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ARG UMENT.

Cuchullin, pleafed with the ffory of Carvil,
infiffs with thas bard for move of his fings. He
yelatés the altions of Fingalin Lochlin, and the
death of Agandecca the beausiful fifter of Swaran,
He had [carce fin [hed when Calmay the fon of "
Maitha, who had advi'ed the fivfi battle | came
agounded from :he field, and rold ihem of Swaran’s
defign o [utpri [z the remains of the-Ivifh army.
He himfelf propofes o withffand fingly the whole
force of the ememy, in a narow pafs, till the
Irifl (howld maeke good their retreas. Cuchullin,
touched wth the gallant propofal of Caimar,
refolves to accempany him  and ovders Cayril to
that ramained of the Ir [, Mos .

carryoff the fe
ning comes. Calmar dies of. his wounds ; and ,
th: [bips of the Caleionians appesring Swaran
gives cver the pur/aii [rifh and returns
1o oppefe Fingal : : n afham.d,
gfzev his defeat | to appeiv beove Fomgal retsves

20 she cave of Tura. Fimgal engages the encmy

puis
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puts them 1o fight s but the coming on of nighs
makes the viliry ot dzcifive, Th: King  who
had ob/ert 'edm— Zallan: behaviouy of his gmnd’"m
fear, give Im.u advices concerning his wndut}
in peace 'r-"ld war, He vecommenc J to him, to
Jac: ﬂ!z' r'rmm;) e of his futhevs before his eyes,
as thebef? mode] for his condu® ; which intyvodyces
the epifode conc yuing Fanafol /::. the daughser
of the King of Craca whom Fingal had taken
liis proteftion, m his youih, Fillan and
ar are azr'*: ched' to obferve the motions of
¢t 5 Gaul the fonof Movni de-
fs'ﬂ- the co “the avmy, inthe nexst battle ;
which F ”x, ai promifes to give him. Some genee
ralrefletdions of the poet Au./g tie third day,
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in-the preceding book. 1 he ftory of f\fgm-
propi1 iety, as
Ereat ule is {‘;;L'rfq(_' Q[‘ the

courle 1€

poem, and asit, in lom calure, brings

D

E leafant are 'the words of the fongs, faid
Cuchullin, and lovely are the tales of other
times. They are like the calmdew ofthemorn=
sng on the hill of roes, when the fun is faint

on its fides, and the lake is fettled and blue

11o¢ me. hear th Fss ~f whi
and let me hear the long ot lura; whic

halls of
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Go, gray- haired Snivan, Starno faid to
Ardyen's [ea- [urroundedrocks, Tellto Fingal
King ofth= defart, hethatisthe fairet among
his thoufands, teil him, Igive him mydaugh-
ter, the lovslieft maid that ever heaved a
breaft of fnow., Her arms are 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 fecret hall,

Snivan came to Albin’s windy hills:
and fair- haired Fingal went. His kindled
fou!l flew 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, {ons of the lonely
ifle! Three days within my halls tiall ye
feaft, and three days purfue my boars, that
your fame may reach the maid that dwells in
the fecret hall,




Tt

TheKing of [now * defigned their death
and gave the feaft of fhells. Fingal, who
doubted the foe, kept on his arms of fteel,
The fongs of death were afraid, and fled
from the eyes of the hero. The voice of
{pright'y mirth arofe. The trembling harps
of joy are firung, Bards fing the battle of
heroes, or the heaving breaft of love.” Ul-
fin, Fincals bard, was there; the (weet
voice of the hill of Cona. He praifed the
daughter of {now; and Morven's * * high-
defcended chief, — The daughter of {now
over-heard, and leftithe hall of her fecret
figh. Shecame in all her beauty, like the
moan from the cloud of the eaft. — Lo-
velinels was aroundher as light. Her fteps
were like the mufie of fongs. She [aw'the

