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Who comes with her fongs from the
mountain, like the bow ofthefhowery Lena?
Itisthe maid of the voice of love, The white
armed daughter, of Tofcar *). Often
haft jthou heard my fong, and given the
tear of beauty. Doft thou come to the
battles of thy people, and to hear the alti-
ons of Oscar? When. fhall [ ceafe to
mourn by the ftreams of the ecchoing Cona?
My years have pafled away in battle, and

my. eyc is darkened with forrow,
Daugh-

%) Fingal ‘)em{: afleep, and the a&tion fus-
psndtd L,v night, the poet introduces the
ftory of his wurr.f?un of Eyirallin the daugh-
ter of Branno. lhu- epifode is neceflary te
clear up feveral pailages that follow in the
poem; at the fame time that it naturrally
brings on the aftion of the book, which may
be fuppofed to begin about the middle of the
third night from the opening of the poem.
— }"m book as many of Offians other com-
pofitions is addreffed to the beautiful Malvi-
na the daughter of Tofcar. ghe appears to
have been in love with Ofcar, and to have
affefted the company of the father after the
death of the fon, .
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\ Daughter , of the hand of fnow! I was
! | not fo mournfuland blind ; 1 was not fodark
i and forlorn, when F"'* allin 'loved -me

e | ‘ ; s
i Euverallin with the dark- brown hair, the
white - bofomed love of Cormac. A thou-
ol

fand heroes fought the mzid, fhe denied
0 fe >

her love to a thoufand; the fons of:the
fword were defpifed; for graceful in her
eyes was' Offian.

I went in fuit of the maid to Lego's
[able furge; twelve of my people were
there, the fons of the ftreamy Morven. We
cameto Branno friend of firangers; Branno

of the founding mail, ~— From whence ,
he faid, are the arms of fteel?  Not eafy
to win is the maid, that has denied’ the
blue - eved fons of Erin... But bleft be thou
o fon of ,ang'[:f, uu;-rw is the maid that
waits thee.  Tho' twelve daughters of beau-

tv were mine, thine were the . choice thou
J
fon of fame! = Then he opened the hall

ol \
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of the maid, the dark- haired Everalli,
Joy ‘kindled in eur breafls of fteel, and
bleft the maid of Branno.

Above us on the hill appeared the peo-
ple of Rarely Cormae. Eight were the he-
hief: and the heath flamed

3
2

roes of the
with their arms. There Colla, Durra of
the wounds, there mighty Zo/car, and Ta-

o, ithete ‘Frefial the viftorious ftood ; Daire

of the happy deeds, and Dala the battle’s

g

bulwark in the hand of Cormac, and gra.

ceful wias the look of the hero,

Eight were the heroes of Offians. Ul
lin Rormy fon of war ; Mullo of the gene-
;ous deeds ; thenoble,the graceful Stelacha;
Oglan and Cerdal the wrathful, and Dus
ma -riccon’s brows of death, . ~And why
fhould Ogar be the laft; fo wide renowned

on the hills of Ardven?

Ogar met Dalathe ftrong, face to fa-
ce, on the field of heroes.

The
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The battle of the chiefs was like the
wind on ocean’s foamy waves, The dagger
is remembered by Ofcar; the weapon which

drownedit in Dala’s

he loved; nine times he di

fide. The ftormy baitle turned, Three
times | pierced Cormac’s thield; three times
he broke his fpear.  But, unhappy youth
of love! Icut his head away, — Five ti-
mes [{hook it by the lock, = The friends of
Cormac fled.

Whoever would have told me, lovely
maid *) when Ifirove in battle; that blind,

“forfaken, and forlorn I now fhould pafs

the night; firm ought his mail to have been,
and unmatched his arm in battle,

Now **) on Lena’s g‘oomy heath the
voice of mufic died away. The unconftant
G blaft

#) The poet addrefles himfelf to Malvina
the daughter of Tofcar,

*#The poet returns to his fubjeét If one
fix the time of the year, in which the a
of the poem happened, . from the fienede
fcribed here, I fhould be tempted te piace i€
in autumn. —— The trees fhed their leaves

and

~ould
ion

e-
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blaft blesv hard, and the high oak ook its
leaves around me; of Evera'lin were my
thoughts, when fbe, in all the light of beau-
ty, and her blue - eyes rolling in tears,
ftood on a cloud before my fight, and fpoke
with feeble voice,

O O
Ofcar chicfof men: near the red oak of Ly-

an rife and fave my fon; fave

bar’s ftream, he fights with Lochlin’s fons.
— She {unk into her cloud again. I clothed
me with my fteel, My fpear fupported my
fteps, and my rattling armour rung. 1hum-
med, as I was wont in danger, the fongs
of heroes of old. Like diftant, thunder *
Lochlin heard; they fled ; my fon purfued.

