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2 Cuchullin and Connal f#ill vemain on the
¢ 1a] kill. Fiogal and Swaran meet s the combat is
et defiribed. Swaran is ovevcome , bound and de-
livered over as a prifoncy to the care of Offian
and Gaul the fon of Morni; Fingal, his younger
Jons, and Ofcar, fRill purfue the enemy. 1he
epifode of Orla a chief of Lochlin, who was
mortally wosnded in the battle  is imtvoduced, g
Fingal touched with the death of Oria, orders !
the purfuit to be discontinued ; and calling his
Jons together , he is informed that Ryno, the
youngef? of them was killzd,  He laments his
denth , heays the ffory of Lamdarg and Gelchofla,
and returns towards the place wheve he had left
Swaran. Carril, who had been fens by Cuchule
lin, to comgratulaze Fingal on his vifory, comes
in the mean time so Offlan.  The converfation
of the swo poets clojes the allion of the fourth

day.
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The fauvth day #ilt conzinues, T e poes
by pusting the nivration in the mouth of
Conral , who #ill remained wi:h Cnchillin
on the fide of Cromla ,- gives provriety to
the praifes of Fivpal, The beginning of this
book , in the original is one of the mo? be-

5 {
autiful parts of the poem. The v viification
s regular and full, and agrees very well
qith the fedate chavaGer of Connil. — No
poet has adaptred the cadence of his verfe
mare o the temper of the [peaker , than Of
fian Zas done. It is move than prob ble,
she wlmle poem was originaliy deficned 1o
be fung to the harp, as :he verfification is
fo various and [0 much f[uited to the dif-
fevent poffims o the human mind.
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NO\‘:' Ce :mal, on Cromla’s windy fide,
fpoke to the chief of the noble car. ~ Why
heart gloom, fon of Semo! Qur friends are
the mighty in barttle, .And renowned art
thou, o warnior! many were the death o
thy fteel, Often has Fragela met with blue-
rolling eyes of joy; often has fhe met her
hero, returning in the milft of the valiant;
when his fword was red with {laughter, and
his foes filent in the fields of the tomb,
Plealant to her ears weie thy bﬂrd.“», when
thine actions rofle in the fong.

Bat behold the King of Morven; he
moves below like a pillar of fire. His ftrength
iclike the fiream of Lubar, or the wir d of
¢he ecchoing Cromla, when the branchy

forefts of night are overturned,

Happy are thy people, o Fingal, thine
arm fha!l fight their battles; thou art the
firft in theirdangers; the wifeft in the days
of their pelace, Thou fpeakeft and thy thou-

H 4 fands
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fands obey, and armies tremble at the found
of thy fteel. Happy are thy peaple, Fingal,
chief of the lonely hills,

Whois fodark and terrible, coming in the hant!
thunder of his courfe? whois it but Starno’s ki
fonto meet the King of Morven? Behold i
the battle of the chiefs: it is like the ftorm fod bl
of the ocean, when two fpirits meet far di- feng
ftant, andcontend forthe rolling of the wave. oot
The hunter hears the noife on his hill: and ,
fees the high billows advancing to Ardven's A
fhorec

Such were the words of Connal, when vt
the heroes met in the midft of their falling
people. There was the clang of arms! the-
te every blow, like the hundred hammers fy
of the furnace! Terrible is the battle of the |
Kings, and horrid the look of their eyes. |
Their dark-brown fhields are cleft in twain,
and their fteel flies, broken from their hel- |
mets, They fling their weapons down.
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Each rulhes® to the grasp of his foe,
Their finewy arms bend each other: they
turn from fide to fide, and firain and firetch
their large ({preading limbs below. But
when the pride of their firength arofe, they
fhock the hill with their heels; rocks tumb-
le from their places on high; the green hea-

ded bufhes are overturned, At length the.

ftrength of Swaran fell; and.the King of the
groves is bound.

Thus have [ feen on Cona; (but Conal
behold no more) thus have I feen two dark
hills removed from their placeby the ftrength
of the burfting ftream, They turn frem fideto

H g fide

% This paflage refembles one in the twen-
ty third Tliad.
Clofe lock’d above their heads and arms
are mixt;
Below their planted feet at diftance fixt;
New to the grafp each manly body bends;
The humid fwest from ev’ry pore defcendss
Their bones refound with blows; fides,
fhouldres, thighs,
Swell to each gripe, and bloody tumrours
rife.

