
FIN GA L
AN ANCIENT EPIC POEM ,

BOOK Vi.

Argument . ' n¡
Night comes on . Fingal gives a feaß to !iis

army , at . which Sitiaran is prefent , The King fut
commands Ullitt his bard . to give the Jong of

peace ; a cufiom always vbferved at the end of f lr *
a war . Utlin relates the actions of Trenmor , T«

great grandfather to Fin -gal , in Scandinavia ,

and his marriage with Imbaça , the daughter
ti a King of Lochlin , who was anctflor to Swa -

ran ; which coif deration together with his be¬

ing brother to Agand <cca , with whom Fingal

was in love in hit youth , induced the King to
releafe him , and permit him to return , with

the remains of his army , into Lochlin , upon

his promi fe of never returning to Ireland , in a '
hofiile manner . The night is (pent in fetling

Swarans departure , in Jongs of bards , and in

a convf . vfation , in which the fiory of Grumal
is introduced , b y F ingal . Morning comes , Swa -

ran dep¡rts ; Fingal goes on a hunting party ,
and fading Cuchullin in the cave of Tura ; com¬

forts



ferts him , and fets fail , the next day fot ' Scot¬
land ; which conclude ', the poem ,

This book opens with the fourth night ,
and ends on the morning of the fixth day ,
The time of five days , five nights , and a
part of the fixth day is taken ,up in the poem .
The feene lies in the heath \ of Lena , the
mountain Cromla on the coaft ofUIfier ,

The

t



1 he clouds of night come rolling” down ,
and reft on C romla 's dark , brown ftcep . Thc
ftars oftbe north arifelover the rolling of rhe
waves of Ullin , they ibew their heads of
fire through the flying mift of heaven .
A diftant wind roars in the wood ; but
filent and dark is the plain of death .

Still on the darkening Lena arofe in my
ears the tuneful voice of Carril . He fung
of the companions of our youth , and the
davs ^of former years ; when we met on the
banks of Lego , and fent round the joy of
the fhell . Cromla with its cloudy fteeos ,
aniwered to his voice . The ghofts of thofe
he fung , came in their ruftliog blafts . They
were feen to bend with joy towards the
found of their praife .

Be thy foul bleft , o Carril , in the
midft of thy eddying winds . O that thou
wouldft come to my hall , when I am alone
by night ! And thou doftcome , my friend ,
I hear often thy , light hand on my harp ;
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when it hangs on the diftant wall , and the

feeble found touches rhy ear . Why deft

th * u not fpcak to me in my grief , and tell

when I Hall behold my friends ? But thou

pafTeft away in thy murmuring blaft ; and

thy wind whiftles through the gray hair of

Ojftan .

Now on the fide of Mora the heroes

gathered to the feaft . A thoufand aged

oaks are burning to the wind . — The

ftrength / * of the fbells goes round . And

the

* By ftrenght of the fhell is meant the li¬
quor the heroes drunk : of what kind it was ,
cannot be afeertained at this diftance >of time .

The translator has met with fereral ancient

poems , that mention w ' ax - lights aud wine

as common in the halls of Fin gal . The na¬
mes of both are borrowed from the Latin ,

which plainly fhews , that our anceftot ’shad

them from the Romans , if they had them at

all . The Caledonians in their frequent in -

curfion * to the province , might become ac¬

quainted with thofp conveniencies of life ,

and introduce them into their own country ,

among the booty which they carried from
South - Britain ,
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the fouls of warriors brighten with joy . Eut

the King of Lochlin is filent , and furrow

reddens in the eyes of his pride . He often

turned towards Lena y and remembered

that he feil .

