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VOR BERICHT ,

Düs fchönße und herrlich
ße unter allen Gedichten vom Va -
ter Ojian ßiefem treßichen Bar -
denf linger der Vorzeit , iß ge¬
ms dasjenige , dem der Name
Fing al an der Stirne fleht . Nur
dis mit Aufmerkfamkeit und Be¬
dacht durchgelefen , fo kennt man
Ojfian Jebon ziemlich genau , und

fühlt fleh ganz in die Scencn ver -
fezt , die er fo treffend zu fchiU
dem vermag . Um leichter zur
Kunde diejes alten Dichters zu-

* kom -



V orber icht .

kommen , one Jich grade feine >
für manchen immer noch thenre
Werke anfchaffen zu können , iß
diefer wolf eile Abdruk zum Be -

ßen Vieler beforgt , und wird
den Reiz Offian zu lefen ^corläu¬
fig hinlänglich befriedigen . Wer
näher von ihm und feinem W ?r -
ken unterrichtet feyn will dem
empfehlen wir : Blairs A bhand -
lung über ^ ffians Gedichten
überfezt von O . A. H . Oelrichs
Hannover 1786 . 8 .
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F I N G A L

AN ANCIENT EPIC POEM .

BOOK /.

Argument .

*' Cuchullin { Generalof the Iri / k tribes , in the

minority of Cormac , King ; <?/ Ireland ) fining
alone beneath a Tree , at the Gate »/ " Tura , a

caftle of Ulftar ( the other Chiefs having gone

on a hunting party to Cromla , a neighbouring
hill ) is informed of the landing of Swaran ,

King o/ Tochlin , by Moran , the Son of Fithii ,
one of his fonts . He convenes the chiefs ; a

council is held ; and disputes run high about

giving battle to the enemy . Connsl , the

petty King of Tog or ma , and an intimate friend

of Cuchullin , was for retreating , till Fin -
gal , King efthofe Caledonians who inhabited

the north - weft coaft of Scotland , whofe aid
had been previously follicited , fhould arrives

but Calmar . the Son of Masha , Lord of Lara ,

a country in Connaught , was for engaging the
A enemy
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enemy immediately , — Cuchullin , of himfelf

willing to fight , went into the opinion of Cal¬
mar . Marching towards the enemy , he miffed
three of hit bruveft heroes , Fergus , Duchomar
and Caithbat . Fergus arriving , tells Cuchullin

of the death of the two other chiefs ; which in¬
troduces the affeâing epifode of Morfia daugh¬

ter of Corro ac . — The army of Cuchullin is
defcried at a difiance by Swaran , who fent the

fon of Arno to tbferve the motions of the ene¬
my . while he him / elf ranged his frees in order

of battle . — The Jon of Amo , returning toSwar - n , describes to him Chu - hullin ’s chariot ,
and the terrible appearance of that hero . The

armies engage , but night coming on , leaves the

victory undecidèâ . Cuchullin , acc rding to the

ko /pitaliiy of the times lends / 0 Swa an a for¬
mal invitation to a feaft . by his bard Carril ,

the fon of Kinfcna . — Swaran refufes to come .
Carril relates to Cuchullin the fiory of Grudar

and Brsflhhs , / ¡party , by CormVs advice , is

fent to ob ferve the enemy ; which clofts the a£iion
of the firfi day .
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' / Cuchullin * fat by Turn ’s wall ; by the
tree of the ruffling leaf - — His

fpear leaned againft the moffy rock . His
fhield lay by him on the grafs . As he
tho .ught of mighty Car bar * * , a hero

A a whom

* Cuchullin , or rather Cuth - Ullin , tht voi¬
ce of Uilin , a poetical name given the fon
of Semo by the bards , from his commanding
t }ie forces of the province of Ulfter againft
the Ferbolg or Belgae , who were in poffef-
lion ofConraught . Cuchnllin when very young
married Bragelathe Daughterof Sorglan , and

* paff ng over into Ireland , lived for fome time
with Connal , grandfon by a daughter to Con¬
ga ! the petty King of Ufiler . His wifdonj
and válour in a fhort time gained him fuch
reputation , that in the minority of Corroac
the fupreme King of Ireland , he was chofen
guardian to the young King , and foie ma¬
nager of the war againft Swaran King of
Lochlin . After a feries of great aftions he
was killed in battle fomewhere in Connaught ,
in the twenty feventh year of his age . He
was fo remarkable for hit ftrength , that to
deferibe a ftrong man it has palled into a pro¬
verb : , , He has the ftrengtti of Cuchullin , , ,
Theyfhew the remains of his palace at Dunf-
caich in the Ifle of ikye ; and a ftone , to
which be bound his dog Lnath , goes ftiil by
his name .

00 CairbarorCairbre lignifie » : a flrongman .



whom he flew in war ; the fcout * * * of

the ocean came , Moran the * * * * fon of

Fithil .

Rife , faid the youth , CuthuSin , rife ;

I fee the fhips of Swaran . Cnchullin , ma¬

ny are the foe : many the heroes of the dark¬

rolling fea .

