
F I N G A L
AN ANCIENT EPIC POEM .

BOOK V.

Argument . ’

Cuchullin and Cornial flill remain on the
hill . Fingal and Swaran meet ; the combat it
defcribed . Swaran is overcome , bound and de¬
livered over as a prißner to the care of Oilian

and Gaul the fon of Morni ; Fingal , his younger
fans , and Ofcsr , flill pur fue the enemy the
epifode of Orla a chief of Lochlin , who wat
mortally wounded in the battle is introduced .
Fingal touched with the death of Oria , orders
the purfuit to be discontinued ; and calling his

fons together , he is informed that Ryno , the
youngeH of them wat killed . He laments hit

death , hears the /lory of Lartuiarg and Gelchofla ,
and returns towards the place where - he had left
Swaran . Carril , who had been fent by CuchuU
lin , to congratulate Fingal on his viStory , comes
in the mean time to Oiliau . The converfation

of the two poets dolts the aftion of the fourth
day .

TheHa



The fourth day /fill continues . T he poet , ^ Of
Toy putting the n irration in the mouth of
Condal , who flill rem lined wih Cnrhultin
on the fide o/ Cromla , g lves pretriet \ to ‘
thepraifesofV \ ~ %* \ , The beginning of this
bock , in the original is one of the mod be •
auti ful parts of the poem - The v r tifie at :<on jivte

is regular and full , and agrees vary well ^
with the fedate charaEler ofC ontnl . — No
poet has adapted the cadence of his verfe
more to the temper of the fpeaker , than Of*
fian has done . It is more than prob - ble , ^ ^
the whole poem was originally deftgned to
be Tung to the harp , as the verfiHcatum is fa
Jo various and fo much fuited to the dif¬
ferent pi ms o the human mind.
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JNIo 'k' Connal , on Cromla ’s windy fide ,
fpokc to the chief of the noble car . Why
heart gloom , (on o ( Sema l Our friends are
the n ighty in battle . And renowned art
thou , o warnior ! many were the death o
thy fteel , Often has Br n gela met with blue¬
rolling eyes of joy ; often has fhc met her
hero , returning in the milft of the valiant ;
when his ( word was red with flaughter , and
his foes filent in the fields of the tomb ,
Pleafant to lier ears were thy bards , when

thinc âct ' ons rofe in the fong .
BJt behold the King of Morven ; he

moves be !ow like a pillar of fire . Hisfirenpth
is like the ftrcom of tuber ^ or the wind of
the ecchoing CrotnUt , when the branchy
forefts of night are overturned .

Happy are thy people , o Fingat , thine
arm fhal ! fight their battles ; thou art the
firftin their dangers ; thewiffft in the days
of their pelace . Thou fpeakeft and thy thou -
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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 «

Who is fo dark and terrible , coming in the
thunder of his courfe ? who is it but Starno ’f
íonto meet the King of Morven ? Behold
the battle of the chiefs : it is like the ftorm
of the ocean , when two fpirits meet far di -
ftant , andcontendfortherollingofthewave .
The hunter hears thenoifeon his hill ; and
fees the high billows advancing to Ardven 's
fhore .

Such were the words of Connal , ’ when
the heroes met in the midft of their falling
people . There was the clang of arms ! the *
fe every blow , like the hundred hammers
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 *
œets . They fling their weapons down .



lai

Each nifties * to the grasp of his foe .
Their fincwy arms bend each other : they
turn from fidr to fide , and Itrajn and ftretch
their large fpreading limbs below . But
when the pride of their ftrength 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 I feen on Cona \ ( but Conal
behold no more ) thus have I feen two dark
hills removed from their place by the ftrength
of the burfting ftream . They turn from fide to

H 5 fide

ft Th ’ s uaffage refembles one in the twen¬
ty third Iliad .

Clofe lock ’d above their heads and arm *
are mixt ;

Below their planted feet at diftance fixt ;
New to the grafp each manly body bends ;
The humid fweat from ev ’ry pore defeends ;
Their bones refound with blows ; fides ,

fhouldres , thighs ,
Swell to each gripe , and bloody tumours

rife .
Pop *.



fide and their tall oaks meet oneanotheron
high . Then they fall togetherwith ail their
rocks and trees . The fiream « are turned by
their iides , and the red ruin is feen afar .