Fingat leaned on the fhield of his fa¬

thers . His gray locks flowly waved on

the wind , and glittered to the beam of

night . He faw the grief of Swat an y and

fpokc to the firft of Bards «

Raife , Ullin , raife the fong of peace ,

and footli my foul after battle , that my ear

may ¡.forget the noife of arms . And let a

hunderd harps be near , to gladden the

King of Lochlin . He mu ( t depart from us

with joy . — None ever went fad from
Fingat . Ofcnrl the lightning of my fword

is againft the ftrong in battle : but peace¬

ful it lies by my fide when , warriors yield

in war .
Tnnmor * faid the mouth of the fongs

li -

i :: Trennior was the great grand - father to

Fingal . The ftory is introduced , to felicitate
the dismiflion of S \\ aran , f
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lived in the days of other years . He boun¬
ded over the waves of the north ! compani¬
on of the ftorm . The high rocks of the
land of Lochlin , and its groves of murmu¬
ring founds appeared to the hçro through
the mift ; — he ' bound his ; white bofomed -
fails . — Tnftmor purfued the boar , that
roared along the woods of Gomal . Many
had fled from its pretence ; but the fpea *
of Trenmor flew it .

Three ' chiefs that beheld the deed ,’
told of the mighty ftranger . They told ,
that he flood like a pillar of fire in the bright
arms of his valour . The King of Lochlin
prepared the feafl , and called the blooming
Trenmor . Three days he feafted at Gor -
mat ' s windy towers ; and got his choice in
the combat.

The land oí Lochlin had no hero , that
yielded not to Trenmor. The thell of joy
vent round with fongs in praife of the

K % King
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He faw the heaving of her bread . It
was the fifter of the King . — She had feen
him in the halls of \ Gormal \ and loved his
face of youth . — The fpear dropt from
the hand of Trenmorx he bent his red cheek

to the ground , for he bad feen her like a
beam of light , that meets the ions of the
cave , when they revifit the fields of the
futí and bend their aching eyes .

Chief of windy Morven , begun the
maid of the arms of fnow ; let me reft in
thy bounding fhz'p , far from the love of
Corlo . For he , like the thunder of the
defart , is terrible to Inibaca . He loves me
in the gloom of his pride , and fhakes ten
thoufand fpears .

Reft thou in peace , faid the mighty
Trenmor , behind the fhield of my fathers ,
I will not fly from the chief , though he
fhakes ten thoufand fpears ,

Three
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But I will retire , replied the youth ,
with the fword of Trenmor ', and exult in
the found of my fame . The virgins fhall
gather with fmiles around him who conque *
red Trenmor . They fhall iigh with the fighs
of love , andadmire the length of thy fpear ;
when I fhall carry it among thoufands ,
and lift the glittering point to the fun .

Thou fha ' t never carry mÿ fpear ,
faid the angry King of Morven , -— Thy
mother fhall find thee pale on the fhore
of the ecchoing Gormal ; and , looking over
the dark - blue deep , ( fee the fails of him
that flew her fon ,

I will not lift the fpear , replied the
youth , my arm is not ftrong with years .
But with the feathered dart I have learned
to pierce a diftant foe . Throw down that
heavy mail of fteel ; for Trenmor is covered
all over . — I firft will lay my mail on earth .
— Throw now thy dart , thou King of
Morven ,

K 3 H c
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and my eye full of tears for the maid . —
Or dort thou chufe the fight ? The combat
which thy fathers gave to Trenmor , is thi¬
ne ; that thou mayeft depart renowned like
the fun fetting in the weft .

• King of the race oí Morven , faid the
chief of the waves of Lochlin ; never will
Swaran fight thee , fitft of thoufand heroes !
I faw thee in the halls of Starno , and few
were thy years beyond my own . — When
fhall I , faid I to my foul , lift the fpear like
the noble Fingall We have fought here¬
tofore , o warrior , on the fide of the
fhaggy Maltnor ; after iny waves had carried
me to thy halls , and the feaft of a thou¬
fand (hells was fpread . Let the bard fend
him , who overcame , to future years , for
noble was the ftrife of heathy Maltnor ,