Moran ! replied the blue eyed chief ,

thou ever tremblcft , fon of Fithil . Thy

fears have much encreafed the foe . Per¬

haps it is the King * * * * * of the lonely hills ,

com -

* ** We may conclude from CuchulliVs ap¬
plying early for foreign aid , that the
Irifh were not then fo numerous as they have
fince been ; which is a great preemption
agiinft the high antiquities of that people .
We have the teftimony of Tacitus , that one

' legion only was thought fufficient , in tíme
of Agricola , to reduce the whole Island un¬
der the Roman yoke ; which would not pro¬
bably have been the cafe , had the Lfland
been inhabited for any number of centuries
before .

Moran lignifies many ; and Fithil , or
father bill an inferior lard .

* * * * * FinuaJ the fon of Comhal and Mor -
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conv ' ng to aid me on green Uüirís plains .

1 faw fheir chief , fays Moran , tall
as a rock of icc . His fpeâr is like that
blafted fir . His fhield like the rifing moon .
He fat on a rock on the fhore : his dark
heft rolled , like clouds around him . —
Many , chief of men ! I faid , many are
our hands of war . — Well art thou na *

med , the Mighty Man , but many mighty
men are feen from Turas windy walls . —
He anfwered like a wave on a rock , who in
thi land appears like me ? Heroes ftand not
in my prefence ; they fail to earth beneath

A3 my

na the daughter of Thaddu . His grandfather

was Tr -íiha ! , and greatgrandfather Trenmor ,
both of whom are often mentioned in the poem .

— Trenmor according to tradition had two

Tons Trathal who fucceeded him in the kingdom

of Morven , sad Conar , called by the hard *
Conar the great wbo was elefted K : ng of
all Ireland . and was the anceftor of that Cor -

mac who fat on the Iri r h throne when the

invafion of Swaran happened . It may rot
be improper here toobferve , that the accent

ought always to be placed on the , lait fyila «
ble of Fingal ,

i

>
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my hand . None can meet Swaran in the
fight but Fingal , King of ftormy hills .
Once we wreftled on the heath of Malmar
* , and our heels overturned the wood .
Rocks fell from their place ; and rivulets J
changing their courfe , fled murmuring from
pur ftrife ? Three days we renewed our
ftrjfe . On the fourth , Fingal fays , that
the ,King of the ocean fell ; but Swaran fays ,
he flood . Let dark Cuchullin yield to him
that is ftrong as the florins of Malmor .

No , replied the blue - eyed chief , I
will never yield to man . Dark Cuchullin
will be great or dead . Go , Fithil 's fon ,
and take my fpear : ftrike the founding
fliield of Cabait * . It hangs at Tura ’s ruft -

ling
!" -

* Meal — mor — a çrtat bill .
* C.abait er rather Oitbbait , grandfather to

the hero , was fó remarkable for his valour ,
that his fhield was made ufe of to alarm his
poflerity to the battles of the family . We
find Fingal making the fame ufe of his own
fhield , ih te 4th hook . — A horn was the
molt common inftrument to call the army
together , before the invention of bagpipes .

V
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ling gate ; found of peace is not its voice .
My heroes (hall hear on the hill .

He went and ftruck the bolTy iliield .
The hills and their rocks replied . The found
fpread along the wood deer ttart by the
lake of roes . Curach * * leapt from the
founding rock ; and Comal of the bloody
fpear . Crugal ’s * * * breaft of /now beats
high . The fon of Favi leaves the dark -
hrown hind . It is the ihield of war , faid
Ronnar , the fpear of Cuchullin , faid Lu¬
gar . — Son of the Sea , put on thy ärmst
Calmar , lift thy founding tteel ! Puno !
ïiorrid hero , rife : Cairbar from , thy
white red tree of Cromla . Bend thy
knee , O Eth , and defcend from the dreams
oiLma . — Ca - olt , ftretch thy white fide ,
as thou moveft along the whittling heath of
Mora \ thy fide that is white as the foam
of the troubled fea ,when the dark winds pour
it on the murmuring rocks of Cuthon * * * * .

A 4 Now
Cu - raocb ii unifies the marineft af battle .

* * * Cruth - geal - fair - cnmpkxoued.
* *** Cu - thon - the mournfulfound of waves .
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. Now I behold the chiefs in the pride

of their former deeds ; their foul & are kind¬

led at the battles of old , and the aäions

of other times . Their eyes are like flames

of fire , and roll in fearch of the foes of

the land . — Their mighty hands are on

their ( words ; and lightning pours from their

fidrs of fteel . — They came like dreams

from the mountains ; each rufhed roaring

from his hill . Brightare the chiefs of battle in

the armour of their fathers . — Gloomy

and dark their heroes followed , like the

gathering of the rainy ciouds behind the red

meteors of heaven . — The founds , of crafh -

ing arms . afcend . The grey dogs howl

between . Unequally burfts the fong of

battle , and rocking Cromla * * * * * ccchoes

round . On Lena ’s dufky heath they flood ,

like mifl * that . fhades the hills of autumn ,

when

Cromleacb fignified a place of wor -

fhip among , the Druids . It it ? here the proper
name of a hill on the ,co » ft of Uilin or Uifter .

