
AN «>ANCíENT epic poem .

BOOK III.

3 .

Argument .

C uchullin , plea fed with the fiory of Carril ,
infifis with that bard for more of hit fangs . He
relates thea & ions ofFingalin Lochlin , and the
death of /¡ganieca the beautiful filler of Swaran .
He had fcaree finifhed when Calmer the fon of '
Matha , who had edvied the firfi battle came
wounded from the field , and told . hem of Swaran ' s
dtfign to jurprife the remains of the Irifh army .
He himfelf propofes to withftand fingly the whole
force of the enemy , in a narow pafs , till the
Jr iß ßould make good their retreat . Cuchullin ,
touched w th the gallant propofal of Calmar ,
refolves to accompany him and orders Carril to
carry of the few that remained of th • Ir fb . Mor .
ning comes . Calmar dies of hit wounds ; and ,
th ; ¡hips of the Cale inni ans tpteirtng Swaran
gives ever the purfait of the Info and returns
to oppofe Fingils landing - Cuchutl n aß am d ,
after his defeat to app • rb » ore F ngal retires
to tin cave of Tura . Ftngal engages the enemy ,

puts



puts them to fight ; but the coming on of night
makes the vitlcry not decifive . The King who

had ob / ervèd the gallant behaviour of his grand foil
Ofcar , gtves him advices concerning his conduit
in peace and war . He recommends to him , to

place the example of his fathers befo * t his eyes f
as the be ft model for his conduit ; which introduces

the i pifo de concerning Fanafollis , the daughter

of the King of Craca whom Fittgal had taken
under his protection , in his youth . Filian and

Oicar are difpatched 1 to obfervt the motions of
the enemy by night ; Gaul the fon of Morni de¬

fines the command of the army , in the next battle ;

which Ftngal fromi fes to give him . Some gene¬
ral reflections of the 'poet clofe the third day ,
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( The fécond night lince the opening
of the poem continues ; and CuchuHin , Con -
na ! , and Carril ftill fit in the place defcribed
in the preceding book . The ftorv of Agan -
decca it introduced herewith propriety , as
great uféis made of it in the courfe of the
poem , and as it , in fame mcafure , brings
about the cataftrophe . )

Pleafant are 'the words of the fongs , faid
Cuchullin , and lovely are the tales of other
times . They are like the calm dew ofthemorn *
jng on the hill of roes , when the fun is faint
on its fides , and the lake is fettled and blue
jn the vale . O Carril , raife again thy voice ,
and let me hear the fong of Tura ; which
■vas fung in my halls of joy , when Fingal
King of ihields was there , and glowed at the
deeds of his fathers .

Fingal ! thou man of battle , faid Car¬
ril t early were thy deeds in arms , Lochlin

, was
' I .
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was con fumed in thy wrath , when thy
youth ftrove with the beauty of maids . They
imiled at the fair - blooming fare of the hero ;
but death was*in his hands . He was firong as
the watersof Lord , His followers were like

the roar of a thoufand ftreams . They tookthe
King oiLochlin in battle , butreftored him to
his (hips . His big heart fwclled with pride ; and
*he death of the youth was dark in his foul .
— Fornone ever , but Fingàl overcame the
flrengthoftiic mighty Storno * .

He fat in the hall of his f! ells In Lochlin ' s
woody land . He called the grey - haired
Snivotiy that often fung round the circle * of
Loda : when the ftone of power heard his
cry , and the battle turned in the field of the
Va liant .

E 1 Go ,
Starno was the father of Swaran ns well

as A ^ andecca . — Hs fierce and cruel cha¬
racter is well marked in other pot ms concern¬
ing the times .

* This paffuge moft certainly alltide « to the
religion of Lochlin ; * r A the ßom of pmvtr here

I, mentioned , is the image of one of the deities of
Si andanayia .
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Go , gray - haired Sniuan , Star no faid to
Ardvens fea furroundedrocks . Tell to Fingal
King of th ? deiart , he that is the fàireft among
his thoufand ? , tell him , Igive him my daugh¬
ter , the lov &lieft maid that ever heaved a
brea ft of fnow . Her arms arc white as the
foam of my waves . Her foul is generous
and mild . Let h m come with his braveft

heroes to the daughter of the fccret hall .

