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Argument »

The oft ion of the poem being fufpendei by
night , OÍTun takes that rpp r r . unity to relate
his own action ’ at the lake of L - go and hie

ceurtfhip of E viral ! in who was the mother of

Olear and had died feme time before the expe -
dition 0/ Fierai ( » io Ireland . Her ghoft appears
to him and fells him ; that Olear , who had

been feat , at the beginning of the night to
ob ferve the enemy , was engaged with an advan¬

ced par ' y and aimoft overpowtrd OÍITn re¬

lieves his fon ; and an alarm is given to Firgal

of he appro ah of > varan . The K ng ri / es ,
calls his army ogether ; ard n \ he had promi -

fed the freod ' tig night , devolves the coi . , m \ nd
on Gau ' the fon of M mi ; while he him 'elf ,

after charging his font to behave gallons ly
and defend h s people . retires *o a hill from
whence he could h ve av tw of th * battle . The

battle fins the met rcla -es Ofra ’s '¿reat afhi -

cnt . But when OP ar , in ccujurBion with hit

father , conquered in one wing , G « ul s who was
at¬

las,
ré

tw

lit .

cal
i«t

Cï



attacked by Swaran in per fon was on the point
of retreat in the oilier . Fingal fends U !lin his

bard , to enea rage him with a war - pong , but

not wiihfiaudipg Swvao prevails ; and Gaul
and his army are obliged to give way F :ngal

defeendhtg from ¡he hilf rallies them again ;

Swarart d fifis from the pursuit , pejfe himfelf
of a rifing - round . reflow the r . nki . and waits

the approach of Fingal . The King , havng en -

courageh :s men , gives the necejf . ry orders ,
end renews ' he battle . i ? uch , ill >n who w ; ih

hisfrni Connal .' , and Carrii his bard , had

retired to the cave of fura . hearing the noife \,

came to the brow of the hilf which overlook 'd
the field of battle , where he few Firgsl * ngaged
with the enem v. He , being hindi red bv Con -

ral from jnin -ng F rg 1 who was himfelf upon
the point of obtaining a co mplete viFtory fends

Carril to congratulate that hero on his fttccefs .

Who



Who comes with her fongs from the
mountain , like the bow oftheihowery Lenaï
It is the 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 avi¬
ons of Oscar ! When ftiall Í ceafe to

mourn by th¿ftreams of theccchoing Cona !
My years have paffed away in battle , and
my eye is darkened with forrow ,

Daugh -

* ) Fingal being aflecp , and the aftion fus -
pended by night , the poet introduces the
ftory of his courtfhip of Evirallin the daugh¬
ter of Branno . The epifode is neceffary to
clear up feveral palfages 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 .
— This book as many of Oflians other com -
pofitions is addreffed to the beautiful Malvi¬
na the daughter of Tofcar . She 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 mournful and blind ; I was not fc >dark
and forlorn , when Evtrallin Moved me .
Everallin with the dark , brown hair , the
white - bofomed love of Cormac . A thou -
fand heroes fought the maid , flic denied
her love to a thoufand ; the fons of the
fword were defpifed ; for graceful in her
eyes was 1 O /Jlan ,

i
I went in fuit of the maid to Lego ' s

fable furge ; twelve of my people were
there , the fons of the ftreamy Morvm , We
came to Branno friend of ftrangers ; Bramo
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 - eyed fons of Erin , Eut bleft be thou
o fon of Fingal , happy is the maid that
waits thee . Tho ' twelve daughters of beau -
ty were mine , thine were the choice thou
fon of fame ! — Then he opened the hall

of



of the maid , the dark - haired Everallin , ^
Joy ' kindled in our breafts of flecl , and , f{|

bleft the maid of Bramo . ^

Above us on the hi ! ! appeared the peo * Ide.

pie of ftately Cormac . Eight were the he - lime
roes of the chief ; and the heath flamed IitI
with their arms . There C olla , Durra of oü<

the wounds , there mighty To fear , andTii - mes
go , ¡there Freflal the viäorious flood ; Dairo Cor
of the happy deeds , and Dala the battle ’s
bulwark in the hand of Cormac , and gra .