Pope,




fide and theiy tall oaks meet oneanotheron
high, ~ Then they fall togetherwith all their
rocks and trees. The fireams are turned by

their fides, andthlieredruin is feen afar.

Soms of the King of Morvmm, faid the
noble Fingal!, guaid the King of Lochlin;
for heis firong as his thoufand waves. His
hand js taught to the battle, 2nd hi: race of
the times of old. Gaul, thou firft of my
heroes, and Offian King of fongs, atrend
the friend of Agandecca, and raife to joyhis
grief. — But, O'car, Fillan, anb Ryno,
ve children of the race. Purlue the reft of
Lochlin over the heath of Lena; that no vef-
fel may hereafter bound on the dark-rolling
waves of Inistore,]

They flew like lightning over the heath,

He ﬁ(s\viy moved as a cloud of thunder,
when the fultry plain of fummer is filent,
His'{word is before him as a fun.beam,
terrible as the ftreaming meteor of night.
He
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He came toward a chief of Lochlin, and
fpoke to the fon of the wave,

Who is that like a cloud at the rock of
the roaring fiream? Hz cannot bound over
its courfe; vyet ftately is the chief! his boffy
fhicld is on his fide; and his (pear like the
treeof thedefart. Youthofthe dark- brown
hair, art thou of Fingal's foes?

Tam afon of Loch!in he cries and frong
is my arm in war. My fpoule is weep'ng
at home, but Orla* will never retuen,

Or fights or yields the hero, faid Fin-
gal, of the noble d:eds? foes do not con-
quer in my prefence: but my friends are
yenowned in the hall, Son of the wave,

{ol-

# The ftoty of Orla is fo beautiful, and
affe&'ng in the original, that many are ia
pul'i'e-iﬁun of it in the north of Sestland, who
never heard a (yilable more of the poem, Tt
varies the attion, and awakes the attention
of the reader, when he exfpeft=d nothing,
but languor in the conduft of the poem, as
the great aftion was over in the conqueft of
SWaran,



followme, partake the feaft of my fhells, and
purfue the deer of mydelart,

No: faid the hero, 'I eoffift the
feeble: my firength fhail remain with the
weak in arms. My {word has been always
uzmatched, o warrior: let the King of Morven
yield. [

I never yielded, Orla, Fingal never
yielded to man. Draw thy fword and chule
thy foe. Many‘are my heroes.

And does the King relufe the combat,
faid Orla of the dark-brown hair? Fingal is
a match for Orla: and he alone of all his
race. — But King of Morven: if I {hall
fall; (asonetimethe warrior muftdie;) raife
my tomb in the mift, andlet it be the greateft
on Lena, And fend, over the 'dark- bloe
wave the {word of Orla to the fpoufle of his
love; that the may fhew it to her fon with
tears, to kindle his foul to war,

San’of the mournful tale, faidi Fingal,
why doft thou awaken my tears? One day
the
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the warriors muft die, and the children fee
their ufele(s arms in the hall.  But, Orla,
thy tomb fhall rife, 2nd thy white-bofomed
{poule weep over thy,;{word

They, fought on the theathof Lena, but
feeble was the arm of Orla. The fword of
Fingal defcendedand cleft his thield in twain,

It fell and glittered on the ground as
the moon on the fiream of night.

King of Moryen, faid the hero, lift thy
fword, and pierce my breaft. wounded and
faint from battle my friend have lcft me here.
“The mournful tale fhall come to my love
on the banks of the ftreamy Loda; when
fhe is alone in the wood, and the ruftling
blaft in the leaves,

No, fsid the King of Morven, 1 will
never wound thee, Orla.On the banks of
Lodalet her fee thee efcaped from the hands
of war, - Let thy gray-haired father, who

pee




perhaps is blind with age hear the fcund of
thy voice in the hall — With jny let the
hero rife, and fearch for his fon with his
hands:

But never will he find him, Fingal;
faid the youth of the fireamy Loda. — On
Lene's heathl (hall die; and foreign bards will
talk of me, My broadbelt covers my wound

of death. And now I give it to the wind.

