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f Ferda his friend. whom he
, d ime before.  Carril, ro [hew,
that ill fuccefs did not always attend thofe, who
imz.acs:-zr].y killed their friends, insroduces the
epifode of Comal and Galvina,
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When lo! the fhade,

,perore

fad Patroclus rofe or feem’d

, he came

ce, and pleafing look the fame,

The form familiar hover'd o’er hig head,

And fleeps Achilles thus 2 the phantom faid.
Pope.

In fomnis ecce ante oculos moefiffimus
Hetror

Vifus adefle mihi, largosque effundere fletus,

Raptatus bigis, ut quondam, aterque cruento

Palvere, perque pedes trajeétus lora tumentes

Hei mihi qualis erat? quantum mutatus ab illo

Hec

In the fame robe he living wore

In ttature, wvoi
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ftone, with its mofs, fupported hishead, Shrill

ﬁFlrn' the heath of Lenz, he heard the voice

of night, Atdiftance from the heroes he

. forthe fon of the (word feared no foe,

C s My

Cquallentem hbarbam & concretos l.-.‘-.)g;:il.yq

Cl irh"'r:,
Vulaeraque illa gerens, quae circum plari
ms Muros

‘ﬂ..r.n T,-’g‘ n

my f}_g.}r‘ ap

When Hetor’s ghoft bef

fhroud he feem’d,

Such ss he was, when, by

[heffal ers drag’d him o’ver the plain

Swoln were his feet, as when the to
were thrufk

his body black

Through the bor’d holes,
with dult.
UUnlike that Heftor, who return*i froin t«
Of war trinmphant, in Aeacian fpoi
ing Gree
their navy {—’!!r} y

qre
1d beard ftood ftiffen’d with his g«

nd all the wouuds he for his country bore.




My hero faw ia his reft a dark, red
ftream of fire coming down from the hitl,
Crugal fat upon the beam, a chief that fa-
tely fell, > fell by the hand of Swaran;
ﬂ’.iﬁ:sg in the battle of heroes, His face
is like the beam of the [et ting moon; his
robes are of the clouds of the hil
eyes are like two decaying flames. Dark is
the wound of his breaft,

('f'“'?rf_‘:"'1 faid t!

of Dedgnl famed on :iz hill of deer. Why

1

fo paleand fad, thou brea}

IS

t never been pale for fear,— What

T?.’.._!
difturbs the fon of the hill

Dim, and in tears , Lhe flood and fret-
his pale hand over the hero. —Faint-

le voice, like the gale of

.

r

My ghoft, o Conrnl, is on my

na
hills; but my corfe is on the fands f["[’:"in.

Thou [halt never talk with Crugal, or find

|
|
|
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o his lone fteps in the heath, T am light as
T the |

the blaft of Cromla, and | move like the

{hadow of mift. Connal, fon of Colgar™,
o I (ee the dark cloud of death: it hovers over

the plain of Lena. The fons ol green E-

rin {hall fall, Remove from theficld of ghofis,

L. b X - . = .
he darkened moon * he retired in

&

*
.

Dark ) the midft of the whiftling blaft,

I L ¥ ]
d«the mighty  Connal, mv

Stay, fa
iy [on dark - red friend. = Lay by that Beam of
' heaven, fon of the windy Cromla. 'What
cave of the hill is thy lonely houfe! What
green-headed hill is the place of thy reft!
Shall we not hear thee in the ftorm ? in the

10ife

et ¥ Connal the fon of Caithbat, the friend of
ba oled Cuchullin is fometimes, as here called the
ek fon of Colgar; from one of that name whe
was the foander of his family,
st N \ =it \
; “ Wuyn de noeTe x9cvo:, NUTs TRWoIs
L Qo evo TETEIYLIK.

Hom. II. 23, v. 100.
0e* Like a thin {moke he fees the fpirit fly,
i oé And hears a feeble, lamentable cry,

e Pope
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noife of the mountain- fiream? When the

and

¢ foft - voiced Connel rofe in the

of his founding arms.  He ftruck his

The {fon of battle

~{ ¢!