But many of the ihips of Lochlin have
loft their youth on Lena . Take thefe ,
thou King of Morven > and be the friend

of



Three days he waited on the fhore ;
and Tent his horn abroad . He called Corlo
to battle from all his ecchoing hills . But
Corlo came not to battle . The King of
Lochlin defeended . He teafted on the roa¬

ring fhore j and gave the maid to Trtnmor ,

King of Lochlin , faid Fingal , thy blood
flows in the veins of the foe . Our fami¬
lies met in battle , ' becaufe¿ they loved the
flrife of fpears . But often did they feaft in
the hall , and fend the joy of the fhell . —
Let thy face brighten with gladnefs , and
thine ear delight in the harp . Dreadful
as the ftorm of thy ocean , thou haft pou *
red thy valour forth ; thy voice has been
like the voice of thoufands , when they enga¬
ge in battle . Raife , to - morrow thy white
fails to the wind , thou brother of Agandecca,
Bright as the beam of noon fhe comes on
my mournful foul . I faw thy tears , for the
fair one , and fpared thee to the halls of Star *

mo ; when my fword was red with flaughter ,
K 4 and



And fome hunter may fay , when lie leans
on a mofly tomb , here Fingal and Swaran
fought ; the heroes of other years . Thus
hereafter lhall he fay , and our fame lhall
laftfor ever .

Swaran fald the King of the hills , to¬

day our fame is greateft . We lhall pafs
away like a dream . No found will be in
the fields of our battles : Our tombs will
be loft in the heath . The hunter fhall not
know the place of our reft . Our names
may be heard in fong ; but the ftrength of
our arms will ceafe . O OJfian , Carril , and

Ullin , you know of heroes that are no

more . Give us the fong of other years .
Let the night pafs away on the found , and
mörning return with joy .

We gave the fong to the Kings , and
a hundred harps accompanied our voices .

The face of Swaran brightened like the full
pioon of heaven , when the clouds vanifh

away
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of Swaran . And when the fons íhalt come
to the moííy towers of Gormal , the feaft
of fhells fl ail be fprcad , and the combat
offered on the vale .

Nor (hip , replied the King , fhall Fin -

gal take , ' nor land of many hills . The
defart is enough to me , with all its deer
and woods . Rife on the waves again , thou
noble friend of Jigandecca . Spread thy whi¬
te fails to the beam of the morning , and
return to the ecchoing hills of Gormal.

Blcfl: be thy foul , thou Kingof H ells ,
faid Swaran of the dark ’ brown ibield . In
peace thou art the gale of fpring . In war
the mountain - ftorm . Take now my hand
in friendfbip , thou noble King of Morven .
Let thy bards mourn thofe who .fell . Let

Erin give the ions of Lbchiin to earth ;

and raife the moify ftones of their fame .
That the children of the north hereafter may
behold the place where their fathers fought .

K y And



inj war ; and tell him his fame fhall never
fail . Many have been overcome in battle ,
that have fhonc afterwards like the fun of
heaven . i 3 •

1 Ö Swaran y r King óf the refounding
woods , give all thy , grief away, — The
vanquifhed , if bravé , are renowned ;
they are like the fun in a cloud , when he
hides his face in the fouth , but looks again
on the hills of grafs,

Grumat waSa chief of Cona . He fought
the battle on every coaft . His foul rejoiced
in blood ; his ear in the din of arms . He
poured his warriors on the founding Craca ;
and Craca ’s King met him from his grove ;
for then within the circle of Brumo * hc 4
fpoke to the ftone of power .

Fierce was the battle of the heroes ,
for

i. * P affa g e a lh ' des tq the religion of
the King of Craca . Se « a note on a fmiliar
fubjeét in the third book .

I
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away , and leave her calm and broad in the
midft of the fky .

It was then that Fingal fpoke to Carril
the chief of other times . Where ts the ion
of Semo ; the Kingjof the ifle of mift ? has
he retired , like the meteor of death , to the
dreary cave of Jural

Cuchultin faid Carril of other times ,

he lies in the dreary cave of Tura - His
hand is ¡on the fword of his ftrength . His
thoughts on the battle which heioft . Mourn¬
ful is the King of fpears ; for he has often
been victorious . He fends the fword of
his war to reft on the fide of Fingat . For
Jike the ftorm of the defart , thou ¡haft fcat -
tered all his foes . Take , o Fingal , the
fword of the hero ; for his fame is departed
like mift , when it flies before the ruftling
wind of the vale .

No : replied the King , Fingal fhall
never take his fword . His arm is mighty

in



hundred voices at once arofe , a hundred
harps were ftrung ; they fung of other times
and the mighty chiefs of former years .