I

and the winds are variable, both which cir-
cumftauces agree with that feafon of the vear,
* Qffian gives thc reader a high idea of
himfelf. His paflage refembles one.in the eigh-
teenth Iliad, where the voice of Achilles frigh~
tens the Trojans from the body of Patroclus,
Forth marched the chief, and diftant from
the crowd

High on the rempart rais’d his voicealoud,
Se
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I called him like a diftant fire:m. My
fon, return, over Lena. No further pur-
fue the foe, though Ofjian is behind thee.
— He came; and lovely in my ear was
Ofcar's founding fteel. Why didit thou
ftop my hand, he faid, till death had cove-
red all? For dark'and dreadful by the fiream
they met thy {onand Fillan, They watehed the
terrors ‘of the night. OQur (words have con-
quered fome. But as the winds of night
pour the ocean over the white fands of o=
ra, fo dark advance the fons of Lochlin over
Lena’s ruftling heath,  The ghofts of nighg
{trick afar; and I have feen the meteors of
death, Let me awake the King of Moruen,
he that [miles in danger; for he is like the fon
of heaven that rifes in a ftorm.

Fingal had ftarted from a dream, any
leaned on Trenmor’s thield ; the dark- brown

G 2 {hield

So high his breazen voice the hero rear'd,
Hofts drop their arms and trembled asthey
fear’d.
Fope.
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fhield of his fathers; which they had lifted
of old in the baitles of their race. — The
hero had feen in his reft the mournful form
of Agandecea; fhe came from the way of the

ocean, and {lowly, lonely, moved over Lena.

Her face was palelike the mift of Crom-
la; and dark were the tears of her cheek.
She often raifed her dim hand from her
vobe; her robe which was of the clouds of
the defars: ithe raifed her dim hand over

Fingal, and turned away her filent eyes.

Why weeps the daughter of Starnos
faid Fingal, with a figh? Why is thy face
fo pale, thou daughter of the clouds? — She
departed on the wind of Lena, and left him
in the midt of night. — She mourned the
fons of her people, that wereto fall by Fin-
gals hand.

The hero ftarted from veft, and fill
beheld her in his foul, — The found of
Ofcar’s feps approached,  The King faw

the
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the grey (hield on his fide, For the faint
beam of the morning came over the waters
of Ullin.

What do the foes in their fear? faid
the rifing King of Morven. Or fly they
through ocean’s foam, or waittheythe battle
of fteel? But why fhoutd Fingal alk? 1hear
their voice on the early wind. — Fly over
Lena's heath, o Ofcar, and awske our friends
to battle,

The King ftood by the ftone of Lubar;
and thrice raifed his terrible voice. The deer
ftarted from the fountains of Cromla; and
all the rocks fhook on their hills.  Like the
noife of a hundred mountain. fireams, that
burft, and roar, and feam: like the clouds
that gather to a tempeft on the blue face of
the {ky, fomet the {ons of the defart, round
the tertlible voice of Fingal. For pleafant
was the voice of the King of Morven to the
warriors of his land: often had he led them

to battle, and returned with [poils of the foe.
G 3 Come,




Come to battle, faid the King, yechild-
ren of the fterm, Come to' the death of
thoufands.  Comhals fon will fee the fight,
— My [word fhall wave on ihat hill, and
be the {Lield of my people. But never may
you need it, warriors, while the fon of
Morni fights, the chiel of mighty men,—
He fhall leadimy battle; that his fame may
rife in the fong. — O ye ghofts of heroes
dead! ye riders of the ftorm of Cromla!
receive my falling people with joy, and
bring them to your hills. — And may the
blaft of Lena carry them over my feas,
that they may come to my filent dreams,
and delight my foul in reft,

Fillan and Ofcar, of the dark-brown
hair! fair Ryno, with the pointed fteel!
advance with valour to the fight; and be-
hold the fon of Morni.  Let your fword
be like his in the firife: and behold the
deeds of his hands. Prote& the friends of
yaur father: and remember the chiefs of
old. My children, I {hall fec you yet, though

here

is 1e

i 2
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here you fhould fal! in Erin. Soon fhall
our cold, pale ghofts meetin a cloud, and
fly over the hills of Cona.