O1 [he Car, comes

? My fgear might

-

and Cuchullin mourn

urr

i i i
the ceath

fon of C

b
the fon of

S hief; the
ohoft ¢ ave of his
hill ikled thro 'WH his

ike the found of
a diltant fiream, — He is a me{fenger of

lf‘:i‘;.‘:, —= He f“)“fa.!iﬁ of the d ark and LATTOW

4
houfe, Sue for peace, o Chiefl r.f’ Dunsa

]

caich: or fly over the heath of Lena,

He
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¢s dim - twinkied through his form,

, it Wwas the wind that mur-

ST (]
in the caves of Leng,  — Or'if it

form * of Crusal, why didit thou

not force him to my

quired where is his cave? The houfe of the

fon of the wind? Mv (word might fint

¥
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-
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voice, and farce his i.&ii(_)\\f:&‘.dé_i@ from him,

g 03
., IOX

And [mall is his knowledge, Co

he was here to d: He could not have

gone beyond our hills, and w

him there of our death!

Ghofts ‘fly on clouds and ride on

winds, faid Connals voice of wisdom, They
reft

ienarate f{ou

™ 4
sy 1 13 the

) . ~
rom Conpa
ftars dim - twinkled th:
4l dndiCachullin )

aly , and Cuchullin’s renly, we

thought the fonli

form of Cry

mav oA
h|1‘, g

was material, fomet ilke the sudwAoy of

the ancient Gree
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reft together'in their caves, and talk of

mortal men,

I'hen let them talk of mortal men; of

every man but Erin’s chief. Let me be
forgot in their cave; for I will not fly from
Swaran.—1f 1 mukt fall, my tomb fhall rife

amidft the fame of future times. The hunter

" on my ftone; and forrow
dwell round the high- bofomed Br: agtla
fear not death, but I fear to fy, for Fﬁ’n-

! { - y
gai law me olten v
!

&

0}

orious, Thou dim
phantom ofthe hill fhew thyfeif to me! co-
me on thy beam of heaven, and fhew me
my death in thine hand, yet will I not fly,
thou fecble fon of the wind, Go, fon of
Colgar, Rrike the {hield of Caithbat, it
hangs between the {pears. Let my heroes
rife to the founds in the midft of the batt-
les of Erin, ['bough Fingal r?c!ays his
coming with the race of the ftormy hills

and die in

Colgars fon,
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The found {preads wide; the heroes
rife, like the breaking of a blue- rolling
wave, They ftood on the heath, like oaks
with all their branches round them *; when
they eccho to the fiream of froft, and their

withered leaves ruftle to the wind.

High Cromla’s head of clouds is gray;
the morning trembles on the half - enlight-
ened ocean, The blue, gray mift fwims
flowly by, and hides the fons of Iunis- fail,

Rife ye, faid the King of the dark-
brown fhields, ye that came from Lechlin’s
waves. The fons of Erin have fled from
our arms — purfue them over the plains
of Lena. — And, Morla, go to Cormac's
hall, and bid them vyield to Swaran; before
the people fhall fall into the tomb, and the

hills

% — As when heaven's fire
Hath fcath'd the foreft oaks, or mountain

pines
With finged tops, their ftately growth tho'

bare
Stand on the blafted heath,

Milton.
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hills of Ullin be filent, — They rolé like

flock of feafow!, when the waves expel

Their lound was like

land fireams, that meet in Cona’s

£
=
-
(o]
Y
=}

vale, when after a ftormy night they turn
their dark eddies bencath the pale light of
the morning. —

As the dark fhades of autumn, fly over

hills of grafs; fo gloomy, dark, fuge
ive came the chicfsof Lochim's ecchoing
woods, Tall as the ftag of Morven moved
on the King of groves, His fhining fhield
is on his fide like a flame on the heath at
night, when the world is filent and dark,
and the traveller fees fome ghoft [porting
in the beam.

A blaft from the troubled ocean ree
moved the fettled mit. The fons of In-
nis- fail appear like a ridge of rocks on the
ihore.

Go, Morla, go, faid Lochlins King,
and offer peace to thefe. Offer the terms,

we

fort

T]:.

and



we give to Kings, when nations bow be-
fore us. When the valiant are dead in

war, and the virgins weeping on the field.

Great Jorla came, the {on of Swart,
and flately ftrode the King of fhiclds. He
{poke to Eriws bluc-eyed fon, among
the leffer heroes.

Take Swafan's peace, the warrior
{poke, the peace he gives to Kings, when
the nations bow before him. Leave Ullin's
lovely plains to us, and give thy f{poule
and dog.