Sons of the King of Mervm , faid the
noble Fingal , guaid the Kmg of Lo . 7t / in ;
for he is ftrong as h s thoufand '« ' aves . His
hand is taught to the battle , and hi race of
the times of old . Gaul , thou firft of my
heroes , and Offtan King of fongs , attend
the friend of Jlgandecca , and raife to joy his
grief . — But , 0 car , Filian , anb Ryno ,
ye children of the race , Purfue the reli of
Lschfin over the heath of Lena ; that no vef-
fe ! may hereafter bound on the dark - rolling
waves of lnÍJtore . ¡¡

They flew like lightning over the heath .
He flowly moved asa cloud of thunder ,
when the fultry plain of fummer is filent .
HisTword is before him as a fun . beam ,
terrible as the ftreaming meteor of night ,

He



He came toward a chief o ( tLochlin t and
fpoke to the fon of the wave .

Who is that like a cloud at the rork of
the roaring dream ? He cannot bound over
its courfe ; yet (lately is the chief ! his boffy
fhicld is on his fide ; and his fpear like the
tree ot the defart . Youth of the dark - brown
hair , art thou of Fingal ’s foes ?

I am a fon of Lochlin he cries and ftrong
is my arm in war My fpoufe is weep ng
at home , but Orla * will never return ,

Or fights or yields the hero , faid Fin -

gal , of the noble deeds ? foes do not con¬

quer in my prefence : but my friends are
yenowned in the . hall . Son of the wave ,

foJ -

* The ftory of Orla is fo beautiful , and
affpft ng in the orig nal , that manv are in

pofleffion of it in the north of Scat land , who

never heard a fyllable more of the poem . It
varie * the ailion , and awakes the attenti ' n

of the reader , when he exfpeib ' d nothing ,

but languor in the conduft of the poem . as

the great aftion was over in the conqueft of
Swaran .
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follow me , partake the feaftof myfhells , and
puriue the deer of my defart .

No : faid the hero , I affift the
feeble : my ftrength fhall remain with the
weak in arms . My fword has been always
u rimatched , o warrior : let the King of Morven
yield . !

I never yielded , Orta , ' Fingat never
yielded to man . Draw thy fword and chufe
thy foe , Many ‘are my heroes ,
et

And does the King refufe the combat ,
faid Orta of the dark - brown hair ? Fingat is
a match for Orta : and he alone of all his
race . — Bui King of Aforven ; if I ihall
fall ; ( as one time the warrior muff die ; ) raife
my tomb in the mill , and let it be the greateft
on Lena , And fend , over the ; dark - bloc
wave the fword of Orta to the fpoufe of his
love ; that the may (hew it to her fon with
tears , to kindle his foul to war .

Son ’ of the mournful tale , faid I Fingat ,
why doft thou awaken my tears ? One day

the
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the warriors mud die , and the children fee
their ufelefs arms in the hall . But , Orla ,
thy tomb dial I rife , and thy white - bofomcd
fpoufe weep over thy =fword .

They , fought on thejheathof Lena , but
feeble was the arm of Oria . The ' fword of
Fingal defcendedand cleft his Ihield in twain .

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

King of Morven , faid the hero , lift thy
fword , and pierce my bread , wounded and
faint from battle my friend have left me here .
The mournful tale fball come to my love
on the banks of the dreamy Loda \ when
fhe is alone in the wood , and the rudfnjg
blad in the leaves .

♦

No , faid the King of Mtrven , I will
never wound thee , Orla . On the banks of
Lada let her fee thee efcaped from the hands
of war . Let thy gray - haired father , who

per-



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

But never will he find him , Fingat \
faid the youth of the flreamy Loda . — On
Lena ’s heath I fhalldie ; and foreign bards will
talk of me . My broad belt covers my wound
of death . And now I give it to the wind .