The dark blood poured from his fide,
hefell pale on the heath of Lena. Fingal
bends over himashe dies, and cal!s his youn-
ger hecoes,

"q r

Ofcar and Fillan, my fons, raile high
the memory of Orla. Here let the dark-
haired hero reft far from the fpoufe of his
love, Herelet him reft in his narrow houfe
farfrom the found of Loda. The feeble will
find his bow at home, but will not be able
to bend it, His fsithful dogs howl! on his
hills, and his boars which he ufed to putfue,
re-
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rejrice, Fallen is the arm, of battle; the
mighty among the valiantislow,

Exalt the voice, and blow the horn,
ye {ons of the King of Morven: let us .20
back to Swaran. and fend the mighty away
on fong. Fillun, Ofcar and Ryno fly over
the heath of Lena.  Where, Ryno, artthou,
young fon of fame? Thou art not wont to
be the laft to anfwer thy father,

Ryno, faid Ullin firlt of bards, is with
the awful forms of his fathers. With Tra-
tha! King ofthe mighty deeds, The youth

is low, — the youthis pals, — he lies on
Lena's heath,

And |fell the {wifteft in the race, faid
the'King, the’firft to bend the bow? Thou
fcarce haft been known to me; why did
young Ryno fall? But fieep thou foftlylon
Lena,  FingalMall foon behold thee, Soon
fhall my voice be heard no more, and my
footfteps ceafe to be feen, The bard’s will
tell of Fingals name; the fones will talk

of
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of me. But, Ryno, thou art low indeed, —
thou haft ‘not received thy fame, Ullin,
firike the harp for Ryno; tell what the chief
wou'd have been. Farewel thou firftlin eve-
r}r field. No more fhall I direct thy dart,
Thou that haft been fo fair; Ibehold thee
not — Farewel,

The tear is on the King; for terrible
was his fon in war. His fon! that waslke
a beam of fire by night on the hill; when
the forefts fink down in its courfe, and the
traveller trembles at the found.

Whofe fame is it that dark- green tomb,
begunthe King of generous thells? four ftones
with their head of mofs ftand there and mark
the narrow houfe of death, Near it let my
Rynoreft, and be the neighbour of the va-
liant, Perhaps fome chief of fame is here
to fly with my fons on clouds, O Ullin
raife the fongs of other times. Bring 10
memory the dark dwellers of the tomb, If

inthe field of the valiant they never fledfrom
dan-

He
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danger, ‘my fon fhall reft with them, far
rom his friends, on the heath of Lena,

Here, {aid the mouth of the fong ,
here reft the firlt of heroes, Silent is Lam-
derg * in his tomb, and Ulin King of
fwords. And who foft {miling from her
cloud, fhews me her face of love? Why,
daughter, why fo pale art thou, firft of
the maids of Cromla ? Doft thou fleep with
the foes in batile, Gelchoffa, white- bolo-
med daughter of Tuathal? — Thou haft
been the tove of thoufands, but Lamderg
was thy love. He came to Selma’s mofly
towers, and, firiking his dark buckler

{poke:

Where is Gelcho[a, my love, thedaugh-
ter of the noble 7uathal? 1 left her in the
hall

 Lamh - dhearg fignifies Jloody band,
Gelchoffa, whire-legged. Tuathal, furly, Ul-
fadda, long = beard, Ferchios, #he congueror
of men.

I
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ha!l o Selma, when I fought with the gioo-
my Ulfadda. Return foen, of Lamderg,
{he faid, for here lam in the midft of for-
oY%, Her white breaft rofe with fighs,
Her cheek was wet with tears. . But 1 fee
her not coming to meet me;. and to {ooth
my foul after battle. Silent is the hall of my
;n‘y; 1 hear not the voice of the bard. —
_B;‘fz:.?z * does not fhake his chains at the
gate, glad at the comingof Lamderg. Whe-
re is Gelchoffa, my love, the mild daugh-
ter of the generous Tuathal.