Snivan came to Albin ’x windy hills :
and fair - haired Fingal went . His kindled
foul ftew before him , as he bounded on the
waves of the north .

Welcome , faid the dark - brown Star -
no , welcome King of rocky Morven : and
ye his heroes of might , fons of the lonely
ifle -! Three days within try halls 11.all ye
feaft , and three days purfue my boars , that
your fame may reach the maid that dwells in
the fccret hall .

The
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The King of fnow * defigned their death
and gave the feaft of Ihells . Fingat , who
doubted the foe , kept on his arms of fteel ,
The fong * of death were afraid , and fled
from the eyes of the hero . The voice of
fprightly mirth arofe . The trembling harps
of joy are ftrung , Bards fing the battle of
heroes , or the heaving breaftof love . Ul -
tin , Fingat ’s bard , was there ; the fwcet
voice of the hill of Conn . He praifed the
daughter of fnow ; and Morven 's * * high -
defjcended chief . — The daughter of fnow
over - heard , and leftjthe hall of her fecret
figh . She came in all her beauty , like the
moon from the cloud of the eaft . — Lo -
velinefs was around her as light . Her fleps
were like the mufic of fongs . She fsw the

E 4 youth

* Starno is here poetically called the K !ng
of fnow , from the great quantities of fnow
that fall in his dominions .

* • All the North - weft coaft of Scotland

probably went of old under the name of Mor »
ven , wuicij lignifias a ridge of very high
hills .

Til
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youth and loved him . He was the ftolenfigh
of her- fou ! . Her blue eye rolled on him in
fccret : and fire bleft the chief of Morven .

The third day , with all its beams , ihone
bright on the wood of boars . Forth moved
the dark - browed Starno -, and Fingal , King
of ihields . Half the day they fpcnt in the
chace ; aud the fpear of _Fi «ga / was red in the
blood of Gormal *

It was then the daughter of Storno , with
blue eyes rolling in tears , came with her
voice of love and fpoke to the King of
Morve n .

Fingal y high - defeended chief , truft

not Starno ’s heart of pride . Within that
wood he has placed his chiefs $ beware of the
wood of death . But , remember , fon of the hill ,
remember Aganitcca -. fave me from the
wrath of my father , King of the windy
Mor Vml

The

■* Gormal is the name of a hill in Lochlin ,
in the neighbourhood of Stirno ’ s palace .



The youth , with unconcern , went on ;
his heroes hy his fide . The fongs of death
fell by his hand ; andGormalecchoedaround .

Before the halls of Starno the fon ^ s of
the chace convened . The King ’ s dark brows
were like clouds . His eyes like meteors of
night . Bring hither , he cries , Jgandecca
to her lovely King of Morvsn . His hand is
ftained with the blood of my people : and
her words have not been in vain . —

She came with the red eye of tears . She
came with loofc raven locks . Her white
bread heaved with fighs like the foam of the
dreamy Lubar . Starno pierced her fide with
ficel . She fdi like a wreath of fnow , that
Hides from the rock of Ronan -, when the
woods are dill and the eccfao deepens in the
vale .

Then Ftngal eyed -his valiant chiefs ,
his valiant chiefs took arm «. The gloom of
the battle roared , and Lochtin fied or died .
— Pale , in hi6 bounding fhip he clofed the

E 5 maid



maid of the raven hair . Her tomb afeenefs on

A )' d :>en i and the lea ruars round the dark

dwelling of Ag & r. deccn ,

Blcfled be her fou ! faid C uchuliin , and

bleifed be the mouth of the fong . — Strong

was the youth of Fingal , and ftrong . is

his arm of age . Lochlin ihall fall again be¬

fore the King of ecchoing Morve » . Shew

thy face ; from a cloud , o moon ; light his

white fails on the wave of the night . And if

any ftrong fpirit * of heaven fits on that

lowhung cloud , turn his dark ( hips from the

rock , thou rider of the ftorm !

Such were the words of Cuchullin

at the found of the mountain * fixeam , when

Caí » arafccndedthe hill , the wounded fon of

Ma -

* This is the only pafTageiii the poem that

has the appearance of religión . — But Cu •

rbuffin ' s apoftrohpoe to this fpirit is accom¬

panied with a doubt ; fo that it is not eafy to

determine , whether the hero meant a fuperior
being , or the ghoft * of dreeafed warriors ,

who were f . ppolVd in thofe times to rule the

ftc ' in « , and to transport themfelveg in a guff

of wind from one country to another .