The dark blood poured from his fide,
he fell pale on the heath of Lena . Fingat
bends overhimashe dies , and calls his youn¬
ger heroes ,

Ofcdr and Filian , my fons , raife high
the memory of Orta . Here let the dark -
haired hero reft far from the fpoufe of his
love . Her *4 let him reft ir» his narrow houf#
far from the found of Loda . The feeble will
find his bow at home , but will not be able
to betid it . His faithful dogs howl on his
hills , and his boars which he ufed to put fue .



repice . FaIPn is the arm , of bàttle ; the
mighty among the valiant is low *

Exalt the voice , and blow the horn ,
ye fons of the King of Morven : let us »go
back to Swarm and fend the mighty away
on fong . Fillon , Ofcar and Ryno fly over
the heath of Lena . Where , Ryno , artthou ,
young fon of fame ? Thou artnotwontto
be the laft to anfwer thy father .

Ryno , faid UU\ n firft of bards , is with
the awful forms of his fathers . With Tra -
tha ! King of the mighty deeds . The youth
is low , — the syouth is pals. — he lies on
Lena ’s heath .

And Jfelf the fwifteft in the race , faid
thelKing , the ' firft to bend the bow ? Thou
fcarce haft been known to me ; why did
young Ryno fall ? But fieep thou foftlyton
Lena , Finget lhall foon behold thee . Soon
fhall my voice be heard no more , and my
footfteps ceafe to be feen . The bard ’s will
tell of Fingat 's name ; the ftones will talk

of



ofme . But , Ryno , thou art low indeed , —i
thou haft not received thy fame . UUin ,
ftrike the harp for Ryno ; tell what the chief
would have been . Farewel thou firftlin eve¬
ry field . Ko more (hall I direct thy dart.
Thou that haft been fo fair j I behold thee
not — Farewel .

The tear is on the King ; for terrible
was his fon in war . His fon ! that was like

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 Kingofgenerouslhells ? four ftunes
with their head of mofs ftand there and mark

the narrow houfe of death . Near it let my
Ryno reft , and be the neighbour of the va ,,
liant . Perhaps fomc chief of fame is here
to fly with my fons on clouds , O UMn
raife the fongs of other times . Bring to
memory the dark dwellers of the tomb . If
in the field of the valiant they never fled from

dan -



danger , my fon (hall reft with them , far
ro m his friends , on the heath of Lena .

, Here , faid the mouth of the fong ,
here reft the firft of heroes . Silent is Lam -
derg * in his tomb , and Ullin King of
fwords . And who foft fmiling from her
cloud , fhews me her face of tove ? Why ,
daughter , why fo pale art thou , firft of
the maids of Cromla ? Doft thou ileep with
the foes in battle , Gelchojfa , white - boîo -
med daughter of Tuathall — Thou * haft
been the love of thoufands , but Lamderg
was thy love . He came to Selma 's moffy
towers , andj ftriking his dark buckler
fpokc :

Where is Gelchojfa , my love . thedaugh -
ter of the noble Tuathall i left her in the

¡hall

* Lamh - dhearg fignifies bloody hand.
Gelchoffa , white - legged. Tuathal , furly , Ul -
fadda , long - beard, Ferchios , the conqueror
of men . I
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bail o Selma , when I fought with the gloo¬

my Utfadda . Return foon , of Lamderg ,
fhe faid j for here I am in the midft of for -
row . Her white breaft rofe with fighs .
Her cheek was wet with tears . But 1 fee
her not coming to meet me ; and to footh
my foul after battle . Silent is the hall of my
joy ; I hear not the voice of the bard . —
Bran * does not fliake his chains at the
gate , glad at the coming of Lamderg . Whe¬
re is Gelchojfa , my love , the mild daugh¬
ter of the generous Tuathal .

Lamderg ! fays Ferckios the fon of
Aidon , Gelchojfa may be an Cromta ; fhe
and the maids of the bow purfuing the
flying deer .

Ber-

* Bran isa common name of gray - hounds

fo this day . It is a cuftom in the north of
Scotland , to give the names of tho heroes

mention ’d in this poem , - to their dogs ; a

proof that they are familiar to the ear and

their fame generally known .