Lamderg! fays Ferchios the fon of
Aidon, Gelchofla may be; an Cromla; f{he
and the maids of the bow purfuing the
flying deer,

F ey

¢ Bran isa common name of gray - hounds
to this day. It is a cuftom in the north of
Scotland, to give the names of the heroes
mention’d in this poem,-to their dogs; a
proof that they are familiar to the ear and
their fame generally known,

Tt 4
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Ferchios! replied the chief of Cromls

no noife meets the ear of Lam erg.  No
found is in the woods of Lena. ' No deer
fly in my fight. No panting dog purfues.
I fee not Gelchoffa my love, fair as the full
moon fetting on the hills. of Cromla. Go,
Ferchios |

to Aflad ** the gray haired
fon of thcufcm His dwelling is in the cir-
cle of ftones. He may know of Gelcheffa.

The fon of Aidon went; and (poke
to the ear of age. Allad! thou that dwel-
left in therock, thou, that trembleft alone,
what faw thine eyes of age? I faw, anfwe-
red Allad the old, Ullin the fon of Cair-
bar. He caine like a cloud from Cromla;

and he hummed a furly fong, like a blaf

B in

“ Allad is plainly a druid: he is called
the for of the rock, from his dwelling in a
cave; and the circle of ftones here mentiun'd
is the psle of the druidical temple. He is
here confulted as one who had a {upernatu-
ral knowledge of things; from the druide,
vo doubt, came the radi:rr:i:. notion of the
fecoud ifght, which prevailed im the high-
lands and ifles




in a leaflefs wood. He entered the hall of
Selma, — Lamderg, he faid, moft dread-
ful of men, fight or yield to Ullin. Lam-
derg, replied Gelchoffa, the fon of battleis
not here. He fights Ulfadda mighty chief.
He is not here thou fir(t of men- But Lame
derg never yielded, He will fight the fon
of Cairbar.

Lovelyi art thou, faid terrible Ulin,
daughter of the generous  Tuathal. Icarry
thee to Cairbar’s halls. Three days I re-
main on Cromla, to wait that fon of batta
le, Lamderg. On the fourth Gelchoffa is

h mighty Lamderg flies.

mine, it t
Allad! faid the chief of Cromla, peas
ce to thy dreams in the cave.  Ferchios,

found the horn of Lamderg, that Ullin
may hear on Cromla. Lamderg * like a ro-

aring

“ The reader will find th" - paflage altered

from what it was in the f ‘nt3 of ancient

poetry, — It is delive 1 very diffe-

rently by traditien, a ranslator has
1
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aring ftorm alcended the hill from Seima.
Hehummed a furly fong, as he went, like
the noile of a falling fiream. He flood li-
ke a cloud on the hill | that varies its form
# the wind. He rolled a ftone the fign
of war; Ullinheard in Cairbar’s hall. The
hero heard with joy, his foe, and took his
father’s fpear. A [mile brightens his dark-
brown cheek, as he places his fword by his
fide. Thedagger glittered in his _hand. He
whiftled as he went.

Gelchoffafaw thefilent chief, asa wreath
of mift afcending the hill. — She ftruck
her white and heaving breaft; and filent,
tearful, feared for Lamderg.

Cairbar hoary chief of {hells, {aid the
maid of the tender band; T muft bend the
bow of Cromlia; for, I feethe dark<brown
hinds.

|5 She

chofen that reading, which favours leaft of
bombatft, :




She hafted up the hill. In vain! the
gloomy heroes fought, — Why  ould I
tell the King of ' Morven, how wrathful fhe-
roes fight! — Fierce Ulin fell. Young
Lamderg came all pale to the daughter of

generous Tuathal.

What blood, my love, the foft- hai-
red w man faid, what blood runs down
my warrior’s fidc? — It is Ulin’s blood
the chief replied, thou faiver than the fnow
of Cromla! Gelchoffa let me reft here a little

while, The mighty f.z.';m‘z'erg died.