3121

ccfu ! wäs the look of the hero . jM

Eight were the heroes of OJfian ; LH- ^
fin flormy fon of war Mullo of the gene - tni
r ous deeds ; thenoble , the graceful Sctlacha ',
Oglan and C erdal the wrathful , and Du - f
ma - riccan 's brows of death . And why
ihould Ogar be the (aft ; fo wide renowned
on the hills of jjrdvenl

Ogar met Dala the ftrong , face to fa¬
ce , on the field of heroes .

- v

The



The battle of the chiefs was like the
wind on ocean ’s foamy waves . The dagger
is remembered by Ofcar ; the weapon which
he loved ; nine times he drowned it in Data 's
fide . The ftormy battle turned . Three
times I pierced Cormac ’s fhield ; three times
he broke his fpear . But , unhappy youth
of love ! I cut his head away . — Five ti¬
mes lihook it by the lock . The friends of
C ormac fled .

Whoever would have told me , lovely
maid * ) when I drove in battle ; that blind ,
forfaken , and forlorn I now fhould pal's
the night ; firm ought his mail to have been ,
and unmatched his arm in battle .

Now * * ) on Lena 's gloomy heath the
voice of mufic died away . The unconftant

G blaft

* ) The poet àddreffes hirafelf to Malvina
the daughter of Tofcar .

/ The poet returns to his fubjeft If one could

fix the time of the year , in which the aition

of the poem happened , from fire ? :enede -

feribed here , I fhould be tempted to place i6
in autumn . — The trees fhed their lesvesand
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blaft blew hard , and the high oak (bookits
leaves around me ; oí Evera ' lin were my
thoughts , when (be , in all the light of beau¬
ty , and lier blue - eyes rolling in tears ,
flood on a cloud before my fight , and fpoke
with feeble voice .

O Offian rife and fave my fon ; fave
Ofcar chief of men : near the red oak of Lü¬
bars ftream , he fights with Lochlins fons .
— She funk into her cloud again . I clothed
me with my fteel , My fpear fupported my
fteps , and my rattling armour rung . I hum¬
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 year .

* Oßtan gives the reader a high idea of
himfelf . His psflage 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 voice aloud ,
S «



I called him like a difiant fireim , My
fon , return , over Lena . No further pur -
fue the foe , though ' OJfian is behind thee .
— He came ; and lovely in my ear was
Ofcar ’s founding fleet . Why didft thou
flop my hand , he faid , till death had cove¬
red all ? For dark and dreadful by the ftream
they met thy fon andFíV / áw . They watched the
terrors of the night . Our fwords have con¬
quered fome . But as the winds of night
pour the ocean over the white fands of Mo¬
ra , k> dark advance the fons o ( Lochlin over
Lena 's ruffling heath . The ' ghofts of night
fl riek afar ; and I have feen the meteors of

death . Let me awake the King of Morven t
he that fmiles in danger ; for he is like the font
of heaven that rifes in a ftorm .

Fingai had ftarted from a dream , an¿
leaned on Trenmor ’s fhield ; the dark * brown

G a fhield
So high his breazen voice the hero rear ’d ,
Hofts drop their arms and trembled as they

fear ’d .
Pop . ,
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ihield of his fathers ; which they had lifted
of old in the bait es ot their race . — The
hero had feen in his reft the mournful form

of jtgandgcca ; (he came from the way of the
ocean , and (lowly , lonely , moved over Lena *

Her face was pale like the mift of Crom -
/ a ; and dark were the tears of her cheek .
She often raifed her dim hand from her
robe ; her robe which was of the clouds of
the defart : (he raifed her dim hand over

Fingat , and turned away ; hcr .filent eyes .

Why weeps the daughter of Storno y
fai â Fingat , with afigh ? Why is thy face
fo pale , thou daughter of the clouds ? — She
departed on the wind o ( Lena , and left him
in the midft of night . — She mourned the
fons of her people , that were to fail by Fin -

gat ’s hand .

' The hero ftarted from reft , and (fill
beheld her in his foul , — The found of

Ofcar ’s fteps approached . The King fawthe
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the grey ihield on his fide . For the faint
beam of the morning came over the waters
of Uliin .

What do the foes in their fear ? faid

the rifing King of Morvm . Or fly they
through ocean ’s foam , or wait they the battle
of fleet ? But why fliouíd Fingal afk ? 1 hear
their voice on the early wind . — Fly over
£ ,f « fl7heath , oO/ car , and awske our friends
to battle .

