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FINGAL
AN ANCIENT EPIC POEM,

B0 09 K pL

Night comes Fingal gives a feaf? 20 h
armny ar which Sm van is ;u ong, T .".w
commands Ullin his bard . 1o give the /
; a r‘f”fm always ohfevved at the
/¥ refates the r’sv.f’f)”" 0' 1 108
:}.‘"'f'i. ovans J,. whey to Finsal, in Scand ,zau:ﬂ

is marviage wi 1‘/1, /41-11 aca , the daug .=J‘
¢/ a King of Lochiin , who was anceffor to Sw

\-..rc’f confideration together with his be-

> brother to Agandecca, 'zmrff whem Fingal
was in love in hiy youth , induced the King 1o
releafe .’um and peymit him to veturn , with

the vemains of his avmy., into Lochl: ny Upon
his promife of mever verus nmg to Ireland | in a
hoftile manner The night is {pent in ,ezlr'rm
Swarans departurg, in fongs of bavds , and in
a conver[ation, in which the fory of Grumal
is inivoduced by Fingal. Mesning comes, Swa-
van 0epirts 5 Fingal goes on a hun’mg party ,
! fnding (_"m'zf..m in the cave of Tura; com-
fores




forts hiw . and fets fail, the next day for Scote
land ; which conclude: the poem,

This book opens with the fourth nighe
and ends on the merning of the fixth day,
The time of five days , frve nights , and a
part of the fixth day is takewup inzhe poem,
The [cene lies in the beath of Lenz, the
mountain Cromla on the coaff of Ulffer,

The
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Th{: clouds of night come rolling’ down,
and reft on Cromla’s dark. brown fteep.The
ftars of the north arifelover the rolling of the
waves of Ullin; they {bew 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
daysiof former years ; when we met on the
banks of Lego, and fent round the joy of
the fhell.  Cromla with its cloudy Reeps,
anlwered to his voice. The ghofts of thofe
be fung, came in their ruftling blafts They
were {een 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
vouldft come to my hall, when I am alone
by night! And thou doft come, my (riend,
I hear often thy light hand on my harp;

iwhen
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when it hangs on the diftant wall, and the
feeble found touches my ear. Why deft
t'n'u not [peak to me in my grief, and tell

JE RN
when I {Fall behold my friends ? Bat thou

paflelt away in thv murmuring blaft; and

thy wind whiftles through the gray hair of
()//‘N}I.

Now on the fide of Jfora the heroes
gathered to the feat. A thoufand aged
oaks are burning to the wind, — The
firength * of the fhells goes iound., And

the

By ftrenght of the fhell is meant the Ji-
quor the heroes drunk: of what kind
cannot be afcertained at this difi:
The translator has met with {everal ancient
poems, that mention wax-lights aud wine
as common in the halls of Fi The na
mes of both are borrowed from the Latin,
which plainly {hews, that cur anceftors had
them from the Kumun",‘ if they had them at
all. The (‘m’erloni.:u; in their frequent in-
curfions to the province, might become ac-
quainted with ‘r}u{'e conveniencies of life, -
and intreduce them into their own cous ntry,
among the booty which they carried irom
qOU[.l—l)x‘Tni,
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the fouls of warriors brighten with joy, But
the King of Lechlin is filent , and forrow
reddens in the eyes of his pride. He often
turned towards Lenz, and remembered

that he fe!l,
Fingal leaned on the (hield of his fa-

thers, His gray locks flowly waved on
the wind, and glittered to the beam of
night. He faw the grief of Swaran, and
fpoke to the firft of Bards,

Raife, Ullin, raife the fong of peace,
and footh my [oul after battle, that my ear
may |forget the noifz of arms. And let a
hunderd harps be near, to gladden the
King of Lochlin. He muft depart from us
wvith joy. — None ever went fad from
Fingal. ~ Ofcar! the lightning of my (word
is againft the firong in battle: but peace-
ful it lies by my fide when, warriors yield
in war,

Trenmor * faid the mouth of the fongs

li=

#Trenmor was the great grand - father to

Fingal. The ftory is introduced to felicitate
the dismiflion of Syaran.
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lived in the days of other years, He boun-
ded over the waves of the north! compani-
on of the fltorm, The high rocks of the
land of Lechlin, and its groves of murmu-
zing founds appeared to the hero through
the mift; — he'bound his white bolomed-
fails. — T'renmor purfued the boar, that
roared along the woods of Gormal, Many
had fled from its prefence ; but the fpeag
of Trenmor llew it