* — \ ? (p ? Kr¡an Isikots ^ oiçe Kf ovlmy
"’’ “NíjvfjUíV eçqosvÎTr ’ ctKÇ07iohct <rïv ïçeacnv .

. Ar ^ g



when broken and dark it fettles high , and
lifts its head to heaven .

Hail , faid Cuchullin , fons of the nar¬

row vales ; hail , ye hunters of the deer . An¬
other fport is drawing near : ' it is like the
dark rolling of that wave on the coaft . Shall
we fight , ye fons of war ! or yield green

Innisfail * * to Lochlin ? — O Connal * * *

fpeak ; thou firft of men ! thou breaker of
As the

; 1* A rçsptett - Horn . Tl . 5 v . 512 .
So wh°n th ’embattled clouds in dark array ;
Along the fkies their gloomy lines difplay ;
The low - hung vapours motionlefs and (till
Reft on the fummits of the fbailed hill . Pope .

Ireland fo called from a colony that
fettled there , called Falans . — Innis - fail ,
j . e . the Island of the Fa - il or Falans .

* * * Connal , the friend of Cuchullin was the
fon of Cathbair , prince of Tongorma or the
Island of blue tenves , probably one of the Hebri¬
des . His mother was Fioncoma the daugh¬
ter of Conga ! . He had a fon by Foba ofCona -
char - neffar , who was afterwards King of
Ulfter . For his Cervices in the war againft
Swaran , he had lands conferred on him ,
which from his name , were called Tir - chon -
nuil or Tir - connel , i , e . the land of Cornial .



the ihields ! thou haft often fought with
Lochlin ] wilt thou lift thy father ’s fpear !

Cuchullin ! calm the chief replied , the
fpear of Connal is keen . It delights to üiine
in battle , and to mix with the blood of
thoufands . But tho ’ my hand is bent on
war , my heart is for the peace of Erin * * * **
Behold , thou firft in Cormacs war , the
fable fleet of Swaran . His inafts are as
numerous on our coaft , as reeds in the lake
of Lego . His fhips are like forefts cloathed
with mift , when the tree * yield by turns to
the fqually wind . Many are his chiefs in
battle . Connal is for peace . — Fingal
would (hun his arm , the firft of mortal men :
Fingal that fcatters the mighty , as

ftör*

Erin , a name of Ireland ; 'from ear
or ear Weft , and in an Ifland . This name
was not a ' ways confined to Ireland , for the¬
re is the higheft prohabil ' ty that the lerne
of the ancients was Britain to the No ' th of
the Forth . — For lerne is faid to be to the
North of Britain , which could not be meant
of Ireland .

Stkabo I . » 84 , Casaub . I , I .
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ftormy winds the heath ; when the fireams
roar thro ’ ecchoing Cona : and night fettles
with all her clouds on the hill .

Fly , thou chief of peace , faid Calmar %
the fon of Matha ; Fly , Connal , to thy
filent . hills , vhere the fpear of battle never
fhone : purfue the dark • brown deer of
Cromla , and (top with thine arrows the
bounding roes of Lena . But blue eyedr .
fon of Semo , Cuchullin , ruler of the war ,
fcatter thou the forts of Lochlin * * , and
roar thro ’ the ranks of their pride . Let no
veffel of thé kingdom of Sno \v bound on
the dark - rolling waves of Inis tore * * * .
O ye dark winds of Erin rife ! roar ye
whirlwinds of the heath ! Amidft the tem¬
ped let me die , torn in a cloud by angry
ghoftsof men ; amidft th’e tempeft let Cal¬

mar

^ Calm - er , a flrong man ,
* * The Galic name of Scandinavia in gene¬

ral ; in a more confined fenfe that of the pen -

infeja of Jutland .
« < = Innis - tore , the Island of whales , th «

ançiept name of the Orkney iflands .

i
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mar dic , if ever chace was fport to him fo
much as the battle of ihielcis .

Calmar ! flow replied the chief , I never
fled , O Matha 's fon . 1 was fwift with my
friends in battle , but fmall is the fame of
Connal. The battle was won in my pre¬
fence , and the valiant overcame .

But fon of Semo , hear my voice , re¬
gard the ancient throne of Cormac . Give
wealth and half the land for peace , till Fin -
gal comes with battle . Or , if war be thy
choice , I lift the (word and fpear . My joy
flail be in the midft ofthoufands , and my
foul brighten in the gloom of the fight ,

To me , Cuchtillin replies , pleafant is
the noife of arms ; pleaiant as the thunder
heaven before the iliower of fpring . But
gather all the fhining tribes , that I may
view the fens of war . Let them move along

the heath , bright as the fun . ihine before a
ftorm ; when the weft wind collets the

clouds ,



douds , and the oaks of Morven eccho

along the ihore .

But where are my friends in battle ? *
The companions of my arms in danger ?
Where art thou whitebofom ’d Cathbat ?
Where is that cloud in war , Duchomar * ?
and haft thou left me ,* o Fergus * * ! in the
day of the ftorm ? Fergus , firft in our joy
at the fcaft ! Son of Rojfa ! arm of death !
comeft thou like a roe * * * from Malmor ?

Like a hart from the ecchoing hill ? — Hail
thou Son of Rojfa ! what fhades the foul
of war ?