13 r
Ver chios ! replied the chief oí Cromla

ho noife mceis the ear of Lamderg . No
found is in the woods of Lena . No deer
fly in my fight . No panting dog purfues .
I fee not GelchoiTa my love , fair as ‘the full
moon fetting on the hills of Cromla . Go ,
Ferchios , go to Aliad * * the gray haired
fon of the rock . His dwelling is in the cir¬
cle of ftones . He may know of Gelchejfa .

The fon of Aidon went ; and fpoke
to the ear of age . Aliad ! thou that dwel -
left in therock , thou , that trembleft alone ,
what faw thine eyes of age ? I faw , anfwe -
red Aliad the old , Ullin the fon of Cair-
bar . He cane like a cloud from Cromla ;
and he hummed a furly fong , like a blaft

I a in

Aliad Is plainly a druid : he is called
the fon of the rock , from his dwelling in a
cave ; and the circle of ftones here mention ’d ,
is the pale of the druidical temple . He is
here confulted as one who had a fupernatu -
ral knowledge of things ; from the druids ,
no doul . t , came the ridiculous notion of the
fecoud ¿gbt , which prevailed ia the high¬
lands and ifies .
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in a leaflefs wood . He entered the hall of

Selma . — Lamderg , he faid , moil dread¬

ful of men , fight or yield to UUin . Lam¬

derg , replied Gehhoffa , the fon of battle is

not herd . He fights Utfadda mighty chief.
He is not here thou firfl of men - Eut Lam *

derg never yielded . He will fight the fon
of Cairbar .

Lovelyl art thou , faid terrible Ullin i
daughter of the generous Tuathal . I carry
thee to Cairbar s halls . Three days I re¬
main on Crotnla , to wait that fon ¡of batt¬
le , Lamderg . On the fourth Qelchojfa is
mine , if the mighty Lamderg flies ,

Allad \ faid the chief o f Cromta , peas

ce to thy dreams in the cave . Ferchios ,
found the horn of Lamderg , that UUin
may hear on Cromla . Lamderg * like a ro¬

aring

* The reader will find th : • paffage altered
from what it was in the f mts of ancient
poetry . — It is delive i very diffe¬
rently by tradition , a . ranslator has

cho -



* 33
aring ftorm afcended the hill from Selma .
He hummed a furly fcng , as he went , like
the noife of a falling ftream . He flood li¬
ke a cloud on the hill , that varies its form

to the wind . He rolled a ftone the fign
of war ; Ullin heard in Cairbar ’s hall . The
hero heard with joy , his foe , and took hi *
father ’» fpear . A fmile brightens his dark -
brown cheek , as he places his fword by his
fide . The dagger glittered in his ^ hand . He
whiftled as he went .

Gelchojfa faw the filent chief , asa wreath
of mill afcending the hill . — She ftruck
her white and heaving breaft ; and filent ,
tearful , feared for Lamderg .

Cairbar hoary chief of ibelis , faid the

maid of the tender hand ; I muft bend , the
bow of Cromlaj for , Ifeethe dark - brown
hinds .

I 3 She

ehofen that reading , \vh :ch favours Ieaft of
tombait .

/



* 34
She hailed up the hi ! ! . In vain ! the i) ^

gloomy heroes fought . — Why ould I Jfd*ncl
tell the King of Morven , how wrathful | he - ¡)rl« 's
roes fight ! — Fierce JJÜin fell . Young
Lnmderg came alí gale to the daughter of [jdt
generous Tuuthal . aid tb

What blood , my love , the foft - hai - ^aIt)
red w man faid , what blood runs down

my warrior ’s fide ? — It is UUins blood ^
the chief replied , thou lairer than the fnow ^
of Cromlat Gelchoffa let me reft here a little
while . The mighty Lamdtrg died .

And ileepeft thou fo foon on edrth , ’ o form
chief of fbady Cromla ? three days flie mour - ^
ned befide her love . — The hunters found

her dead . They railed this tomb above ^
the three . Thy fon , o King of Morven ,
may reft here with heroes .