Maiha . From the field he eameinhis blood .
He leaned on his bendirg fpear . Feeble is
the arm of battle ! but ftrong the foul of the
hero !

Welcome ! o fon of Matha , faid Com¬

iso / , welcome art thou to thy friends ! Why
burfts that broken figh from the breaft of
him that never feared before ?

And never , (onnal , ’«mil ! he fear , chief
of the pointed fteel . My foul brightens in
danger , and exults in the noife of battle . l
am of the race of fieel ; my fathers never
feared .

Cortnar was the firft of my race . He
fported through the (forms of the waves . His
black fkiflfbounded on the ocean and travelled
on the wings of the blaft . A fpirit once em¬
broiled the night Seas fwell and rocks re¬
found . Winds drive along the clouds . The
lightning flits on wings of fire . He feared
and came to land : then blufhed that he fea¬

red at all . He , ruihed again among the waves ,
to



to find the fon of the wind . Three youths
guide the bounding bark ; he flood with the
fword unfheathed . When the low - hung
vapour paffed , hetookftby the 'curlittg head ,
and fearched his dark womb with his ftecl .
The fon of the wind forfook the air , The
tnooB and liars returned .

Such was the boldnefs of my race ; and
Calmar is like his fathers . Danger flies from
the uplifted fword . They bell fuccecd who
dare .

But now , ye fons of green - vallyed
Erin , retire from Lena ’s bloody heath .
Colleâ the fad remnant of our friends , and
join the fword of Fíngal . I heard the found
ofZ pcMs ’j advancing arms ; but Calmar will
remain and fight . My voice ilia 11 by fuch ,
my friends , as if thoufands were hehind
me . But , fon of Semo , remember me .
Remember Calmars lifelefs corfe . After
Ftngal has wafted the field , place mebyfome
ftonc of remembrance , that future times may

hear



hear my fame ; and the mother * of Calmar
rejoice over the ftone of my renown .

i

No fon of Matha , faid Cuchullin , I
will nerer leave thee . My joy is on the une¬
qual field ; my foul increafes in danger . Can¬
nai ; and Cxrril of other times , carry oflf
the fad fons of Erin , and when the battle is
over , fcarch for our pale corfcs in this nar¬
row way . For near this oak we fl all ftand
in the ftream of the battle of thodfands . —
O Fithil ’s fon with feet of wind , fly over the
heath of Lena . Tell toFingal , that Erin is
inthrallcd , and bid the King of Morveh
haften . O let him come like the funinftorm ,
when he ibines on the hills of grafs .

Morning is gray on C romla ; the fons
of the fea afeend , .Calmar flood forth , to
meet them in the pride of his kindling foul .
But pale was the face of the warrior ; h #

leaned

* Aoletha , he »- lamentation over her fon
is introduced in the poem cone rning the
death of Cuchuilin , printed in the colletliun of
Oman ’s works .



leaned on his father ’s fpear . That fpcar
whieh he brought from Lara ’s hall , when
the foul of his mother was fad . — But flow-
ly now thehero falls like a tree on the plains
of Cona . Dark Cuchullin ftands alone like
a rock * in a fandy vale . The fea corner with
its waves , and roars on its hardened fides . Its
head is covered with foam , and the hills are
ecchoing around . — Now from the gray
mift of the ocean , the white failed ihips of

Fingal appear . High is the grove of their

mafts , as they nod , by turns , on the rol¬
ling wave ,

Swaran faw them from the hill , and re¬
turned from the fons of Erin . As ebbs the

re -

— — — rivTt Trérçy

fAsyotM , TtoXirji ¿ 'Acs eyyvs

èëuct , & c .

Horn . II , iç .