E 4 youth

& Starno is here poetically called the King

of fnow, from the great gquantities of fnow
that fall in his dominions,

& % All the North - weft coaft of Scotland
probably went of old under the name of Mor-
ven, waich fignifies a ridge of very high
hills,




im, He was the Fo.en..}1

Her blue evye ed on him- in

Le bleft the chief of Morven

the dark- browed Starmo; and Fingal, King
of fhields. Half

1 .
cnace; au

blood of

It was thenthe daughter of Starne, with

blue eyes rolling in tears, came wirth her

voice of love and 1;‘:0‘\: to the King of
j‘ﬁ rues

Fingal, - defcended chief, truft
not Starno’s he.‘ft of pride.” Within that
wood he has placed his chiefs! beware of the

e

woodof death fon of thehil

remember ecca; fave me. from the
wrath of mvy father

Moyven!

y King of the windy

The

# (Gormal is the name of a hill'in Lochlin,
in the neighbourhood of Starno’s palace.
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The youth, with unconcern, wenton;

72

his heroes by his fide.  The {ongs of death

g L s boa gl A a ho afet s gee o4
fell by his I nalecchoedaround,

farno the ‘U?‘aitﬁ of
1

*s dark brows

ftained with the blood

her words have not bee

ficel.  She feil lik

flides from the rock of

{fnow,

1an; when the
woods are ftill and the eccho deepens in the
vale,

1 ¢

Then Fingal eyed “his valiant chiefs,

his valiant chiefs took arms. The gloom of
the battle roared, and Lechlin fled or died.

- i 1 e 1.l P o | e
~ Pale, in his bounding {hip he cloled the

E 5 maid




maid of the raven hair, Her tomb alcends on

Araven, and the fea roars round the dark
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blefled be the mouth oft
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his arm of age. Lochlin{ball fall again be-

fore the I'{i:‘-‘a- of ecchoing Morven) Shew

nacloud, o moon; light his
white fails on the wave of the night. And if
eny ftrong fpirit * of hcaven fits on that

1d, turp hmz ark {h ps from the

Such were the words of Cuchullin
st the found of the mountain- fi+ eam, when
Calmar afcended the hill, the weunded fon of

M-

¥ This is the o 1y Mfs‘ww the poem that
bas the sppearane
chullin's R“,D{'ifi-?

of religion. — But Cue

e to this {pirit is sccom=
panied with.a doubt; fo that it is not ealy to
del 2, whether the h
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Matha, From the field hc camein his blood.

He leaned on his bending fpear, Feeble is
the arm of battle! but ﬂ -ong the foul of the
hero!

Welcome! o fon of Matha, faid Cona
nal, welcome art thou to thy friends! Why
burfls that broken figh f;on* the breaft of

him that never feared before?

And never,@unal, will he fear, chief
of the pointed fteel. My loul brightens in

dawger, and exults in the noife f battle. 1
am of the race of ficel; my fathers never
feared,

Cormar was the firft of my race. He
fported through the ftorms of the waves, His
black (kiff bounded on the ocean and travelled
on the wings of the blaft. A [pirit once em-
broiled the night Seas {well and rocks re-
found. Winds drive along the clouds. The
lightning flies on wings of fire, He feared
and came to land: then blufhed that he fea-

red atall. Herufhed again among the waves,
to
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hear my fame; and the mother?’

e over the ftone of my renown,

bl No 5
My joy is on the une=
¥ = (r inc -ul(n AT OCETF b
& qual field; my foul increafes indanger. Con-

il of other times, ‘carry oft

1]

e 1§

the fad fons of Erin, and ‘when the battl

in this nar-

vak we {1all fftand

inthral
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leaned on his father’s foear. That [pear
whieh he brought from Lara |

the foul of his mother was (ad, — But (owe
ly now thehero falls like a tree on the plains
of Coma, = Dark Cuchullin ftands alone like
a rock *ina fandy vale. The fea comes 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 {hips of
Fingal appear. . High is the grove of their
mafis, as they nod, by turns, on the rol-
ling wave,

Swaran {aw them from the hill, and re-
turned from the fons of Erin.  As ebbs the

TC-
P 12 !
_—— — ;u'r@ 'rn(’
H/\.N e A0Sy ys“uc/us. BOAITE iAo e"//u
f:c,.z“, XC.
Hom. 11, 15.

e : 5 )
So {fom tall o’erhangs the

By winds affail’d , by billows beat ini
Unmov'd it hears, above, the te
bBlow |
And {ees the watry mountains break
below
Pope,



refounding fea trough the hundred Ifles of

Iniflore; fo loud fo vaft, fo immenfe retur-
ned the {ons of Lochlin agwn% the King of
the defert hill. But bending, weeping, fad
and flow, and dragging his long {pear be-
hind , Cuchullin funk in Cromla’s wood, and
mourned his fallen friends, He feared the
face of Fingal, who was wont to greet him
from the ficlds of renown.