Four ftones * , replied the chief , rife
on the grave of Cathbat . — Thefe hands
have laid in earth Duchomar , that cloud in

war ,
* Dnbhchomar , a black well - [ hoped man .
* * Fear - gnth , - the man of the word ; or

a commander of army .
« is B e thou like a roe or young hart on

the mountains of Bether ,
Salomon ’s Song ,

* This paflage alludes to the manner of
burial
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war . Cathbat , thou fon of Torman thou

wert a fun - beam on the hill . — And thou ,

o valiant Duchomar , like the mift of marfhy
Lano ; when it fails over the plains ofautufrin
and brings death to the people . Morna ,
thou faireft of Maids ! calm is thy fleep in
the ceve of the rock . Thou haft fallen in

t *

darknefs like a ftar , that fhoots athwart
the defart , when the traveller is alone , and
mourns the tranfient beam . , , „

T Say , faid Sernos blue - eyed fon , fay ,
how fell the chiefs of Erin ? Fell they by the
ions of Lochlin , driving in the battle of

, ■ heroes ?

burial among the ancient Scots . They open¬
ed a grave fix or eight feet deep : the bottom
was lined with fine clay ; and on this they
laid the body of the deceafed , and , ( if a war¬
rior , his fword , and the heads of twelve
arrows by his fide . Above they laid another
flratum of clay , in which they placed the
horn of a deer , the fymbol of hunting . The
whole was covered with a fine (mold , and
four ftones placed on end , to mark the ex¬
tent of the grave . Thefe are the four ño¬
nes alluded to here .
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heroes ? Or what confines the chiefs of
Cromla to the dark and narrow houfe * * ?

Cathbat , replied the Hero , fell by the
fword of Duchomar , at the oak of the noify
ftreams . Duchomar came to Turáis cave ,

and fpoke to the lovely Morna .

Morna * , faireft among women , lo¬
vely daughter of Cormac - cairbar . Why
in the circle of ftones , in the cave of the
rock alone ? The ftream murmurs hoar -

fely . The old tree ’s groan is in the wind .
The lake is troubled before thee , and dark
are the clouds of the fky . But thou art
like fnow on the heath j and thy hair like
mill of Cromla ; when it curls on the rocks ,
and fliines to the beam of the weft . — Thy
breafts are like two fmooth rocks feen from

Bramo of the ftreams . Thy arms like two
white

* * The grave —■ The houfe appointed for
all living . Job .

* Muirne or Morna , a woman beloved by all .



white pillars in the halls of the mighty

Fingal .

From whence , the white * armed maid
replied , from whence Duchomar , the moft
gloomy of men ? Dark are thy brows and
terrible . Red are thy rolling eyes . Does

Swaran appear on the fea ? What of the
foe , Duchomar ?

From the hill I return , O Mornaj
from the hill of the dark brown hinds .

Three have I (lain with my bended yew .
Three with my long bounding dogs of the
chace . — Lovely daughter of Cormac , J
Jove thee as my foul . — J have (lain one (late¬
ly deer for thee . — High was his branchy
head ; and fleet his feet of wind .

Duchomarl calm the maid replied ; J

love thee not , thou gloomy n an . — Hard
is thy heart of rock , and dark thy terrible
brow . But Cathbat , thou fon of Torman * ,

thou
i :‘ Turman - Thunder . This is the true ori¬

gin , of the Jupiter Tararais of the Ancients .
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thou art the love of Moma . Thou art like
a fun - beam on the hill in the day of the
gloomy ftorm , Saweft thou the fon of
Torman , lovely on the hill of his hinds ?
Here the daughter of Cornac waits the com¬
ing of Cathbat .

And long ihall Morna wait , Ducho -
mar faid , his blood is on my fword . —
Long ihall Morna wait for him . He fell
at Branno’ s ftream . High on Cromia I will
raife his tomb , daughter of Cormac - cair«
bar ; but fix thy love on Duchomar t his
arm is ftrong as a ftorm . —

And is the fon of t Torman fallen ? faid
the maid of the tearful eye . Is he fallen on
his ecchoing heath ; the youth with the
breaft of fnow ? he that " was firft in the
chace of the hill ; the foe of the ftrangers
of the ocean ! Duchomar thou art dark *
indeed , and cruel is thy arm to Morna.

But
* She alia les to his name — tht dark

man.
B



Bui give me that fword , my foe ; I love the
blood of Caiihbat .

He gave the fword to her tears ; but
fhe pitrccd his manly bread . He fell like
the bunk of the mountain - ftream ; ftretched
out hit arm , and faid .

Daughter of Cormac - atirbar , thou
haft 0 iin Duchamar . The fword is cold
In my breaft ; Morna , I feel it cold . Give
me to Moina * * the maid ; Duchomar was
the dream of her night . She will raife my
tomb ; and the hunter (hall fee it and praife
me . But draw the fword from my baeaft ;

Morna the fteel if cold .