So i’om tall rock o ’erhangsthe horry main ,
By winds affaii ’ d , by billows beat in rain ,

Umnov ’d it hears , above , the feuipefte
blow ,

And fees the wttry nootmfains break
below .



refounding fea trough the hundred liles of

Intftort 'y fo loud fo vaft , fo imtnenfe retuf -

> ned the Tons of Lochlin againft the King of
the defert hill . But bending , weeping , fad
and flow , and dragging his long fpear be¬
hind , Cuchullin funk in C romta ' s wood , and
mourned his fallen friends . He feared the
face of Fingal , who was wont to greet him
fromthc fields of renown .

How many lie there of my heroes ! the
chiefs of Innis . faill they that were chearful
in the hall , when the found of the fhells
arofe . No more (hall I find their fteps in the
heath , or hear their voice in the chace of the
hinds . Pale , filent , low on bloody beds arc
they who were my friends ! O fpirits of the
lately deceafed , meet CuchulUn on his heath .
Converfe wi -h him on the wind , when the
ruffling tree of Turn ' s cave refounds . There ,
far remote , Ifhall lie unknown . No bard
ihall hear of me . No gray ftone fha ' l rife to
my renown . Mourn me with the death , o

Bragelal departed it my fame . Such



Such were the words of Cuchullin %
Nrhen he funk in the woods of Cromla .

Fingal tali in » his fliip , ftretche ^ his
bright lance before him . Terrible was the
gleam of the fteel : it was like the green me¬
teor of death , fetting in the heath of Mai- .
mor , when the traveller is alone , and the

broad moon is darkened in heaven ,
X•

The , battle is over , faid the King ; and
I behold the blood of my friends . Sad is the
heath of Lena ; and mournful the oaks of
Cromlax the hunters have fallen there in

their ftrenght ; and the fou of Semo is no
more . — Ryno and Filian , my fons , found
the horn of Fingal 's war . Afccnd that hill
on the fhore , and call the children of the
foe . Call them from the grave Lamdarg ,
the chief of other times , — Be your voice
like that of your father , when he enters the
battles of his ñrenght . I wait fofthe dark
mighty man ; I wait on Lena ’s fhore for S 'eoa -

ran , And fet him come with all his race ;
for



for ftrong in battle are the friends of the
dead .

Fair Ryno flew like lightning ; dark
Filian as the (hade of autumn . On Lenats

heath their voice is heard ; the fons of ocean
heard the horn of FingaVs war . As the roa¬
ring eddy of ocean returning from the King¬
dom of fnows ; fo ftrong , fo dark , fo hid¬
den came down the fons of Lochlin . The
King in their front appears in the dismal pri¬
de of his arm ' , Wrath burns in his dark-
brown face ; and his eyes roll in the fire of
his valour .

Fingal beheld the fon of Storno ; and

he remembered Agandecca . — For Swaran
with the tears of youth had mourned his
white - bofomed fifter . He fent Ullin of the
fongs , to bid him to the feaft of (hells . For
pleafant on Fingal 3s foul returned the re¬
membrance of the firft of his ioves ,

Ullin came with aged fteps , and fpo -
ke to Starno ’s fon . O thou dwelled afar ,

F fur-



furroundcd , like a rock , with thy waves,
come to the feaft of the K ng , and pafs the
day in reft . To morrow let us fight , o
Swar an y and break the ecchoing fhields .

To day , faid Starno ’s wrathful fon ,
we break the ecchoing iliields : to morrow
my feaft will be fpread J and Fingal lie on
earth .

And to morrow let his feaft be fpread ,
faid Fingal with a fmile ; for to - day , o my
fons , we fhall break the ecchoing {fields .
— Ojfian ftand thou near my arm , Gaul
lift thy terrible fword . Fergus bend thy
crooked yew . Throw , Filian , thy lance
through heaven , — Lift your fhields like
the darkened moon . Be your fpears the
meteors of death . Follow me in the path
of my fame ; and equal my deeds in battle .

As a hundred winds on Morven ; as
theftreamsofa hundred hills ; as clouds fly
fucceffive over heaven , or as the dark ocean
affaults the defert ; fo roaring , fo vaft , fo

ter *



terrible the armies mixed on Lena ’s ecchoing
heath . — The groan of the people fpread
over the hills ; it was like the thunder of
night , when the cloud burfts on C ona , and
a thoufand ghofts ihriek at once on thehol -
low wind .