Three “chicfs that beheld the deed)
told of the mighty ftranger. They told,
that he ftood like apillarof firein the bright
arms of his valour, The King of Lochlin
prepared the fealt, and called the blooming
Tremmor. Three days he feafted at Gor-
mal’s windy towers; and got his choicein
the combat,

The land of Lochlin had no hero, that
yielded not to Trenmor, 'The fhell of joy
went round with fongs in praife of the

Ka King
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He faw the heaving of her breaft. 1t
was the fifter of the King, — She had feen
him in the halls of;Gormal; and loved his
face of youth, — The (pear dropt from
the hand of Trenmor: he bent his red check
to the ground, for he bad feen her like 2
beam of light , that meets the {ons of the
cave, when they revifit the fields of the
fun and bend their aching eyes,

Chief of windy Morven, begun the
maid of the arms of (now ; let me reft in
thy bounding fhip, far from the love of
Corlo. For he, like the thunder of the
defart, is terrible to Jnibaca, He loves me
in the gloom of his pride, and fhakes ten
thoufand f[pears.

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

Three

J_rf f‘ﬂ
fopatl
Cath

frfe ¢
the b
Lettt

thine



RS PN SRR I

But | will retire, replied the youth,
with the {word of Trenmor; and exult in
the found of my fame. The virgins (hall
gather with [miles around him who conques
red Trenmor.” They fhall figh 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 fhalt never carry my 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 {lew her fon,

[ will not lift the fpear, replied the
vouth, my arm is not ftrong with years,
But with the feathered dart | 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
Moryen,

K3 He




and my “eye full of tears for the maid, —
Or doft thou chufe the fight? The combat
which thy fathers gave to Trenmor, is thi-
ne; that thou mayelt depart renowned like
the {un [etting in the wef,

King of the race of Morven, faid the
chief of the waves of Lochlin; never will
Swaran fight thee, fith of thoufand heroes!
I faw thee in the halls of Starno, and few
were thy yecars beyondmy own. — When
fhall ‘I, faid I to my foul, lift the fpear like
the noble Fingal? © We have fought here-
tofore, o warrior, on ‘the fide of the
{haggy Malmor; ftér mv waves had carried
me to thy h;ui», an;! the fealt of a thou-
fand fhells was fpread Let the bard fend
him, who overcame, to future years, for

noble was the frife of heathy Malmor,

But many of the (hips of Lochlin have
loft their youth on Lena. Take thel

thou King of Morven, and be the friend
of

st
Uela



o fe

e fh

et in

Thot

Three days he waited on the fhore;
and fent his horn abroad, He called Corlo
tobattle from all his ecchoing hills. But
Corlo came not to battle.  The King of
Lochlin defcended. He feafted on the roa-
ring [hore; and gave the maid to Trenmor.

King of Lochlin, faid Fingal, thy blood
flows in the veins of the foe. Our fami-
lics met in battle,! becaule; they lovedthe
firife of fpears. But often did fhey feaftin
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 pous
red thy valour forth; thy voice has been
like the voice of thoufands, when they enga-
gein battle, Raile, to-morrow thy white
fails to the wind, thou brother of Agandecca,
Bright as the beam of noon {he comes on
my mournful foul, Ifaw thy tears, for the
fair one, and [pared thee to the halls of Stars
no; when my fword was red with flaughter,

K 4 and
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And fome hunter may fay, when le leans
on a mofly tomb , here Fingal and Swaran
fought; the heroes of other years, Thus
hereafter fhall he fay, and our fame thall
laft for ever.

Swaran fald the King of the hills, to-
day our fame is greateft. We fhall pals
away like a dream. No found will be in
the fields of our battles:  Our tombs will
be loftin the heath. The hunter fhall not
know the place of our reft. Our names
may be heard in fong; but the firength of
our arms will ceale. O Offian, Carril,and
Ullin, you know of heroes that are no
more, Give us the fong' of other years,
Let the night pals away on the found, and
morning 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
moon of heaven, when the clouds vaniflh
away

s
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of Swaran. And when the fons fhall come
to the mofiy towers of Gormal, the feaft
of fhells {lall be fpread, and the combat
offered on the vale.

Nor {lip, replied the King, thall Fig.
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 Agandecca. Spreadthy whi-
te {ails to the beam of the morning, and

return to the ecchoing hills of Gormal.

Bleft be thy foul, thou Kingof flells,
faid Swaran of the dark: brown' {Lield. In
peace thou artthe gale of fpring. In war
the mountain- ftorm,  Take now my hand
in friendlhip, thou noble King of Morven.
Let thy bards mourn thole who feil. Let
Erin give the fons of Lochlin to earth;
and raife the ‘mofly fones of their fame.
That the children of thenorth hereafter may
behold the place where their fathers fought.