Thy fpoule high- bolom'd, heaving
fair. Thy dog that overtakes the wind,
Give thefe to prove the weaknels of thine

arm, and live beneath our power

Tell Swaran, tell that heart of pride

that Cuchullin never yields, — I give him
the dark-blue rolling of ocean, or give
his people graves in Erin!  Never fhall a

D firana
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firanger have the lovely fun. beam of Dun;-
caich; nor ever deer fly on Lochlin’s hills
before the nimble footed Ludith,

Vain ruler of the car, faid Moria,
wilt thou fight the King; that King whofe
fhips of many groves could carry off thine
Ifle? Solittleis thy green« hilled Ullin to
the King of ftormy waves,

In words I yield to many, Morla;
but this {word fhall yield to none. Erin
fhall own the fway ef Cormae, while Con-
nal and Cuchullin live. O Connal, firlk of
mighty men, thou haft heard the words
of Morla; fhall thy thought then be of
peace, thou breaker of the fhields? = Spi-
rit of fallen Crugal! why didft thou threa-
ten us with death? The narrow houfe {hall
receivemein themidft of thelight of renown,
~— Exalt, ye fons of Innis- fail, exalt the
fpear and bend the bow; rufh on the foe'in
darknefls, as the fpirits of formy nights.

Then
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Then dismal, roaring, fierce, and
deep the gloom of battle rofled along; as
mift * that is poured on the valley, when
ftorms invade the filent fun- fhineof heaven,
The chief moves before in arms, like an
angry ghoft before a ¢loud, when meteors
inclofe him with fire, and the dark winds
are in his hands. — Carril, far on the
heath, bids the horn of battle found, H
raifes the voice of the fong, and pours his
foul into the minds of heroes.

Where, faid the mouth of the fong,
where is the fallen Crugal? He lies forgot
on carth, and the hall of fhells * js filent,

D3 Sad

¥ — As evening mift
Rif’n from a river over the marifh glides,
And gathers ground faft at the labiror’s
heel
Homeward returning.
Milton,
® The ancient Scots, as well ag the pre-
fent Highlanders, drunk in {hells, hence it

18
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Sad is the fpoufle of Crugal, for {lie is a
fir=nger * in the hall of her forrow. Bur
who is {he, that like a fun- beam, flies be-
fore the ranks of the foe? It is Degrena
wk, Jovely fzir, the fpoule of fallen Cru-
gnl, Her hair is on the wind behind: Her
eye is red; her voice is thiil. Green, emp-
ty is thy Crugal now, his form is in the
cave of the hill. He comes to the ear of
reft, and raifes his feeble voice; like the
humming ot the mountain- bee, or collec
ted flies of evening-  But Degrena falls li-
ke a cloud of the morn; the f[word of Loochs
fin is in her fide, Cairbar, the rifing
thought of thy youth, Sheis fallen, o Cair-
bar, the thought of thy youth. ful hours
Fier-
is that we {o often meet, in the old poe-
try, with the ¢hief of she [hells, and the
balls of the f[hells,
% Crugal had married Degrena but a little

time before the battle, confequently {he may
be called a firanger it the hall of her forrow

#% Deo ~-ghrena fignifies & fun - beam.
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Fierce Cairbar heard the mournful
found, and rullhed on like ocean’s whalej
he (aw the death of his daughter; and roar=
ed in the midft of thousands *.  His {pear
met afon of Lochlin, and battle fpread
from wing to wing, Asa hundred winds
in Lochlin’s groves , _as fire in the firs of
2 hundred hills; fo loud, fo ruinous and
valt the ranks of men are hewn down, —
Cuchullin cut off heroes like thiftles, and
Swaran waked Erin.  Curach fell by his
hand, and Cuirbar of t.‘iz’r-ul’{'y ield. Mor-
glan lies in laling reft s and Ca - old quivers
as he dies. His white breaft is ftained with
his blood; and his yellow bhair firetched in
the duft of his native {and, He often had
{pread the fealt where he feli; and often
saifed the voice of the harp: when his
dogs leapt around for joy; and the youths
of the chace prcparcd the bow.

D3 Still

% mediisque in millibus ardet.

Virg,
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Still Swaran advanced, as a ftream
that burfts from the defart,  The ligtle hills
are rolled in its courfe; and the rocks half.
{funk by its fide. But Cuchulliu ftood befo-
te him like a hill *, that catches the clouds

of

* Virgil and Milton have made ufe of &
comparifon fimiliar to this; I (hall

I lay both
before the reader anb let him judge

for him-
felf, which of thefe two great poets have
beft fucceeded.
Quantus Athos , aut quantus Eryx, ant ipfe
covnfeis
Cum  fremir dlicibus, gunantus

nit
Vertice [e artollens pater Appeninus mi anve

Like Eryx or like Athos yrreat he fi ews
Or father Ap venine when white v‘"l

hows
His head divine o'ufvr-‘* in clouds he En"':
And fhakes the founding foreft on his fi

On th’ other {ide S;uﬂ alarm’d
Colletting all his might, dilated food
Like Teneriff or Atlas unrem ov'd;

His fature reach’d the { fky

Milton,




AT S T VS S S

of heaven—The winds contend on its head
of pines; and the hail rattles on its
rocks.  But, firm in its {trength, it ftands
and f{hades the filent vale of Cona.