She came in all her tears , file came ,
and drew it from his breaft . He ’pierced
her white fide with fteel ; and fpread her
fair locks on the ground . Her burfting
blood founds from her fide : and her white
arm is ftained with red . Rolling in death
(lie , lay , and Turd 's cave anfwered to her
groans . —

Peare
* * M oina - Joft in temper and perfon,
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Peace , fald Cuchußin , to the fouls of
the heroes ; their deeds were great in dan¬
ger . Let them ride around * * * me on clouds ,
and (hew their features of war : that my
foul may be ftrong in danger , my arm like
the thunder of heaven . — But be thou on
a moon - beam , o Morna , near the window
of myreft ; when my thoughts are of peace ;
and the din of arms is over . — Gather the
ftrength of the tribes , and move to the wars
of Erin . — Attend the car of my battles ;
rejoice in the noife of my courfe . — Place
three fpears by my fide ; follow the bound¬
ing of my fteeds ; that my foul may be ftrong
in my friends , « when the battle darkens
round the beams of my fteel .

As

* * * it was the opinion then , as indeed it ic
to this day , of fome of the Highlanders , that
the foula of the deceafed hovered round their
living friends ; and fometimes appeared to
them , when they were about to enter on
any great undertaking .

B »



As milies a ftream * oi foam from the

dark ihady fteep o iCromla ; when the thund¬
er is roiling above , and dark - brown night
on half the hill . So fierce , fo vail , fo ter¬
rible ruilied on the fons of Erin . The chief
like a whale of ocean , whom all his billows
follow , poured valour forth as a ftream ,
rolling his might along the fhorc .

The fons of Lochtin hear ’d the noife
as the found of a winter - ftream . Swaran

ftruck

* íír S ’ ore 7Tortt¡j.o ) ^ nur e -

çeaCpi çéeiTes

Ec fJucyccy -Ktictv ev /jtßoihhirov cßgipov v -

K g8vZv\ ix (¿syccAwv xe /Aijf 'encooBe % <* ÇC6-

Horn .
A * torrents roll encreafed by numerous rill «
With rage impetuous down the ecchoing

hills ;
Ruf h to the vales , and pour ’d along the plain ,
Roar thro ’ a thoufand channels to the main .

Pope .
Aut ubi decurfu rapido de montibus altis ,
Dant fonitutn fpumofi amnes , & in aequora

curruut ,
Quisque fuura populans titer .

Vir¿ .
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druck his bofly ibield , and called the fon
of Arno . What murmur rolls along the
hill like the gathered flics of evening ? The
fons of Innisfail defeend , or ruftling winds
roar in the diftant wood . Such is the noife

of Gormal before the white tops of my
waves arife . O fon of Arno , afeend the
hill and view the dark face of the heath .

ii

He went , and trembling , fwift return *
ed . His heart beat high againft his fide .
Hit words were faultcring , broken , flow.

Rife fan ] of ocean ; rife chief of the
dark - brown fhields . I fee the dark ,
the 1 mountain - ftream of the battle :
the deep - moving ftrength of the fons of
Erin — The car , the car of battle comes ,
like the flame of death ; the rapid car of
CuchuU 'm , the noble fon of Semo . It bends

behind like a wave near a 'rock ; ¡like ‘the
golden mift of the' heath . Its fides are em¬
ir offied with ñones , and fparkle like the fea

B 3 round
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round the boat of night . Of polifhed yew
is its beam , and its feat of the fmootheft
bones . The fides are replenitbed with
fpears ; and the bottom is the footfiool of he¬
roes . Before the right fide of the car is
feen , the fnorting horfe . The highmaned ,
broad - breafted , proud , highleaping , ftrong
fteed of the hill . Loud and refounding is
his hoof , the fpreading of his mane above
is like that ftream of fmoke on the heath .
Bright are the fides of ( the fteed , and his
name is Sulin - Sifadda .

Before the left fide of the car is feen

the fnorting horfe . The dark * maned »
high - headed , ftrong hoofed , fleet , bound¬
ing fon of the hill : his name is Dusronnal
among the ' ftormy fons of the fword . —
A thoufand thongs bind ' the ear on high .
Hard polifhed bits ihine in a wreath of
foam . Thin thongs , bright * ftudded with
gems , bend on the ftately necks of the
ftccds , — The ftceds , that like wreaths of

miß:
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mift fly over ftreamy vales . The wildnefs
of deer is in their courfe , the ftrength of
the eagle descending on her prey . Their
noife is like the blaft of winter on the
fides of the fnow headed Gortml * .

Within the car is feen the chief } the

ftrong ftormy fon of the fword ; the hero ’s
name is Cuchullin , fon oí Semo King of ihslls .
His red cheek is like my polifhed yew . The
look of his blue - rolling eye is wide be¬
neath the da ; k arch of his brow . His hair
flies from his head like a fl ime , as bending
forward he wields the fpear. Fly , King
of Ocean , fly ; he comes , lik ; a ftorm ,
along the ftreamy vale .

When didr fly , replied the King , from
the battle of many fpears ? When did I fly,
fon of Arno , chief of the little foul ? J met
the ftorm of Gormal , when the foam of
my waves was high . J met the ftorm of
the clouds : and ihall J fly from a hero ?