K ¢ And




mnjwar; and tell him his fame {hall never
fail. ' Many have been overcome in battle,
that have fhone afterwards like the fun of
heaven,

O Swaran, "King "of the refounding
8

]
-
-

woods,  giveall thy; grief a way, — Tk
vanquifhed, if brave, “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,

Grumal wasachiefof 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 Crrz:‘a'rhing met him from his grove;
for then within the circle of Brumo * Le
fpoke to the ftone of power,

Fierce was the battle of the heroes 3
{t)l’
This paffage .alindes to-the religion . of

the 'King of Craca. Sece 3 note on a {imiliar
fubje¢t in the third book,

L
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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 fon
of Semo; the Kingjof the ille of mift? has
he retired, like the meteor of death, tethe
dreary cave of Tura?

Cuchullin faid Carril of other times ,
helies in the drearycave of Tura- His
hand is jon the fword of his firength. His
thoughts on the battle which heloft. 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 Fingal. For
like the ftorm of the defart, thoulhaft {cat-
tered all his foes, Take, o Fingal, the
fword of the here; for his fame is departed
like mift, when it flies before the ruftling
wind of the vale.

No: replied the King, Fingal [hall
never take his (word,  His arm is mighty
mn




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

When now fhall T hear the bard; or
tejoice at the fame of my fathers? ~ The
harp is not ftrung on Morven, 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 -theaded
Cromia. Over Lena is heard the jhorn
of Swaran, and the fons of the ocean ga-
ther around. — Silent and fad they mount
the wave, and the blaft of [//lin is behind their
fails. White, as the mift of Morven, they
float along the fea,

Call, faid Fingal, call my dogs, the
long bounding fons of the chace, Call
whi«
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tor tue maid of the breaft-of fnow. Thefame
of the daughtet of Craca had 1 emim: Gru,
ma! at the fireams of Cona.:. .he: vowed: to
have the white bofomed maid, or die on
the  ecchoing - Craca. Lhree  days they
firave together; end Gramal on the fourth

& " X -
was bound.

Far from his friends they placed him in

1 ‘ . - » 1
the horrid circle of Brumo; where

they faid, the ghofts of the dcad
round. the Rone of their fear.. : But after-
wards he {lione -like a pillar of the light of
heaven, |: They feli his, mighty, hand, and
Crumal had. his fame,

1
I
I

er fimes, raife

of heroes; that my foul may
{zttle on their fame; and the mind of Swa-

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

hun-
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Cromld, ~Soon will thy tomb be hid, and
the grafs grow rank on thy grave., . The
fons of the feeble fhall pafs over it, and

not know that the mighty lie there.

Offian and Fillan, fons of my firength,
and Gaul King of the blue (w ords of war,
fet us afcend the hill to the cave of Tura;
and find the chiefof the battles of Erin. Are
thefe the walls of Tura? gray and lonely
they rife_on the heath. The King of fhells
gs fad,  and the halls are defolate, Com
let us find the King of fwords and give h
all our . joy. hut is that thnf.’;u, o
Fillan, or apillar of fmoke on the heath?
The wind of Cromla is on my eyes, and

I diftingnifh not my friend.

Fingal! replicd the youth, it is the fon
of Semo. 'Gloomy and fad'is the bero; his
hand is on his fword, ~ Hail to the fon of
battle breaker of the fhields!

Hail
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White- breafted Bran; andthe fuily frength
of Luath. — Fillan and Ryno — but he is
not here; my fon refts on the bed of
death, Fillan and Fergus', blow my horn ,
that the joy of the chace may arife; that
the deer of Cromla may hear and flart at
the lake ofroes.

The fhsill found fpreads along the
wood. The fons of heathy Cromls arife, —
A thoufand dogs fly off at once, gray-
bounding! through the (heath. A deer feli
by every dog and three by the withe-brea-
fted 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 ftone of him who was
the ficft at thie chace. — No more fhalt thou

rife, o my fon, to partake of the feaft of
Cro-
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deeds in arms ? Why did we come
over the ocean, to aid thy feeble {word?
Thou flyeft to thy cave of forrow, and
Connan 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 (ought them, it were in vain, thou
gloomy vyouth. 1fled not to the cave of
forrow, as long as Erin’s warriors lived,