Now like a dark and ftormy cloud,
edged round with the red lightning of hea-
ven, and flying weftward from the mor-
ning’s beam the King of hills removed, Ter-
rible is the light of his armour, ~and two
fpears are in his hands,  His gray hair

- falls on the wind. — He often looks back

on the war. Three bards attend the fon
of fame, to carry his words to the heroes.
— High on Cromla’s fide he fat, waving
the lightning of his fword; and as he wa-
ved, we moved. :

Joy rofe in Ofcar’s face, His cheek
is red. His eye fbeds tears, The fword
is a beam of fire in his hand. . He came
and (miling, fpoke to Offian. — O ruier
of the fight of feel! my father, hear thy
fon. Retire with Moryews mighty chiet,
and give me Offian’s fame. And if here 1
fall; my King, remember that breaft of

G 4 fnow
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fnow, that lonely fun-beam of m 1y love,
the white handed daughter of Tofcar. For
with red cheek from the rock, and bmding
over the fiream, her fufi hair flies about
her bofom, as the pours fhe figh for Ofcar.
Tell hery I am on my hills a lightly - boun-
ding fon of the wind; that hereafter in a
c!m.\l, I mayn

ly maid of 7ofcar.
4

Raile, Ofcar; rather raife my tomb.
I will not yield the fight to thee. For firft
and bloodieft in the war, my arm thall teach
thee how to fight. But, remember, my
fon, to place this fword, this bow, and the
horn of my deer, within that d2rk and narrow
houfe, whole mark is one gray ftone, Of-
¢or, I have no love to leave to the care of
my fon; for graceful Evirallin is no more,
the lovely daughter of Branno,

Such were our words, when Gaul's
loud vojce came growing on the wind, He
waved on high the (word of hjs father, and
sufhed to death and wounds,

As




As waves white- bubbling over the deep
come {welling, roaring onj as rocksof ooze
met roaring waves: fo foes attacked and
fought. ' Man met with man, and ftee! with
fteel, Shields found; men fall. Asa hun-
dred hammers on the fon of the furnace,
of rofe, fo rung their [words.

Gau! rufhed on like a whirlwind in
Ardven. The deftruction of heroes is on
his (word. Swaran was like the fire of the
defart in the ecchoing heath of Gormal.
How can I giveto the fong the decthof-
many fpears ? My fword rofe lhigh, and
flamed in the ftrife of bloed, And, Ofcar,
terrible wert thou, my beft, my greateft
fon! 1 rejoiced in my fecret foul, when
his {word flamed over the fiain.. They
fled amain through Lena’s heath: and we
purfued and flew, As ftones that bound
from rock to rock; as axes in-ecchoing
woods; as thunder rolls from hill to hill in
dismal broken peals: fo blow fucceeded tQ

G 5 blow
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blow, and death to death, from the hand
of Ofcar *) and mine.

But Swaran clofed round Morni’s fon,
as the ftrength of the tide of inistore. The
King half-rofe from his hill at the fight,
and half-affumed the fpear.  Go Ullin, go,
my aged bard begun the king of Morven.
Remind the mighty Gaul of battle; remind
him of his fathers. Support the yielding
fight with {ong; forfongenlivens war. Tall [J}-
lin went, with fteps of age, and fpoke to the
king of fwords,

Son** of the chief of generous fteeds!
high bounding king of fpears. Strong arm

in every perilous toil.
Hard

* Offian never fails to givea fine charatter
of his beloved fon. His {peech to his father
is that of a hero; it contains the fubmiffion
due to a parent, and the warmth that beco-
mes a young warrior.  There is a propriety
in dwelling here on the aions of Cfeay, as
the beautiful Makima to whom the book is
addrefl-d, was in love with that hero.