B 4 \ T« re

• A hill of Lochlia . ’



Were it Fi n gal himfelf , my foul ihould not
darken before him . — Rile to the battle ,

my thoufands ; pour round me like the ec -
jphoing main . Gather round the bright
ftecl of your King ; ftrorsg as the rocks of
my land ; that meet the ftorm with Joy ,
and flretch their dark woods to the wind .

As autumn ’s * dark (forms pour from
two

* The reader may compare this paflage
With a lam liar one in Homer . Jliad , 4 . v . 446 .

Now fnield with fhieid , with helmet hel¬
met doPd .

To armour armour , lance to lance oppofd ,
Hoft againlt hoft , with fhadowy fqua -

dron ? drew ,
The founding dart « in iron ternpefls flew ;
With ftreaming blood the flipp ’ry fields

are dy ’d ,
And flaughter ’d heroes fwell the dreadful

tide .
Popí .

Statius has very happily imitated Homer.
Jam cl pens clyptit , umbone repellitur umbo ,

Enje minax tufis , pedi pes , enfpide cufpis J& c .
Arms on armour crafhing , bray ’d
Horrible difeord , and the madding wheels
Of brazen chariots rag ’d , & c .

Milton .
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two ecchoing hiils , towards each other

approached the heroes . — A » two dark
ftreams from high rocks meet , and mix
and roar on the plain ; loud , rough and
dark in battle meet Lochiin and Innis fait .
Chitf mixed his ftrokes with chief , and

man with man ; fled clanging , founded
on fteel , helmets are cleft on high . Blood
burfts « nd fmoaks around . — Strings twang
on the polifhcd yews . Darts rufli along
the iky . Spears fall like the circles cf light ,
that gild the ftormy face of night .

As the troubled noife of the ocean ,
when roll the waves on high ; as the laft
peal of the thunder of heaven , fuch is the
noife of battle . Though Cormac ’s hun -
derd bards were there to give the war to
fong ; feeble were the voices of a hunderd
bards , to fend the deaths to future times

For many were the falls of the heroes ;
and wide poured the blood of the valiant .

Mourn , ye fonsoffong , the death
B 5 of

J
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of the noble SithalUn *. — Let the fighs of

Fitina rife on the daik heaths of Her love¬

ly Árdan . — They fell , like two hinds of the
defart , by the hands of the mighty Swaran ;
when , in the inidftofthoufands he roared ; li .
kethc thrill fpirit of a ftorm , that fits dim , on
the clouds af Goma / , and enjoys the
death of th « mariner .

Nor fiept thy hand by thy fide , chief
of the ifie of mift * ***• ; many were the deaths
of thine arm , Cue hull in , thou fon of .Si¬
mo . His fword was like the beam of hea¬
ven , when it pierces the fons of the vale ;
when the people are blafted and fall , and
all the hills are burning around . — Dur -

ron *

* Sithallîn lignifies a handfomt man ; —
Fi5m ; a fair maid ; — and Ardan , pride . <

* *• The i fie of Sky ; not improperly callea
the Isk of mißt as its high hills , which
eitch the clouds from the weftern ocean ,
occafion almoll continual rains . —



ronnaî * fr. ortcd over the bodies of heroes ;

and Sifadda * * bathed his hoot in blood .

The battle lay behind their , as groves over¬

turned on the defart of Crow / « ; when the

blaft has paflëd the heath , laden with the

fpirlts of night .

Weep on the rocks of roaring winds

o maid of Intßore * * * , bend thy fair head

over the waves , thou fairer than the fpirit

of

* One of Cuchullin ’s horfes . Dubiiftron -
gheal .

* * Sith - fadda , Î . e , ahn ' - ftride .
The maid uf Iniltore was the daughter

of (¡orlo King of lniftore or Orkney Islands ,
Trenar was brother to the King ol ' Jniscon ,
fuppofed to be one of the Islands of Shetland ,
The Orkneys and Shetland were at that time
fubjeft to the King of Lociiiin , We find , that
the dogs of Trenar are feniibie at home of
the death of their matter , the very inftant
he is killed . — It was the opinion of the
times , that the fouls of heroes went imme¬
diately after death to the hills of their coun¬
try , and the feenes they frequented the mot
happy time of their life . It was thought
too , that dogs and horfes faw the ghofts of
the deceafed .
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of the hills ; when it moves in a fun - beam
at noon over the fiitnce of Morven . He
is fallen ! thy youth is low ; pale beneath
the fword of Cnchtillin . No more thall va¬

lour raifc the youth to match the blood of
Kings . — Trtnar , lovely Trenar died ,
thou maid bf Iniflore . His gray dogs are
howling at home , and fee his palling ghoft .
His bow is in the hall unftrung . No found
is in the heath of his liirids .

As roll a thoufand waves to the ' recks ,
fo Swarans hoft came on ; as meets a rock
a thoufand Waves , fo Innis■ fail met Sira -
ran . Death raifes all his voices around ,
and mixes with the founds of ihidds . —
Each hero is a pillar of darknefs , and the
fword a beam of fie in his hand . The
field ecchoes from wing to wing , as hund *
red hammers , that rife by turns , on the
red fon of the furnace .