When now fhall I hear the bard ; or
rejoice at the fame of my fathers ? The
harp is not ftrung on Morvtn , .nor the voi¬
ce of mufic raifed on Cona . Dead with
the mighty is the bard ; and fame, is in the
defart no more .

Morning trembles with the beam of
the eaft , and glimmers on gray - »headed
Croatia . Over Lena is heard the ¡horn
of Swaratty and the ions of the ocean ga¬
ther around . — Silent and fad they mount
the wave , and the blaftof£ /7/i'n is behind their
fails . White , as the mift of Morvtn , they
float along the fea .

Call , faid Fingaly call my dogs , the
long bounding fons of the chace . Call

whi -
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tor the maid of the bread offnoiv . Theiame
of the daughter of Craca had reached Gru.,
» tfl / at the dreams of Cona \ . he vowed to
have the white bofomed maid , or die on

the ecchoing Craca . Three days they
ftrove together ; and Grumal on the fourth
was bound . , v

Far from his friends theypjaced him in
the horrid circle of Brumo ; where often
they faid , the ghods of the dead howled
round the done of their fear . But after¬

wards he pione like a pillar of ihet light of
heaven . . They fel } his mighty : hand , and
Crumal had .his fame .

Raife , ye bards of other times , raife
high the praife of heroes ; that my foul may
fettle on their fame ; and the mind of Swa ~

ran ceafc to be fad .

They lay in the heath of Mora ’, the
dark winds ruftled over the heroes . — A

hun -



Cromia , Soon will thy tomb be hid , and

the grafs grow rank on thy grave . The
ions of the feebie fhall pafs over it , and
not know that the mighty lie there .

QJfian and Filian , fons of my ftrength ,
and Gaul King oí the ' blue f words of war,
Set us afcend the hill to the cave of Tura ;
and find the chief of the battles of Erin . Are
thefe the walls of Tural gray and lonely
they rife on the heath . The Kingoffhells
5s fad , and the halls arc defolate . Come
let us find the King of fwords and give him
all our joy . But is that Cuchullin , o

Filian , or a pillar of fmokc on the heath ?
The wind of Cromia is on my eye » , and
! diflingnifh not my friend .

Fingall replied the youth , it is the fon

of Smo . Gloomy and fad is the hero ; his
hand is on his fword . Hail to the fon of
battlç breaker of the fhields !
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White - breafteci Bran ; and the furly ftrength
of Luath . — Filian and Ryno — but he is
not here ; my fon refis on the bed of
death . Filian and Fergus ', blow my horn ,
that thejoy ' of the chace may arife ; that
the deer of Cromla may hear and ftart at
the lake of roes .

The fhrill found fpreads along the
wood . The fons of heathy Cromla arife . —
A thoufand dogs fly off at once , gray -
bounding ] through the [heath . A deer fell
by every dog and three by the withe - brea -
lled Bran . He brought them , in their
flight to Fingal , that the joy of the King
might be great .

One deer fell at the tomb of Ryno ;
and the grief of Fingal returned . He faw
how peaceful lay the Hone of him who was
the firft at the chace . — No more fhalt thou

rife , o my fon , to partake of the feaft of
Cro -



deeds in arms ? Why did we come
over the ocean , to aid thy feeble fword ?
Thou flyeft to thy cave of forrow , and
Comían fights thy battles : Refign to me the -
fe arms of light , yield them , thou fon
of Erin . .

No hero , replied the chief ever fought
the arms of Cuchullin and had a thoufand

heroes fought them , it were in vain , thou
gloomy youth . I fled hot to the cave of
forrow , as long as Erin ' s warriors lived ,

Youthof the feeble” ' arm faid Fingat ^
Connan fay no more . Cuchullin is renown *
ed in battle and terrible over the defart .
Often have I heard thy fame , thou ftormy
chief of Innisfail . Spread now thy white
fails for the iSe ofmift , and fee Bragela lea¬
ning on her rock . Her tender ¿eye is
in tears , and the ; winds lift her r fong hair
from her heaving bread . She liftens tothe

winds
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Hail to thee , replied Cuchnllin , hail
to ail the fons of Morvtn . Delightful is
thy prcfencc ; o Fingal , it is like the fun
on Cromla \ when the hunter mourns
his abfence for a ( eafon , and fees him bet¬
ween ( beclouds . Thy ions are like ftars ,
that attend thy courfe , and give , light in
the night . It il not thus thou haft feen me,
O Fingal , return from the wars of the de-
fact ; when the Kings of the world * had
fled , and joy returned to the hill of hinds .