%% The wat - fong of Ullin varies from the
reft of the poem in the verfification, It runs

down
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Hard heart that never yields, Chief of the
pointed arms of death,  Cut down the foe;
let no white fail bourd rcund dark Inis-
tore. Be thine arm like thunder, - Thine
eyeslikefire, thy heartof folid rock, Whiri
round thy {word as a meteor at night, and
lift thy fhicld like the flame of death, Son
of the chief of generous feeds, cut down
the foe; deftroy, — The hero’s heart beag
high. But Swaran came with battle. He
cleft the fhield of Gaul in twain; and the
fons of the defart fled,

Now ~Fingal arofe in his ‘might, and
thrice he reared his voice. Cromla anfwered
around, and the fons of the defart flood

ftill, — They bent their red faces to earth,
afhamed at the prelence of Fingal,, Hecame
like

down like a torrent; and confifts almoft in-
tirely of epithets., The cuftom of encoura-
ging men to battle with extempore rhymes,
has been carried down almoft to our own
times. Several of thefe war- fongs are extant;
but the moft of them are only a group of
epithets , without beauty or harmony, ut-
terly deftitute of poetical merit,




like a cloud of rain in the days of the fun,
when fiow it rolls on the bhill, and ficlds
exipect the fhower,. Swaran behe!d the
terrible king of Morven, and fopped in
the midft of his courfe, Dark he leaned on
his fpear, rolling his red eyes around, Si-
lentand tall he feemed as an oak of Lubar,
which had its branches blafted of old bythe
lightning of heaven. It bends over the
{fiream, and the gray mofs whiftles in the
wind; fo flood the King.  Then flowly
he retired to the rifing heath of Lena, His
thoulands pour around the hero, and .the
darknefs of battle gathers on the hill.

Fingal, like abeam from heaven, (fho-.
nein the midft of his people. His heroes
gather-aroond him, and he fends forth the
voice of power, Raife my ftandards * on
high — fpread them on Lena’s wind, like

8 P
the
* Th'imperial enfign, whieh full high ad-
vanced,
shone like a meteor fireaming to the

wind,
Milton,
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the fames of an hundred hills. Let them
found on the winds of Erin and remind us
of the fight, Ye fonsof the roaring ftreams,
that pour from a thoufand hills, bg near the
king of Morven: attend to the words of his
power. Gaul, firongelt arm of death! O
Ofcor, of the future fights; Connal, fon ot
the blue fteel of Sora; Dermid of the dark-
brown hair,and Offian King of many fongs,

be near your fathers arm.

We reared the [un- beam ** of battle,
the fandard of the king. Each hero’s foul
exfulted with joy, as waving, it flew on the
wind, It was ftudded with’ gold above, s
the blue wide fhell of the nightly {ky. Each
hero had hisftandard too; and each his gloo-
my men,

Behold

%% Fingal's ftandard was di ﬁmgmi‘n‘d by the
name of ﬂ in - beam ; probably en account u
its brlght colour, and its bcmg ftudded witl
Gold. To begin a battlz is expreffed, inold
compofitien, by /lifting of the ﬁm-hmm




Behold [aid the king of generous fhells,
how Locklin divides on Lena, — They
ftand like broken clouds on the hill, or an
haif confumed grove of oaks; when we fee
the fky through its branches, and the mete-
or pafling behind. Let every chief among the
friends of Fingal take a dark troop af thofe
that frown {o high; nor let a fon of the ece
choing groves bound on the waves of Inir-
tore.

Mine, faid Gaul, be the feven chiefs
that came from Lano’s lake. — Let uis-
tore's dark king, faid Ojcar, come to the
fword of Offian’s fon. — To mine the king
of Iniscon, [aid Commal, heart of Reel! Or
Mudaws chief or 1, {aid brown - haired Dep-
mid, fhall flcep on clay- cold earth, My
choice, though now fo weak and dark,
was Terman'’s bettling King: I promifed,
with my hand to wim the hero’s dark .- brown
fhield, — Blefit and victorious be my chiefs,
faid Fingal of the mildeft 'look! Swaran,

King

ntton

promi
tidlk
bofon
[,
fdelo
keny



king of roaring waves, thou art the choice
of Firgal.

Now like an hundred different winds,
that pourthrough manyvales ; divided, dark,
the fons of the hill advanced, and Cromla
ecchoed around.

How, canl relate the deaths, when
we cloledin the frife of our fteel? O daugh-
ter-of Tofcar! bloudy were our hands! the
gloomy ranks of Lochlin fell like the banks
of the roaring Coma, — Our ‘arms were
victorious on Lena, each chief ful filled his
promife. Befid the murmur of Branno thou
didIft often fit, o maid; when thy white
bofom rofe frequent, like the down'of the
fwan, when flow fhe fails the lake, and
fidelong winds are blowing. — Thou haft
feen the fun * retire red and flow behind his

cloud
® Sol quoque et exoriens et cum! fe condit
in undas;

Signa dabit, Solem certiflima figna fequun-

tur,
(Ut




cloud: night gathering round on the moun-

>

in, while the unfrequent blaft ** roared

.

n

Ut quae mane refert, et quaefurgentibus
aftris.