Who are thefe on Lena ’s heath , that
fufo gloomy and dark ? Who are thefe

like

i



like two clouds * ) , and their fwords like

lightning above them ? The little hüls arc

troubled around , and the rocks tremble

with all their mofs . — Who is it but Organ ’s

fon and the car - borne chief cf Erin ? Ma¬

ny are the anxious eyes of their friends ,

as they fee them dim on the heath . Now

night conceals the chiefs in her clouds , and

ends the terrible fight .

It was on Cromla ' s fnaggy fide that

Dorglat placed the deer the early for¬
tune

* As when two black clouds ,
With heaven ’s artillçry fraught , com «

rattling on
Over the Cafpian .

Milton *
* * The ancient manner of preparing feaft

after hunting is handed down by tradition . —
A pit lined with fmooth ñones was made ;
and near it ftood a heap of fmooth flat ñones
of the flint Kind . The ñones as well as
the pit were properly heated with heath .
Then they laid forne venifon in the bottom
and a ftratum of the ñones above it ; and
thus they did alternately , till the pit was
full , The whole was covered over with

heath



3 ° — —
tune of the chace , before the heroes left
the hill . — A hundred youths colled the
heath ; ten heroes blow the fire ; three
hundred chufe the polilL ’d ñones . The
feaft is fmoaking wide .

Cvchnllin , chief of Erin 's war , re -
fumed his mighty foul . He flood upon his
beamy fptar , and fpoketo the fon of fongs ;
to Carril of other times , the gray - haired
fon of Kmfma * . Is this feaft fpread for
me alone and the King of Lochiin on £//-
tin 's fhore , far from the deer of his hills ,
and founding halls of his feafts ? Rife , Car¬
ri / of other times , and c* rry my words
to Swaran ; tell him that came from the ro¬
aring of waters , that Cuchnllin gives his
feaft . Here let him liften to the found of

my groves amidft the clouds of night . —
For

heath to coniine the fleam . Whether this is
probable , J cannot fay , but fome pits are
fhewn , which , the vulgar fay , were ufed
in that manner .

* Cear. - feana , i , e . the head of the people .
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For cold and bleak the bluftering winds
rufli over the foam of hi« feas . Here let
him praife the trembling harp , and hear the
fongs of heroes .

Old Carril went , with fofreft voice ,
and called the King of darkbrown ihields .
Rife from the fkins of thy chace , rife ,
S \varan King of groves . — Cuchullin gives
the joy of iliells ; partake the feaft of Erin 's
blue - eyed chief.

He anfwered like the füllen found of

Cromla before a dorm . Though all thy
daughters , Jnnis - faill ihould extend their
arms of fnow ; raife high the heavings of
their bread , and foifly roll thair eyes of
love : yet , fixed as Lochlin ’s thoufand rocks ,
here Swaran (hall remain ; till morn , with
the young beams of myeaft , fhall light me
to the death of Cuchullin . Pleafant to my
car is Lochlin 's wind . It ruihes over my
feas . It fpeaks aloft in all my ihrowds , and
brings my green foreds to my mind ; the

green
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green forefts of Gorma ! , that often ecchoed
to my winds , when my fpear was red in
the chace of the boar . Let dark Cuchullin

yie !d to me , the ancient throne of Cormac ,
or Erin ’s torrents fl ew from their hills the

red foam of the blood of his pride .

Sad is the found oi 'Sxvaran 's voice ,
faid Carril of other times : —

Sad to himftlf alone , faid the blue - eyed
fon oí Sema , But , Carril , raife thy voice
on high , and tell the deeds of other times .
Send thou the night away in fong ; and
give the joy of grief. For many heroes
and maids of love have moved on Innis -

fail . And lovely are the fongs of woe ,
that are heard on Albion ’s rocks ; when
the noife of the chace is over , and the
ftreams of Cona anfwer to the voice of

Cjjian * .

Ollian , the fon of Fing # ! and author of

the poem . ■ One cannot bat admire the ad -

drefs of the poet , in putting his own praife

fo naturally into the mouth of CuibnUin , TheCora

!> '
■ it’



In oiher days * , Carril replies , came
the fons of Ocean to Erin . A Thou fand
veflels bounded over the waves to Ulliirs lo¬
vely plains . The fons of Innis -fail arofeto
meet the race of dark - brown ihields . Cair *

bar , firft of men , was there , and Grudar ,

ftately youth . Long had they ftrove for
the fpotted bull , that lowed on Golbun ' s * *
ecchoing heath . Each claimed him as his
own ; and death was often at the point of
their fleet .

Side

Con * here mention ' d is perhaps that (mail
river , that runs through Gienco in Argyle -
f hire . One of the hills , which environ that
romantic valley , is ftill called Scornafena , or
the hill of Fingal ’s people .

®This epifode is introduced with propriety .
Calmar and Cannai , two of the Lrifh heroes ,
had disputed warmly before the battle about
engaging the enemy . Carril endeavours to
reconcile them with the ftory of Cairbarand
Gradar ; who , tho ' enemies before , fought
fid* by fide in the war . The poet obtained
his aim , for we find Calmar and Connal per *
fectly reconciled in the III Book .