Youthof the feeble™arm faid Fingal,
Connan (ay no more. Cuchullin is renown-
ed in battle and terrible over the defart,
Often have T heard thy fame, thou ﬂ;rrmy
chief of Innisfail. Spread now thy white
fails for the ife of mift, and fee Bragela lea-
ning on her rock,  Her tender  eye is
in tears, and the winds lift her 'long hair
from her heaving breaft, She liftens tothe

winds
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Hail to thee, replied Cuchnllin, hail
to all the fons of Morven.  Delightful is
thy prefence ; o Fingal, it'is like the fun
on Cromla; when the hunter mourns
his ablence for a feafon, and fees him bete
wezn the clouds. Thy fons are like fars,
that attend thy courle, and give light in
the night. It is not thusthou haft [een me,
o Fingal, return from the wars of the de-
fart; when the Kings of the world * had
fled, and joy returned to the hill of hinds,

Many are thy words, Cuchullin, f(aid
Connan ** of [mall renown. Thy words
are many,, fon of Semo: but where are thy

L deeds

% This'" is the only paflage in the poem,
wherein the wars of Fimgal againft the Ro-
mans are alluded to, — The Roman empe-
ror ig diftinguifhed in old compofitions by
the titrle of King of the woil/d.

#% Connan was of the family ‘of {Morni,
He is mentioned in feyeral other poems,
and always sppears with the fame charafter,
The poet pafled him over in filence till now,

and hig behaviour here deferves no better

ufage.




We fat, we fealted, and we {ung,
The foul of Cuchullin rofe. The ftrength
of his arm returned; and gladnels brigh-
tened on his face. Ullin gave tlie fong
and Carrill 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 alionsis eeafed ; and I fit for-
lorn at the tombs of my friends.

Thus they paffed thenightinthe fong;
and brought back the morning with joy.
Fingal arofe on the heath, and fhook his
glittering fpear in his hand. — He moved
firk toward the plain of Lena, and we
followed like a ridge of fire. 8pread the
fail faid the King of Morven, and catch the
winds that pour from Lena.  — We rofe
on the wave with fong, and rufhed, with
joy, through the foam of the ocean,* —

# Ttis allowed by the beft Critics, that
an epiepoem ought to end happily, This
e
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winds of night, to hear the voice of thy
fowers **¥; to hear the fong of the fea, and
the found of thy diftant harp,

Andlong fhall {he liften in vainy Cu~
chullin (hall never return, How can I bes
behold Bragelato raife the figh of herbreaft?
Fingal 1was always viorious in the battle
of other fpears!

And hereafter thou fhalt be vitorious,
faid Fingal King of thells, The fame of
Cuchullin, 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 fealt of fhells? that our
fouls may rejoice after danger, and our
friends delight in our prefence.,

Lia We

#¥* The praftice of finging when they

row ; is univerfal ameng the inhabitants of
the north-~ weft coalt of Scorland and the

ifles. It deceives time and infpirits the
Towers §




We fat, we fealted, and we f{ung,
The foul of Cuchullin rofe. The ftrength
of his arm returned; and gladnels brigh-
tened on his face. Ullin gave tlie fong
and Carrill 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 alionsis eeafed ; and I fit for-
lorn at the tombs of my friends.

Thus they paffed thenightinthe fong;
and brought back the morning with joy.
Fingal arofe on the heath, and fhook his
glittering fpear in his hand. — He moved
firt toward the plain of Lena, and we
followed like a ridge of fire. 8pread the
fail faid the King of Morven, and catch the
winds that pour from Lena,  — We rofe
on the wave with fong, and rufhed, with
joy, through the foam of the ocean,* —

# Ttis allowed by the beft Critics, that
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rule in its moft material circamftances, is
obferved by the three moft defervedly celes
brated poets , Homer, Virgil, and Milton;
yet | know not how ithappens; the conclu-
fions of their poems throw a melancholy
darap on the mind. One leaves his reader
a funeral; another at the untimely death of
a hero; and the third on the {olitary fce-
nes of sn unpenp'ed world,
Qs oly ckuQiemey TaQoy varcgos: inmede
Moid.
Homey,
Such honours Ilion to' her ‘hero paid,
And peaceful flept the mighty Heftor's
{hage.
Paope.
= Ferrum adverfo fub peftere condit
Fervidus,  Aft illis folvuntur frigore
membra,
Vitaque cnm gemitu fugit indignata fub
umbras,
Vivgil.
He raifed his arm aloft; and at the word
Deep in his bofom drove the fhining
{weord.
The ftreaming blood diftain’d bis armg
around,
And the disdainful foul came rulhing
through the wound,
Dryden,
They hand in hand, with wandring fteps
and {low,
Through Eden took their folitary way,
Milsom,
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