Fingal ruihed on in his ftrength , ter¬
rible as the fpirit of Trenmor ; when , in a
whirlwind , be comes to Morven , to fee
the children of his pride . The oaks re¬
found on their hills , and the rocks fall down
before him . — Bloody was the hand of
my father , when he whirled the lightning of
& is fword . He remembers the battles of his
youth , and the field is wafted in his 'courfc ,

Ryno went on like a pillar of fire . —
Dark is the brow of Caul . Fergus rufhed
forward with feet of wind ; and Filian like

the mift of the hill . Myfelf .* ) , like a rock ,
F a came

* ) Here the poet celebrates his own allions ,
but he does it in fiich a manner that we are
not displeafed . The mention of the great
aftiens of his youth immediately fuggefts to

him
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came 'down , I exfulted in the ftrength oí
the King . Many were the deaths of my arm ,
and dimal was the gleam of my fword . My
eyes were not clofed in darknefs : nor failed
nay feet in the race .

Who can relate ths deaths of the people,
or the deeds of mighty heroes ; when Fingal,
burning in his wrath , confumed the fons of
Loehlin ! Groansfwelled on groans fromjiill
to hill , till night had covered all . Paie , ita -
ri g | iike a herd of deçr , the fons of Loch-
tin convene on Lena .

We fat and heard the fprightly har ]̂

at Lubar ' f gentle ftream . Fingat himfetf
was next to the foe , and liftened to the tales
of bards . His godlike race were in the
fong , the chiefs of other times . Attentive ,
leaning on his fhield , the King of Morven
fat . The wind whittled through his ag ’ d

locks ,

h :m the he ' plefs iituation ofhis age . We do
not difpif-.'- tnm for felfifh praife , but feel his
misfortunes .
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locks , and his thoughts a *-e of the days of
other years . Near him on his bendi g fpear ,
my young , my lovely Ofcar flood . He
ed nired the King of Morveni and his avi¬
ons were fweMiog in his foul .

Son of my fon , begun the King , o
Ofcar , pride of youth , I faw the ining of
thy fword , and gloried in my race . Pur¬
sue the glory of our fathers , and be what
they have been ; when T^ enn ^ r lived , the
firflofmen and Tratha ! the father of heroes *

They fought the battle in their -youth , and
are the fong of bards . — O Ofcar ! bend
the ftrong in arms : but fpare the feeble
hand . Be thou a ftream of manv tides

againft the foes of thy people ; but like the
gale that moves the grafs , to thofe who afk
thine aid . — So Trennwr lived ; fuch Tra -
thal was , and fuch has Fingat been . My
arm was the fupport of the injured , and
the weak refted behind the lightning of my
fteel ,

F 3 ' Of-



Ofcarl I was young like thee , when lovely fit
Fainafollis came that fun - beam ! that mild irt '
light of love ! the daughter of Craca ' s * ) fiji
King ! I then returned from Conn ’s heath , ¡ovt
and few were in my train . A white - fai - (¡¡hi
led boat appeared far off ; we faw it like a
miff that rode cn ocean ’s blafh It foon apt
approached : we faw the fair . Her white tm
breaft heaved with fighs . The wind was |jg¡
in her loofe dark hair ; her rofy cheek had p
tears . — Daughter of beauty , calmTfaid ,

what figh is >n that breail ? Can I young ^
as I am defend thee , daughter of the fea ?
my fword is rot unmatched in war , but
dauntlefs is my heart . W

«i

To thee I fly , with fighs {he replied ,
0 chief of mighty men ! To thee I fly ,
chief of fhells , fupporter of the feeble hand ! j?

The 'f
1

* ) What the Craca here mentioned was , is
not , at this dißance of time , eafy to deter¬
mine . The moft probable opinion is , that |
it was one of the Shetland ifles . — There
is a ftory concerning a daughter of the King li

1 of Craca in the fixth book .
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The King of Craca ' s ecchoing ifle owned
me the fun - beam of his ra . e . And often
did the hills of Cromta reply to the iighs of
love for the unhappy Faimfollis . Sora ’s chief
beheld my fair ; and loved the daughter of
C raca . His fword is like a beam of light
upon the warrior ’s fide . But dark is his
brow , and tempefts are in his foul . I Ihun
him on , the rolling fea ; but Sara ' s chief
purfues .