And here my fon fiiall reft , faid Fin *
gal , the noife pf their fame has reached my
ears . Filian and , Fergus ! bring hither Or - j

ta,



la , the pale youth of the ftream of Loda ,

Notunequalled ftaWRyno lie in earth , when

Orla is by his fide . Weep , ye daughters

of Morven ; and ye maids oí the ftreatny

Loda .y Like a tree they grew on the hills ;
and they have fallen like the oak * of the
defart ; when it lies acrofs a ftream , and
wither ’ s in the wind of the mountain .

Ofcarl chief oí every youth ! thou

feeft how they have fallen . Be thou , like
them , on earjh renowned . Like them
the long of bards . Terrible were their

. forms in battle ; but calm was Ryno ¡in the
days of peace . He was like the bow ^ of
the ihower , feen far diftant 'on the ftream ;
when the funis fetting on Mora , and fi -

I 4 len *

* — Its ne èçvi r^ ivtv — Horn .
II . 16 .

— as the mountain oak

Nods to the ax , till with a groaning found
It finks , and fpreads , its honours on the

ground .

Pope ,



jjrfflie f^
lencc on the hill of deer . Reft youngeft
of my fons , reft o Ryno y on Lena . We ^ ClV

C ifl'toofhallbe no more ; for the warrior one ^ ’
day muft fall .

tofflv ffll
Such was thy grief , thou King of hills .

What muft the grief of Offian be , for thou ^ '
JJ • J. Mj1

thyfelf art gone . I hear not thydiftant voi - w 5 ,
ik fljiii

cc on Cana . My eyes perceive thee not .
Often forlorn and dark :I fit at thy tomb ; ^ I(* n
and feel it with my hands . When I think llte ^ n
I hear thy voice ; it is but the blaft of the tîctoij
defart . — Fingal has long fince fallen afleep ,
the ruler of the war . tiongfr

Then Gaul and OJJlan fat with Swa - !anSt
ran on the foft green banks of Lubax . I
touched the harp to pleafe the King ! Eut °^ 01
gloomy was his brow . He rolled his red mott
eyes towards Lena . The hero mourned ^
his people . ^ ^

I lifted my eyes to Cromla , and I faw Cani
the fon of generous Semo . — Sad and

Sow



flow he retired from his hill towards the lo¬

nely cave of Tura , He faw Fingat v !£io «
rious , and mixed his joy with grief . The
fun is bright on his armours , and Connal
flowly followed . They funk 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 ftream
of roaring foam his cave is in a rock ! One
tree bends above it ; and the ruffling winds
eccho againft its fides , . Here refis the chief
of Dunfcaich , 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 hero . But

let hint fee thy bright form in his foul , that
his thoughts may return to the lonely fun ^
beam of Dunscaich . j



î38
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 Tura . Thy words are pleafant , as the
C ower that falls on the fields of the fun .
Carril of the times of old , why comcft
thou from the fon of the 'generous Sernol

Oßan King of fwords , replied the bard ,
thou belt raifeft the fong . Long haft thou
been known to Carril , thou ruler of batt¬
les . Often have I touched the harp to lo¬
vely Evirallin , Tbou too haft often accom¬
panied my voice in Bramo s hall of gene¬
rous Ihells . And often , admidft our voices »
was heard the mildeft Evirallin , One day
the fungjof C ormac ’s fall ,, the youth that
died for her love . I faw the tears on her
cheek , and on thine , ' thou chief of men .

Her foul was touched for the unhappy ,
though (he loved him not . How fair among
a thoufand maids was the daughter of the
generous Brannol

Bring
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Bring not , Carril , I replied , bring not
her memory to my mind . My foul mu ft
melt at the remembrance . My eyes muft
have their tears . Pale in the earth is ilie

the foftly - bluihing fair of my love . But
fit thou on the heath , oBard , and let us
hear thy voice . It is pleafant as the gale of
fpring , that fighs on the hunter ’s ear ; when
he wakens from dreams of joÿ , and has
heard the mufic of the fpirits of the hill .

F1N -
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