The King flood by the ftone of Lnbar ',
and thrice raifed his terrible voice . The deer
fiarted from the fountains of Cromla \ and
all the rocks (hook on their hills . Like the
noife of a hundred mountain - ftreams , that
burft , and roar , and foam : like the clouds
that gather to a tempeft on the blue face of
the fky , fomet the fons of the defart , round
the tcrrlible 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 withfpoils of the foe .

G 3 Come.



Cometo battle , faidthe Kmg , ye child¬
ren of the fterm . Come to the death of
thoufands . Comhah fon will fee the fight .
— My fword fhall wave on ihat hill , and
be the fl .ield of my people . But never may
you need it , warriors , while the fon of
ßforni fights , the chief of mighty men . —
He ihall lead : my battle ; that his fame may
rife in the fong . — O ye ghofts of heroes
dead ! ye riders of the ftorm of Cromla !
receive my failing 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 .

Filian 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 ftrife : and behold the
deeds of his hands . Proteä the friends of
your father : and remember the chiefs of
old . My children , I ihall fee you yet, though

here
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here you fhould fall in Erin . Soon (hall
our cold , pale ghofts meet in a cloud , and
fly over the hiiis of C ana..

Now like a dark and ftormy cloud ,
edged round with the red lightning of hea¬
ven , and flying weft ward from the mor¬
ning ’s beam the Kmgof hills removed . Tcr -
ribie 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 CromlcCs 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 ibeds tears , The fword
is a beam of fire in his hand . He came
and fmiling , fpoke to Ojji& n . — O ruler
of the fight cf fteel ! my father , hear thy
fon . Retire with Morven ’s mighty chief ,
and give me Oßian 's fame . And if here I
fallJ my King , remember that bread: of

G 4 ( now
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fnow , that lonely fun - beam of my love , ^

the white handed daughter of To / car . For $

with red cheek from the rock , and bending 11110

over the dream , her f >.) ft hair flies about ^

her bofom , as Ihe pours flie figh for Ofcar .

Tell hfr , I am on my hills a lightly - boun - i^ “11

ding fon of the wind ; that hereafter in a tí 101*1

cloud , I may meet the lovely maid of Tofcar . G

Raife , 0¡car \ rather raife my tomb . ^
I will not y e ' d the fight to thee . For fird

and bloodieft in the war , ray arm (hall teach ^
thee how to fight . But , remember , my

fon , to place this fword , this bow , and the

horn of mv deer , within that dark and narrow ^' £ J

houfe , whofe mark is one gray done . Of - m

cor , I have no love to leave to the care of lUr"

my fon ; for graceful Evirallin is no more , ôn '

jhe lovely daughter of Branna . ^ 's ^fed

Such were our words , when Gaul ' s purl

loud voice came growing on the wind . He from

waved on high the fword of his father , and tooi

jufhed to death and wounds , ^

As



BR 105

As waves white - bubbling over the deep
come fwelling , roaring on ; as rocks of ooze
met roaring waves : fo foes attacked and
faught . Man met with man , and flee ! with
flee ! . Shields found ; men fall . As a hun¬
dred hammers on the fon of the furnace ,
of rofe , fo rung their (words ,

Gaul rufhed on like a whirlwind in
Ardven . The deftruction of heroes is on
his (word . Swaran was like the fire of the
defarf in the ecchoing heath of Gormal.
How can I give to the fong the deethof -

many fpears ? My fword rofe ¡high , ani ^
flamed in the ftrife of blood . And , Ofcar,
terrible wert thou , my belt , my greateft
fon ! 1 rejoiced in my fecret foul , when
his fword flamed over the flain . 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 to

G § blow



blow , and death to death , from the hand
of Ojear *) and mine .

But Swaran clofed round Mor ni 's fon ,
as the ftrenpth of the tide cf Inistore . The

O

King half - rofc from his hill at the fight ,
and half - affimud 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 fong ; forfongenlivens war . Tall Ul-

lin went , with fteps of age , and fpoke to the
king of fwords .

Son * * of the chief of generous deeds !
high bounding king of fpear * . Strong arm
in every perilous toil .

Hard

* Odian never fails to give a fine charafter

of his beloved fon His fpeech to his father
is that of a hero ; it contains the fubmiffion

, due to a parent , an d the warmth that beco¬

mes a young warrior . There is a propriety

in dwelling here on the aftions of Ofear , as
the beautiful Malvina to whom the book is

addreff d , was in love with that hero .