So Cuchullin (haded the fons of Erin,
and ftood in the midlts of thousands. Blood
rifes like the fount of a rock, from pan=
ting heroes around him. But Erin falls on
cither wing, like fnow in the day of the

fun,

O fons of Innis-fail, (aid Grumal,
Lochlin conquers on the field. Why ftrive
we as reeds againft the wind? ~ Fly to the
hill of darkbrown hinds, He fled like the
ftag of Moryen, and his fpear isa trem=
bling beam of light behind him. Few fled
with Grumal, the chief of the liitle foul:
they fell in the battle of heroes on Lena's

ecchoing heath,

D 4 High




High on his car, of many gems, the
chicf of Erin ftood; he flew a mighty fon
of Lochlin, and fpoke, in hafte, to Con-
nal, O Connal, firlt of mortal men, thou
haft taught this arm of death! Though
Erin’s fons have fled, flall we mot fight
the foe 2 O Carrilfon of other times, car-
ry my living friends to that buthy hill, —
Here, Connal, let us ftand like rocks, and
fave our flying friends,

Connal mounts the car of light, They
ftretch their fhields like the darkened moon,
the daughter of the ftarry fkies, when fhe
moves, a dun circle, through heaven,
Sithfadda panted up the hill, and Dusrona
nal haughty fteed. Like waves behind a
whale, behind them rufhed the foe.

Now on therifing fide of Crom/a ftood
Erin's few (ad fons, like a grove, through
which the flame had rufhed, hurried on by
the winds of the ftormy night, — Cuchullin

| food




flood befide an oak, He rolled his red eye
in filence, and heard the wind in hisbuthy
hair; when the {cout of ocean came, Mo-
ran the fon of Fithil, — The fhips he cried,
the fhips of the lonely ifle!  There
Fingal comes, the firft of men, the brea-
ker of the {hields* The waves foam befo-
re his black prows, His mafts with fails
are like groves in clotds, Blow, faid Cu-
chullin, all ye winds that rufh over my ille
of lovely mift.' Come to the death of thou-
fands, o chief of the hills of hinds. . Thy
fails, my frier 1, are to me like the clouds
of the morning, and thy fhips like the light
of heaven’ and thou thyfelf like a pillar
of fire that gives light in the night. O
Connal, firlt of men, how pleafant are our
friends! But the night is gathering around;
where now are the thips of Fingal? He-
re let us pafs the hours of darknels, and

with for the moon of heaven,

D g The




The winds came down on the woods,
The torrents rufked frgm the rocks, Rain
gathered round the head of Cromla. ‘And
the red fars trembled between the flying
clouds. Sad, by the fide of a ftream, who-
fe found was ecchoed by a tree, fad by
the fide of a ftream the chief of Erin fat,
Connal {on of Colgar was there , and Car-
ril of other times.

Unhappy is the hand of Cuchullin, faid
the fon of Semo, unhappy is the hand of
Cuchullin, fince he flew bis friend, —

Ferda thou fon of Damman, 1 loved thee

How , Cuchullin, fon of Semo, fell the
breaker of the fhields? We!ll I remember,
faid Comnal, the noble fon of Damman'
Fall ard fair he was like the rain-bow of
the hill,
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Reiy

And

Ferda from Albion came the chief of
a hundred hilis. In Muri’s hall he learned
the fword, and won the friend(hip of Cua
chullin. Wemoved to the chace together;

and one was our bed in the heath,

Deugala was the fpoule of Cairbar,
chief of Ullin. She was covered with the
light of beauty, buther heart was the hou-
fe of pride. She loved that fun-beam of
youth, the noble fon of Damman. Cair-
bar , faid the white,armed woman give
me half of the herd, No more I will re-
main in your halls, Dividethe herd dark
Cairbar,

Let Cuchullin, faid Cairbar, divide
iy herd on the hill. His brealt is the
feat of juftice. Depart, thou lightof beau-
ty. — I wentand divided the herd, One
{fnow - white bull remained, I gave that
bull to Cairbar,  The wrath of Deugae
la rofe,

Son

L
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Son of Damman, begun the fair, Cy-
chullin pains my foul, I muft hear of his
death, or Lubar's fiream thall roll over me,
My pale ghoft thall wander near thee, and
mourn the'wound of my pride. Pour out
the blood of Cuchullin, or pearce this heav-

ing breaft,

Deugala, faid the fair- haired youth,
how fhall I flay the fon of Semo? He is the
friend of my fecret thoughts, and fhall I
lift the fword? She wept three days before
him, on the fourth he confented to fight.

