam on
gloomy clouds. And far diftant, in thedark
filence of Lena, the feeble voices of death
were heard,

meteor, and furounds twice or thrice the
place deftined for the perfonto die; ‘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,

FIN.
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