The war - fong of UUin 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 arn >s of death . Cut down the foe ;
let no white fail bourd round dark lnis -
tore . Be thine arm like thunder , ' Thine

eyeslikefire , thy heart of folid rock . Whiri
round thy ( word as a meteor at night , and
lift thy fhit ld like the flame oí death . Son
of the chief of generous deeds , cut down
the foe ; deftroy . — The hero ’s heart beat
high . But Swaran came with battle . He
cleft the fhield of Gaul in twain ; and the
fons of the defart fled .

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

mil . — They bent their red faces to earth ,

afhamed at the prefence of FingaU , He came
like

down like a torrent ; and confifts altnoft in -

tirely of epithets . The cuftom o£ encoura¬

ging men to battle with extempore rhymes ,
has been carried down almoft to onr own

times . Several of thefe war - fongs are extant ;

but the moil of them are only a group of

epithets , without beauty or harmony , ut¬

terly d ? ftitute of poetical merit .
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•ike a cloud of rain in the days of the fun ,
when flow it rolls on the hill , and fields
exfpect the fhower . Sanaran beheld the
terrible king of Morven , and (topped in
the midft of his courfe . Dark he leaned on
his fpear , rolling his red eyes around , Si -
lentand tall he feemed asan oak of Lubar >
which had its branches blaited of old by the
lightning of heaven . It bends over the
fir cam , and the gray mofs whiffles in the
wind : fo flood the King . Then fl iwly
he retired to the riling heath of Lena . His
thoufands pour around the hero , and the
darknefs of battle gathers on the hill .

Fingal , like a beam from heaven , fho *

nein the midft of his people . His heroes
gather aroond him , and he fends forth the
voice of power , Raifc my ftandards * on
high — fpread them on Ltna ' s wind , like

the
® Th ’imperial enfign , whieh full high ad¬

vanced ,
§hone like a meteor ftreaming to the

wind .
Milton ,

>



the flames of an hundred hills . Let them
found on the winds of Erin and remind us

of the fight . Ye fons of the roaring ftrcams ,
that pour from a thoufand hills , bs near the
king of Morven : attend to the words of his
power . Gaul , ftrongeft arm of death ! O

Ofcar , of the future fights ; Connal , fon of

the blue fteel of Sor a ; Dermid of the dark -

brown hair , and Off an King of many fangs ,
be near your fathers arm .

We reared the fun * beam * * of battle ,

the ftandard of the king . Each hero ’s foul
exfulted with joy , as waving , it flew on the
wind . It was ftudded with' gold above , as
the blue wide fheil of the nightly fky . Each
hero had his ftandard too ; and each his gloo¬
my men .

Behold

# # Fingal ’s ftandard was diftinguifh ’ d by the
name of fun - beam ; probably on account of
its bright colour , and its being ftudded with
Gold . To begin a battle is expreffed , in old
compofition , by lifting of tht fun - ¡/ tain *



Behold fald the king of generous (hells ,
how Lochtin divides on Lena . — They
(land like broken clouds on the .hill , or an
half coniumed grove of oaks ; when we fee
the fky through its branches , and the mete¬
or paifing behind . Let every chief among the
friends of Fingat take a dark troop af thofe
that frown fo high ; nor let a fon of the ec *
choing groves bound on the waves of Inis-
tore .

Mine , faid Gaul , be the feven chiefs
that came from Lano ’s lake . — Let Inis -
tore 's dark king , faid Ojear , come to the
fword of Oilian ’s fon . — To mine the king
of Iniscon , faid Connal , heart of ÄeeJ ! Or
Mudan 's chief or I , faid brown • haired Der -

mid , (hall Peep 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
ihield . — Blefit and victorious be my chiefs ,
faid Fingal of the miideft ’ look ! Swar cm ,

King



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

Now like an hundred different winds ,
that pour through many vales ; divided , dark ,
the fons of the hill advanced , and Cromla
ecchoed around .

' How , can I relate the deaths , when
we clofed in the ftrife of our fteel ? O daugh¬
ter of Tofear \ bloudy were our hands ! the
gloomy ranks of Lochlin fell like the banks
of the roaring Cotta . — Our arms were
victorious on Lena t each chief ful filled his
promife . Befid the murmur of Branno thou
didlft often fit , o maid ; when thy white
bofomrofe frequent , like the down of the
fwan , when flow flic 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 certiifima ligna fequun -
tur ,fit



cloud : night gathering round on the moun¬
tain , while the unfrequent blaft * * roared

in

Ut quae mane refert , et quae furientibus
aftríü .