And fleepeft thou fo foon on eirth,’o

chief of thady Cromla? three days {he mour-
ned befide her love. — The hunters found
ber dead. They raifed this tomb above
the three, Thy fon, o King of [Morven
may reft here with heroes,

And here-my fon fhall reft, faid Fins
gal, the noile of their fame has reached my
ears. Fillan and, Fergus! bring hither Or-

la,
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In, the pale youth of the fiream of Loda,
Notunequalled fhall Ryno lie in earth, when
Orla is by his fide. Weep, ye daughters
of Morven; and ye maids of the fireamy
Loda. Like a tree they grew on the hills;
and they have fallen liké the oak * of the
defart; when it lies acrofs a ftream, and

wither’s in the wind of thie mountain

Ofcar! chief of every youth! thou
feelt how they have fallen, Be thou, like
them, on’ earth renowned. Like them
the fong of bards.  Terrible were their
forms in battle; but calm was Ryno in the
days of peace. He was like the bow jof
the fhower, feen far diftant’on the ftream:
when the funis fetting on More, and fi-

I 4 len-
< AV !‘A\. «
— @ ovE Tis 0pus neimey — - Hom
Hisz6.
— as the mountain oak
Nods to the ax, till with agroaning fonnd
[t finks, and fpreads its honours on the

ground,
Pope.
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lence on the hill of deer. Reft youngeft
of my fons, reft o Ryno, on Lena. We
too fhallbe no more; for the warrior one
day muft fall,

Such was thy griel, thouKing ofhills,

Kel

What muft the grief of Offian be, for thou
thyfelf art gone. I hear not thydiftant voi-
ce on Cona. My eyes perceive thee not.
Often forlorn and dark I fit at thy tomb;

and feel it with my hands, When I think
i )
I hear thy voice; it is but the blaft of the eho 4
,
defart. — Fingal has long fince fallen afllcep, g

the ruler of the war,

Then Gaul and Offian fat 'with Swa-
ran on the (oft green banks of Lubar. |

-

touched the harp to pleale the King! But

A : . mot

gloomy was his brow,  He rolled hisred 2y
- b
eyes towards Lena.  The hero mourned b
his people. 1y thy

I lifted my eyes to Cromla, and I [aw

the fon of generous Semo, —  Sad and
fow
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flow he retired from his hill towards the lo-
nely cave of Tura, He faw Fingal viCtos
rious, and mixed his joy with grief,  The
fun is bright on his armours , and Connal
flowly followed. They [unk behind the hill,
like two pillars of the fire of night; when
winds purfue them over the mountain, and
the flaming heath refounds, Befide a fiream
of roaring foam his cave is in a rock! One
tree bends above it; and the rufhing winds
eccho againft its fides,. Here refts the chief
of Dunfeaich, the fon of generous Semo. His
thoughts are on the battle he loft; and the
tear is on his cheek. He mourned the de-
parture of his fame, that fled like the mift
of Cona. O Bragela, thou art too far re-
mote to cheer the foul of the here.  But
let hinr fee thy bright form in his {oul, that
his thoughts may return to the lonely fun-
beam of Dunscaich. |

[
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Who comes with the locks of age?
It is the fon of fongs. Hail, Carril of other

times, thy voice is like the harp in the halls
of Tum. Thy words are pleaflant, as the
hower rh:zt talls on the fields of the fun.
Carril of the times of old, w hy comeft
hou ﬂ'om the fon of the'generous Semo?

Offian King of (words, replied the bard,
thou belt raifeft the fong. ILong haft thou
been known to Carril, thou ruler of-batt-
les, Often have 1 touched the harp to lo-
vely Evirallin, Thou too haft often accom
panied my voice in Branno's hall of gene-
vous hells, And often, admidft our voicess
was heard the mildeft Evirallin. One day
the funglof Cormac’s fall, the youth that
died for her love. I faw the tears on her

heek , and on thine,' thou chief of men.

O

Her foul was touched for the unhzppy ,
though fhe loved him not, How fair among
a thoufand maids was the daughter of the
generous bLranno!

Bring



| i 139
1

Bring not, Carril, I replied, bring not

melt at the remembrance. My eyes mult

arth is {he

e

( her memory to my mind. My foul muft
i have their tears, Pale in the

i |  the foftly -bluthing fair of my love. But
fit thou on the heath, o Bard, and let us
hear thy voice. It is pleafant as the gale of

{pring, that fighs on the hunter’s ear ; when

he wakens from dreams of joy, and has
thog heard the mufic of the fpirits of the hill,

dile s

FIN-
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