Many are thy words , CuchuUin , faid
Çonnan * * of fmall renown . Thy words
are many , , fon of Semox but where are thy

L deeds

•1, it iS!̂ 01
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! . . tothc <onci

W

* This” is the only paffage in the poem ,
whe - win the wars of Fingal againft the Ro¬
mans are alluded to , —• The Roman empe¬
ror is diftinguifhed in old competitions by
the tittle of King of tht ■wo\ lct.

Connan was of the family lof iMorni .
He is mentioned in federal other poems ,
and always appears with the fame chsrafter .
The poet palled him over in filence till now ,

and his behaviour here deferves no better

ttfage .
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We fat , we feafted , and we fung .
The f» ut of Cuchullin rofe . The ilrength
of his arm returned ; and gladnefs brigh¬
tened on his face . UMn gave the fong ^
and Carritt raifed the voice . I , often joi¬
ned the bards , and fung of battles of the
fpear . — Battles ! where I often fought ;
but now I fight no more . The fame of
my former adionsis eeafed ; and I . fit for «?
lorn at the tombs of my friends .

Thus they paffed the night in the fong ;
and brought back the morning with joy .

Fingal arofe on the heath , and (hook his

glittering fpear in his hand , He moved
firft toward the plain of Lena , and we
followed like a ridge of fire . Spread the
fail faid the King of Morven , and catch the
winds that pour from Lena . — We rofe
on the wave with fong , and rulhed , with
joy , through the foam of the ocean , * —*

* It is allowed by the bcft Critics , that
an epiepoem ought to end happily , Thi *



winds of night , to hear the Voice of thy
rowers * * * ; to hear th' e fong of the fea , and
the found of thy diftant harp .

And long fhall fhe iiften in vain ; Oí *

chulhn fhall never return . How can I be *

behold Bragela to raiie thefigh of her bread:?

Fingal I was always victorious in the battle

of other fpears !

And hereafter thou fhalt be victorious ,
faid Fingal King of (hells . The fame of

Cuchullin i (hall grow ^ like the 'branchy tree
of Cromla . Many battles await thee , o
chief , and many fhall be the wounds of
thy hand . Bring hither , Ofcar the deer
and prepare the feaft of {hells ? that our
fouls may rejoice after danger , and our
friends delight in our prefence . .

La We

* * * The practice of tinging when they
row ; is univerfal among the inhabitants of
th * north weft coaft of Scotland and tha

ifles . It deceives time and infpirits th «rowers {
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rule in it’s moft material circumftances , is
obferved by the three moft defervedly cele -
brated poets , Homer , Virgil , and Milton ;
yet I know not how it happens , the conclu¬
sions of their poems throw a melancholy
damp on the mind . One leaves his reader
a funeral ; another at the untimely death of
a hero ; and the third on the iolitary fee -
hesof sn vnpeop ’ed wnr ' d .

H s oly ctfA <pie7rov tuÇov E * xTcqos htTjtdx -
¡AM .

homir .
Such honours Ilion to her hero paid ,
And peaceful fiept the mighty Heftor ’s

fhade .
Pope .

■— Ferrum adverfo fub peftore condit
Fervidus . Aft illis folvuntur frigore

membra ,
Vitaque enm gemitu fugit indignata fub

umbras .
Virgil .

He raifed his arm aloft ; and at the Word
Deep in his bofom drove the fhining

fword .
The ftreaming blood diftain ’d his arms

around ,
And the disdainful foul came rufhing

through the wound .
Drydtn .

They hand in hand , with wandring fteps
and flow ,

Through Eden took their folitary way *
Mitton ,
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