Reft thou , I faid , behind my ibieldj
reft in peace , thou beam of light ! The
gloomy chief of Sara will fly , if Fingal ’s
arm is like his ' foul . In fome lone cave I

might conceal thee daughter of the fea !
But Fingat never flies ; for where the dan¬
ger threatens , I rejoice in the ftorrn§ of
fpears . — I faw the fears upon her cheek ,
I pitied Craca ' s fair .

Now like a dreadful wave afar , appear
red the ihip of ftormy Borbar . His mafts
high « bended over the fea behind their fiieets

F 4 of
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of fnow . White roll the waters on

either fide . The ftrength of ocean founds .
Come thou , J laid , from the roar of ocean
thou rider of the florin , Partake the feaft
within my hail , it is the houfe offtrangers .
— The maid flood trembling by my fide ;
he drew the bow : He fell . Unerring is
thy hand , I faid but feeble was the loe . —
We fought , nor weak was the flrife of de¬
ath : He funk beneath my fword - We
laid them in two tombs of flones » the un¬

happy children of youth .

Such have Í been in my youth , o Op¬
tar ; be thou ¡ike the age of Fingal - Ne¬
ver feek the battle , nor fliun it when it
comes . — Filian and Qfcar of the dark,
brown hair ; ye children of the race ; fly
over thehesth of roaring winds ; and view
the fons of Lochlin . Far off I hear thenoi -
fe of their fear , like ftorms of ecchoing Co -
« fl . Got that they may not fly my fword
along the waves of ihe north . — For ma¬
ny chiefs of Erin 's race lie here on the



dark bed of death . The " children of the

ftorm are low ; the fonsof ccchoing Cromta•

The heroes flew like two dark clouds ;

two dark clouds that are the chariots of

ghofts ; when air ’s dark children come to

frighten haplefs men .

It was then that Gaul * ) , the fon

of Morni , flood like a rock in the night ,t

His fpear is glittering to the flars ; his

voice like many ftreams . — Son of battle

cried the chief , o Fingal , King of (hells !

let the bards of many longs footh E tin ' s

friends to reft . And Fingal , fheath thy fword

F 5 whi -

■r ) Gaul the fon of Morni , was chief ofa tribe , that disputed long , the pre - eminen¬
ce , with Fingal himfelf . They were redu¬
ced at laft to obedience , and Ganl , from an
enemy , turned Fingal ’s beft friend and
greateft hero His character is fometimes like
that of Ajax in the Tliad ; a hero of more
ilrength than conduit in battle . He w « s ver»
ry fond of military fame , and here he de¬
mands the next battle , to himfelf. — The
poet , by an artifice , removes Fingal , that
his return may be the more magnificent ,



of dvtath ; and let thy ] people fight . We
wither away withont our fame ; for our
King is the only breaker of fhields . When
morning rifes on our hills , behold at a di -
ftance our deeds . Let Lochlift feel the fword
of Morni 's fort , that bards may fing of me .
Such was the cuftom heretofore of Fingal ’s
noble race . Suchr was thine own , thou
King ' of fwords , jn battles of thefpear .

O fon of Mor ni , Fingal replied , I
glory in thy fame . — Fight ; but my fpear
( hail be near to aid thee in the midft of
danger . Rife , raife the voice , fons of
the fong , and lull me into reft . Here will
Fingal lie amidft the wind of night . — And
if thon , Agandecca , art near , among the
chi ’dren of thy iand ; if thou fitteft on a
blaft of wind among the high - fhrowried
mafts of Lochlin ; come to my dreams * )
my fair one , and (hew thy bright face to
my foul .

Ma -

The pcet prepares us for the dream of
Fingal in the next book



Many a voice , and many a harp in
tuneful founds arofe . Of Fingal 's noble
deeds they fung , and of the noble race
of thejhero . And fometimes on the love¬
ly found was heard the name of the now
mournful OJfian ,

Often have I fought , and often won
in battles of the fpear . But blind , and
tearful , and forlorn I now walk with little
men , O Fingat , with thy race of battle I
now behold thee not . The wild roes feed
upon the green tomb of the mighty King
of Morven . — Bleft be thy foul , thou
King of fwords , thou molt renowned on
the hills of Cona .

i

F I N «
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