How many lie'there of my heroes! the

chiefs of Inmis. fail! they that were chearful
in the hall, when the found of the {hells

arole. No more {hall °::~.*.= their fteps in the

heath, orhear their voice inthe chace of the
hinds. Pale, filent, low on blaody "beds are

they who were my friends! O [pirits of the
lately deceafed, meet Cuchullin’ on hisheath.
Converfe wi'h him on the wind, when the
ruftling treeof Tura'scave refounds. There,
far remote, 11{hall lie unknown. No bard
{hall hear of me.” No gray ftone fha'lrife to
my renown. Mourn me with the death,

Bragela! departed is my fame
Such
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Such: 'were the words - of Cuchullin,

when -he funk in the woods of Cromia.

Fingal tall in his fhip, ftretched Lig

_ﬁir‘ight lance before him Ferrible was th

Yhe ‘ feath
gleam of the ficel: it was like.the oreen m

teor of death, fetting in the heath of Mol

» Ll

moy, w I‘. en

Jam
broad moon i y
e
The battle is over, faid the King; snd [
1 behold the blood of my friends, $ad isthe |k

heath of Lena; and mournful the oaks of  |in
Cromlg: the hunters have fallen there in i
their. firenght; and the fop of Semo is no

more, = Ryno and Fillan, my fons, found

the horn.of Kingals war. Afcend that hill i
P pu % ¥y
on the¢; thore, "and eall the ckildren of the
foe, Call them from the grave Lamdarg, i
.f; PRI f"‘" v . T ot 10n
¢ Chiel. of other times, — Be vour veice
. o

ike that of your father, when he enters the :

battles of his firenght, I wait for the dark s
mighty man; I wait on Lena’s {hore for Swa- ‘I
ras. And let him come with all his race; | &1

Ialt

[‘_; r l




| for “firong in battle are the friends of the
i, dead.

‘ Fair Ryno flew like lightning; dark
t Fillan as the {hade of autumn. On Lena’s
vl
heath theirvoice is heard; the fons of ocean

[ ,, heard the horn of Fingal’s war. As the roa=
ring'eddy of oceanreturning from the King-
dom of fnows; fo firong, fo dark, {o (uds
den came down the fons of Lochlin. The
King in their front apgears in the dismal pri-
de of his arms, - Wrath burns in his dark-
i off - 'brown face; and his eyes rol! in the fire of

here in his valour.

f no
o Fingal beheld the fon of Starno; and
found

B8 he 1';tncmb:rcd Agandecca. — For Swaran

with the tears of youth had mourned his
| white.bofomed fifter. He fent Ullin of the
Aty fongs, to bid him to the feaft of fhells. For
pleafant' on Fingal’s foul ceturned the re-

ekt membrance of the firlt of his loves,
pinf e
St . »
o e Ullin came with aged fteps, and fpo-
o Xe to Starno’s fon. O thou dwelleft afar,
j :
F fur-
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furrounded, like a rock, withthy waves,
come to the feaft of the King, and pals the
day in reft. = To morrow let us fight, o
Swaran, and break the eccheoing fhields,

To c':v, faid Starno’s wrathful fon,
we break the ecchoing. fhields: to morrow
my fealt \viEE ¢ fpread; and Fingal lic on

earth,

And to morrow let his feaft be fpread,
faid Fingal with a {mile; for to-day, omy
fons, we ‘.":aa‘. b:egk the ecchoing . {hields.
— Offian ftand thou near my arm, Gaul
lift thy terrible fword.  Fergus bend thy
crooked yew. Throw, Fillan, thy lance
through heaven, — Lift your thields 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 2 hundred winds on Moruven; as
the fireams of 2 hundred hills; as clouds fly
fucceffive over heaven, or as the dark ocean

affaults the defert: fo roating, -fo vaft, fo
tere



Ipread, |
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terrible ‘tlie 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 burftson Cona, and
a thoufand ghofts {hriek at once on thehol-
low wind.