I will fight my friend, Deugala! but
may 1 fall by his fword. Could I wander
on the hill and behold the grave of Cy-
chullin? We fought on the hills of Muri:
Our  fwords avoid a wound. They
(lide on the helmess of fieel, and found
on the flippery fhiclds. Deugala was
near
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near with a fmile, and faid to the fon of
Damman, thine arm is feeble, thou fun-
beam of youth. Thy years are not firong
for fleel. — Yield to the fon of Semo, ke

is like the rock ot Malmor.

T'he tear fs in the eye of youth. He
faultering faid to me, Cuchullin, raife thy
boffy fhield. Defend thee from the hand
of thy friend. My fou! is laden with grief:
for I muft {lay the chief of men.

I fighed as the wind in the chink of a
rock, I lifted high the edge of my fteel.
The fun-beam of the battle fell; the firft of
Cuchullin’s friends, —

Unhappy is the hand of Cuchullin, fin
¢e the hero fell,

Mournfull is thy tale, fon of the car,
faid Carril of other times. It fends my
foul back to the ages of old, and to the
days of other years, — Often have I heard

(4




of Comal, who f{lew the friend he loved;
yet vi€tory attended his fteel; and the battle
was confuined in his prefence.

Comal was a fon of Albion, the chief
of an hundred hills, His deer drunk of a
thoufand fireams. A thoufand rocksreplied
to the voice of his dogs. His face was the
mildnefs of youth. His hand the death of
heroes. - One was his love, and fair was
{he! the daughter of mighty Conloch. She
appeared like a {un-beam among women.
And her hair was like the wing of the ra-
ven. Her dogs were taught to the chace.
Her bow- ftring founded on the winds of
the foreft. Her foul was fixed on Comal,
Often met their eyes of love. Their courfe
in the chace was oncand happy were their
words in fecret. — But Grumal loved
the maid, the dark chief of the gloomy
Ardven. He watched her lone fteps in the
heath; the foe of unhappy Comal,

One




One day,; tired of the chace, when
mift had concealed their friends,  Comal
and the daughrer of foch met in the cave
of Ronan *. Tt w

Comal, Its fides were

A hundred fhiclds of thongs were there; a

" W1 Q1S arms.

hundred helms of fou

Reft here

R "Ry - 95 il
A he :Sr’j, my I(.‘r“-;‘. f;g:'.‘,’?‘!/!:‘

thou light of the cave of Ronan, A deer

BN Ao o o Y s | AR A i |
pears on Mora’s brow, 1 go; but I will

— The concife expreflions of Ofilan are imi-
tated, but the thoughts are too jejune and
confined be on of that poet
— Mar , er his name , that have
been evidently corepofed fince his time'; theyr
are very numerous in lreland, and {ome have
come to the translator’s hands, They are
trivial and dull to the laft degree; f{welling
into ridiculcus bombaft, or figking into the
loweft kind of profaic ftyle,

the '.-:"nchC
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foor return. 1 fear the faid dark Goimal
my foe, he haunts the cave of Ronan. 1
will ret among the arms, but foon return,

my love,

ie went to the deer of Mora. The
daugther of Conloch would try his love. She
cloathed her white fides with his armour,
and ftrode from the cave of Romnan. He
thcught it was his foe, His heart beat high.
His colour changed, and darknef(s dimmed
his eyes. Hedrew thebow. The arrow flew,
Galvina fell in blood. He run with wildnefs
in his fteps and called the daughter Conloch,
No anfwer in the lonely rock. Where art
thou o my leve! He faw at length, her hea«
ving heart beating around the featherd dart.
O Conlock's daughtes is it thou? He funk
upon her brealt,

The




i Gﬂi'ﬂ;

\Uap, |

N Tttun

|

PR ERG AR AN 65
The hunters found the-haplefs pair; he
afterwards walked the hill, But many and
filent were his feépsrotind the dark dwelling
of his love. The fleet 6f the ocean came.
He fought; the ftrangers fled. He fears
ched for his death over the field. But
who could kill the” miglity Comal! He
threw away his dark - brown fhield, An
arrow found his ‘manly bfeaft, * He flceps
with his loved Galving at-thie noife of the
founding forge.”  Their "green tombs are
feen by the mariner, when he bounds on

the waves: of the north.

s
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