Ille ubi nafcentem maculis variaver ' t orum
Conditus in nubem , medioque r < fugerit

orbe ;
Sufpefti tibi funt imbres .

Virg ' -Above the reft the fun , who never fes ,
Foretels the change of weather in the

fkies .
For if he rife , unwilling- to his race ,
Clouds on his brow and fpots upon his

f ’ C : ;
Or if thro ’ mifts hefhootshis füllen beams ,
Frugal of light , in loole and draggling

ftreauis :
Sufpett a drifting day .

Dry den .
m Continuo ventis furgentibus aut freta

ponti
Incipiunt agitata tumefcere ; et aridus altis .
Montibus audiri fragor , aut refonantia

longe
Littora mifceri , et nemorum increbefcere

murmur .
Virg .

For ere the rifing winds begin to roar ,
The working feas advance to wafi the

fhore ;
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ln 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 ftrength of the mountain
ftreams * come roaring down the hills . Such
was the noife of battle , máid of the arms of

fnow . Why , daughter of the hill , that
tear ? the maids of Lochtin have caufe to

weep . The people of their country fell,
for bloody was the blue fteel of the race of
jny heroes . But I am fad , forlorn , and
blind ; and no more the companion ofheroes .
Give , lovely maid , to me thy tears , fori
Jiaveieen the tombs o fall my friends , .

It

Soft whifpers run along the leafy wood , -
And mountains whittle to the murmuring

flood .
Drydtn .

* __ ruunt de montibus amnes .
The rapid rains defcending from the hilîs ,
To rolling torrents fwell the creeping riJJs,

Drjden ,
E
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It was then by Fingat ’i hand ahero fell #

t o bis grief — Gray - haired he rolled in the

duft , and lifted hi * faint eyes to the King ,

And thou haft fallen , faid the fon of Con -half

thou , friend of Agandeccal I faw thy tears

for the maid of my bvc , in the halls of the

bloody Starnoi Thou haft bten the foe of

t he foes of my love , and haft thou fallen by

my hand ? Raife , Ullin , raife the grave of

the fon of Mathon , and give his name to

the fong of Agandecca ', for dear to my foul

haft thou been , thou darkly - dwelling maid

of Ardven .

Cuchullin , from the cave of CromÎA

heard the noife of the troubled war . He cal *

led to Connal chief of fwords , and Carril

of other times . The grey • haired heroes

heard his voice , and took their aspen fpears .

They came , and faw the tide of battle , like

the crowded waves of the ocean , when the
dark
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dark wind Kiews firm the deep , and rolls

the billow ;- thr ^ ugh ’the iandy vale .
Ctrln Hin kindled at the fight , and dark-

fiefs gathere i on his brow . His hand is on
the ( word of his fathers : his red rolling
eyes on the foe . He thrice attempted to rufh
to battle , and thrice did Confiât flop him ,
Chief of the ifie of miff , he faid , Fingat fub -
dues the foe . S eek not a part of the fame
of the King ! he himfelf is like a ftorm .

Then Carril , go ; replied the chief , and
greet the King of Morten . -When » Lochlin
falls away like a ftream after rain , and the
noife of the b ttlc is over , then be thy voice
fweet in his ear ; 'to praife the King of fwords »
Give him the fword of Caithbat ! for Cuchul -
tin is worthy no more to lift the .arms of his
fathers .

B t o ye ghofts of the lonely Cromlal
ÿe fouls of chiefs that are no more ! bey e
he companions of Cue huttin , and talk to

H % him
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him in the cave of his forrow . For never

more fhall I berenowned among the migh - ^
, ty in the land . I am like a beam that has

Ihone ! like a mift that fled away , when the
blaft of the morning came , and brightened
thefhaggy fide of the hill . Comal talk of
arms no more : departed is my fame . — My
fighs fhall be on Crotnla ' s wind , till my
footfteps ceafe to be feen . — And thou . ^
white boíom ’d Bragela , mourn over the fall ¡Mié
of my fame ; for vanquifhed , I will never
return to thee , thou fun - beam of Dmscaich ,

_ _ _ ___ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ fnu, n
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