Fingal rulbed on in his firength, ter-
rible as the [pirit of Tremmor; when, ina
whirlwind, ke comes to [orven, to fee
the children of his pride, The oaks re-
found on theirhills, and the rocks fall down
before him. —' Bloody was the hand of
my father, when he whirled thelightning of
dis fword, Heremembers the battles of his
youth, and thefield is wafted in his'courfe,

Ryno went on like a pillar of fire, —
Dark is the brow of Gaul. Fergus ruthed
forward with feet of wind; and Fillan like
the mift of the hill, Myfelf *), like a rock,

F 2 came

%) Here the poet celebrates his own aftions,
but he does it in fuch a manner that we are
not displeafed. The mention of the great
attiens of his youth immediately fuggeﬁ;_to

im
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came’'down, T ex[ulted in the firength of
the King. Many were the deaths of my arm,
and di.mal was the gleam of my [word. My
eyes were not clofed in darknefs: nor failed

my feet in the race.

Who canrelate ths deaths of the people,
or the deeds of mighty heroes ; when Fingal,
burning in his wrath, confumed the {ons. of
Lochlin? Groaas fwelled on groans from hill
to hill, till night had covered all. . Pale, fta-

like a herd” of deer, the fons of Lock-

ring
Iin convene on Lena.

L

V. .
W e i

tat and heard the fprightly harp
at Lubars gentle fiream,  Fingal himfelf
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 {hield, the King of Morven
fat, The wind whiftled through his aged
locks,

him the he'ple(s fituation of his age.  We do

not difpifs liim for felfih praife, but feel his
misfortunes.




locks, and his thoughts are of the days of
other y=ars, Near him on-his bendi®g Ipear,
my young , my lovely Ofcar ficod. He
admired the King of Morven: and his altis
ons were fwelling 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-
{ye the glory of our fathers, and be what
they have been; when Trenmor lived, the
firlt of men and T'rathal the father of heroes:
They fought the battle in their vouth, and
are the fong of bards. — O Ofcar! bend
the ftrong in arms: but fpare the feeble
hand. Be thou a ftream of many tides
againft the foes of thy people; but like the
gale that moves the grafs, to thole who aflk
thine aid. — So Trenmor lived: fuch Tra-
thal was, and fuch has Fingal been. My
arm was the fupport of the injured, and
the weak refted behind the lightning of my

fteel,
of-

(8




Ofcar! ¥ wasyoung like thee, when lovely
Fainafollis came that fun-beam! that mild
light of love! the daughter of Cracas *)
King! 1 then returned from Cona’s heath,
and few were in my train. A white- fai-
led boat appeared far off; we faw it like a
mift that rode on ocean’s blaft, It foon
epproached: we faw the fair. Her white
breaft heaved with fighs. The wind was
in her loofe dark hair; her rofy cheek had
tears, — Daughter of beauty, calm I faid,
what figh isin that breaft? Canl young
as I am defend thee, daughter of the [ea?
my fword is not unmatehed in war, but

dauntlels'is my heart,

To thee I fly, with fighs fhe replied,
© chief of mighty men! To thee I fly,
chief of (hells, fupporter of the feeble hand!