Tlle ubi nafcentem macu ¥ !
Conditus in nubem, mediogue r«fugerit

orbe;
Sufpetti tibi funt imbres,

' Vig.,
Above the reft the fun, who never lieg;
Foretels the change of weather in ‘the

1X1e8.
For if he rife, unwilling to his race,
Clouds on his brow and fpots vpon his

fice;
Or if thro’wifts he {hoots his fullen beams,
Frugal of light, in loofe and ftraggliug

fireains :

Sufpett a drifling day.

Dryden.
¥ Eontinuo ventis fargentibus aut freta
ponti

Incipiunt agitata tumefcere ; et aridusaltis,
Meontibus audiri fragor, aut refonantia
longe
Littora mifceri, et nemorum increbefcere
murmaur,
Virg,
For ere the rifing winds begin to roar,
The working feas advance to wafl the
{hore H
Soft




jn narrow vales, At length the rain beats
hard; and thunder rolls in peals, Lightning
glances on the rocks. Spirits ride on beams of
fire. And the firength of the mountain
fireams* come roaring downthehills. Such
was the noile of battle, mdid of the arms of
fnow. Why, daughter of the hill, that
tear? the maids of Lochlin have caufe to
weep. The people of their country fell,
for bloody was the blue fteel of the race of
my heroes. But I am fad, forlorn, and
blind; and no morethe companion ofheroes,
Give, lovely maid, to me thy tears, for I
havefeen the tombs o fall my friends,

Ie

Soft whifpers run alosg the leafy woed,

And mountains whiftle to the murmuring
ﬂOud. T

Dryden.
# = yunpt de montibus amnes.
The rapid rains defcending from the hills,
To rolling torrents {well the creeping rills,
Dyyden,

H




It was then by Fingal’shand ahero fell,
(0 bis gtief — Gray- haired he rolled in the
duft, and lifted his faint cyes to the King,
And thou haft fallen, faid the fon of Con iml,
thou, frignd of Agandecca! I faw thy tears
for the maid of my love, in the halls of the
bloody Starnos Thou haft been the foe of
¢he foes of my love, and haft thou fallen by
my hand? Raife, Ullin, raile the grave of
the {on of Mathon, ard give his name to
the fong of Agandecca; for dear to my fouj

haft thou been, thoun darkly~dwelling maid
of drdyen,

Cuchullin, from the cave of Cromla
heard the noife of the troubled war. He cal.
led to Conmal chief of (words, and Carril
of other times. The grey - haired heroes
heard his voice, and took their aspen [pears,
They came, and faw the tide of battle, like
the crowded waves of the ocean » When the

dark
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s dark wind blows from the deep, and rolls
the billows through the {andy vale,

i Cuclr tlin Kindled at the fight, and dark-
! nels gathered on his brow, His hand is on
the fword of his fathers: his red rolling
eyes on the foe, He thrice attempted to rufh
& to battle, and thrice did Connal ftop him,
Chicf of the ille of mift, he faid, Fingal {ube
dues the foe. 8 eek not a part of the fame
of the King! he himfcif is like a ftorm,

- Then Carril, goj; repliedthe chief, and

‘ greet the King of Morven. “WhenaLochlin

falls away like a fiream after rain, and the 1
noife of the b.ttle is over, then be thy voice |
fweet inhis ear; to praife the King of fwords,

Give him the (word of Caithbat! for Cuchul-

fin is worthy no more to lift the arms of his

fathers.

. : Buto ye ghofts of the lonely Cromlal ;
: ye fouls of chiefs that are no more! bevye
h ¢ companions of Cuchullin, and talk to

H g him
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him in the cave of his forrow. For never
more f{hall I berenowned among the migh-
ty in the land. Iam like a beam that has
fhone! like a mift that fled away, when the
blaft of the morning came, and brightened
the fhaggy fide of the hill. Connal talk of
arms no more : departed is my fame. — My
fighs fhall be on Cromla’s wind, till my
footfteps ceafe to be feen. — And thou,
white bofom’d Bragela, mourn over the falj
of my fame; for vanquifhed, I will never
return to thee, thou fun-beam of Dunscaich,
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