The

%) What the Craca here mentioned was, is
not, at this diftance of time, eafy to deter-
mine. The moft probable opiniofx is, that
it was one of the Shetland ifles, — There
is a flory concerning a danghter of the King

| of Craca in the fixth book,
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The King of Craca’s ecchoing ifle owned

me the {un-beam of his race. And often

did the hills of Cromla reply 1o the fighs of

love for the unhanpv Fainefollis. Sore’s chiet

beheld my fair; and loved the daughter of

Craca. His fword is like a beam of light
upon the warrior’s fide, But dark is hi$
brow, and tempefts are in his foul, 1fhun
him on. the rolling fea; but Sora’s chief
purlues,

Reft thou, I faid, behind my fhield;
reft in peace, thou beam of light! The
gloomy chief of Sora will fly, if Fingal's
arm is like his!foul. In fome lone cave I
might conceal thee daughtcr of the fea!
But Fingal never flies ; for where the dam-
ger threatens, [ rejoice in the ftorms of
fpears: — I faw the tears upon her cheek,
1 piti¢d Craca’s fair,

Now like a dreadful wave afar, appear
red the thip of formy Borbar, His mafts
high«bended over the fea behind their fheets

F 4 of




88 R  A

of fnow,. White roll the watets on
either fide. The fire ngth of oce
Come thou, ! faid, from the roar of ocean

in founds,

thou rider of the fform., Partale the feal

withie my hall, It is the houle of firangers,
4 !

— The maid fiood trembling by my fide;

he drew the bow: fle fell. Unesrring is
thy hand, I faid but feeble was the foe,—
We fought, nor weak was the firife of de-
ath: He funk beneath my fword- We
laid them in two tombs of ftones. the un-
happy children of youth,

Such have | been in my yeuth, o Of
car 5 be thou like the age of Fingal- Ne-
ver feek the battle, nor fhun it when it

comes, — Hillan and O

ir of the darka.
brown hair; ve children of the rage; fly
over the hesth of roaring winds: and view

the fons of Lochiin. Far off 1hear thenoi-
fe of their fear, like florms of ecchoing Co-
na.  Go: that they may not fly my fword
along the waves of the north, — For ma-
ny chiefs' of Erin’s race lie here on the

dark




Y dark bed of death, The children of the

o, ftorm are low; the fonsof ecchoing Cramla

Jand The heroes flew like two dark clouds;
4 two dark clouds that are the chariots of

ghofts; when air's dark children come te

frighten haplels men,

il It was then that Gaul *), the fon

/

of e of Morni, ftood like a rock in the night,

His fpear is glittering to the ftars;
yoice like many fii'.":-‘.ii"'. — Son of battle
cried the chief, o Fingal , King of {heils! i

I

let the bards of many fongs {voth

Nes friendstorelt, And ﬁ:;-:ga!,ﬂ eath thy [word

hen it F.5 whis=
A ) Gaul the fon of Morni, was chief of
TR a tribe, u-:"u:v,; uted long, the pre- eminen-
i ce, with ‘r1 2] himfelf. They were redu-
ced at laft to obedience, and Gaul, from an
f theo” enemy, tur Fingal’s beft friend ‘and
A agreateft hero : &er is fometimes like
10" that of Aiax in the Tliad; a hero of more
oy [V {trencth than conduét in battle. He was ves
. ry f‘.zd of military fame, and liere he de-
W mands the next battle, to-himfelf. '—+The

ot ¥ p/\e , by an_artifl removes Fingal, that |

ik his return may be the more magnilicent, :

|

|
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of death ; and let thy people fight. We
wither awvay withont our fame; - for our
King is the only breaker of fhields. When
morning rifes onour hills, behold at a di-
ftance our deeds. Let Lochlin feel the fword
of Morni’s fon, that bards may fing of me.
Such was the cuftom heretoford of Fingal's
noble race. Such® was thine own, thou
King'of [words, in battles ot the fpear.

O fon of Morni, Fingal replied, I
glory in thy fame. — Fight; but my fpear

{ha'l be near to aid thee in the midft of
danger.  Rsile, 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 wear, among the
chi'dren of thy land ; if thou fittet on a
blaft of wind among the high - {hrowded
mafts of Lochlin; come to my dreams *)
my fair one, and fhew thy bright face to
my foul,

Ma-

The pcet prepares us for the dream of
Fmbal in the next book
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Many 2 voice, and many a harp in
tunefu! founds arofe. Of Fingal's noble
deeds they {ung, and of the noble race
of thethero. And [ometimes on the love-
ly found was heard the name of the now
mournful Offian,

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 Fingal, 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 moft renowned on
the hills of Cona,

¥FINe
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