>;;* Golb - bhean , as well is Cromteach ,
lignifies , a freaked hill . It is here the nam *
of a mouutain in the county of Sligo ,c
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Side ^ y fide the heroes fought , and the
ftrangers of Ocean fled . Whofe name
■was fairer an tho hill , than the name of

Cairbar and Grudar \ — But ah ! why ever

lowed the bull on Golbun ’s ecchoing heath ?
They faw him leaping like the fnow . The
Wrath of the chiefs returned .

On Lubar ' s * graffy banks they fought ;
and Grudar like a fun - beam fell . Fierce

Cairbar came to the vale of the ecchoing

Tura , where Braffolis * * faircft of his

fitters , all alone , raifed the fong of grief .

She fung of the aâions of Grudar , the
youth of her fecretjioul . — She mourned ,
him in the field of blood ; but ftill fhe
hoped for his return . Her white bofom
is feen from her robe , as the moon from
the clouds of night . Her voice was fofter
than the harp , to raife the fong of grief .
Her foul was fixed on Grudar ; the fecret

look
* Lubar - a river in Ultter Labhar , loud ,

noify ,
** Braffolis lignifies .- a woman with a white

hrrafl '
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look of her eye was his . — 'When fhalt
thou come in thine arms , thou mighty in the
war ? —

Take , Brajfolis , Cairbar came and
faid , take Brajfolis , this fhield of blood .
Fix it on high within my hall , the armour
of my foe . Her foft heart beat againft her
fide . Distrafted , pale , ihc flew . She found
her youth in all his blood ; ihe died on
Cromlds heath . Here refts their duff , Cu -
chuSitt ; and thefe two lonely yews , fprung
from their tombs , with to meet on high . Fair
was Brajfolis on the plain , and Grubar on
the hill . The Bard fhall preferve their names,'
and repeat them to future times .

Pleafant is thy voice , O Carril , faid the
blue - eyed chief of Erin ; and lovely are the
words of other times . They are like the
calm ihower * of fpring , when the fun

C 2 looks

* Homer compares foft piercing words to
the fall of fnow .

S7SIC6 n iÇctiïetmv èsixcTct
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looks on the field , and the light cloud flics
over the hills . O ftrike the harp in praife
of my love , the lonely fun - beam of Dun -
fcaich . Strike the harp in the praife of Era -
géla * * , of her that I left in the Isle o iß /liß > the
fpoufe of Semo ’s fon . Deft thou raife thy
fair face from the rock , to find the fails of
Cuchullin ! — The fea is rolling fardiftant ,
and its white foam ihail deceive thee for my
fails . Retire for it is night , my love , and
the dark winds figh in thy hair . Retire to

the

But when he fpeaks , waht elocution flows I
Like the foft fleeces of defcendir. g fnows .

Po[ e .

Bragéla was the daughter of Sorgtlan ,
and the wife of CuthnUin . — CuehuUin . upon
the death ofArtho , fupreme King of Ireland *
paffed over into Ireland probably by Fingal ’e
order , to take upon him the adminiftration
of affair * in that Kingdom , during the minority
of Cornaac the fon of Art ho . He left his wife
Bragéla in Dunjcauh , the feat of the family .
in the Isle of Sky , where the remains of
his palace is ftill fhewn ; and a ftone , to
which he bound his dog Luath , goes ftill by
his name .
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the halls of my feafts , and think of the times
that are paft : for I will not return , till the ftorm
of war is ccafed . O Cannai , fpeak of wars
and arms , and fend her from my mind , for
lovely with her raven - hair is the white - bo -

j

fomed daughter of Sorglan .

Connal , flow to fpeak , replied : Guard
againft the race of Ocean . Send thy troop
of nigth abroad , and watch the ftrength of
Swarnn . — Cuchullin ! I am for peace , till
the race of the defart come ; till Fingal
comes , the firft of men , and beam , like the
fun , on our fields . —

The hero (truck the iliield of his alarms
— the warriors ofthe night moved on . The
reft lay in the heath of the deer ., and dept
amidft the dufky wind , — The ghofts *

C 3 of

“ It was long the opinion ofthe ancient

Scots , that a ghoft was heard fhrieking near

the place , wer « a death was to happen toon
after . The accounts given to this day , among

the vulgar , of this extraordinary matter , ary
very poetical . The ghoft comes mounted on
' meteor ,



of the latfely dead ■were near , and foram on
gloomy clouds . And far diftant , in thedark
filence oí Lena t the feeble voices of death
■were heard .

meteor , and furound * twice or thrice the
place deftinedfor the perfontodie ; ’ and then
goes along the road , through which the
funeral is to paff , fhrieking at intervals ; at
laft the meteor and the ghoft difappear above
the burial place .

F I N -
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BOOK II .

Argument .

The ghb ft cfCrugal , one of the Iri fh heroes
who was killed in battle , appearing to Connais

joreteh the defeat of Cuchullin in the next batt¬

le ; and eamtfily advifes him to make peace with

Swaran . Connal communicates the vflon ; but

Cuchullin is inflexible ; from a principle of ho¬
nour he would not be the firft to fut for peace ,
and he refolved to continue the war . Morning

comes ; Swaran propojes dishonorable terms to
Cuchullin , which are rejected . The battle be¬
gins « and is obfiinately fought for fume time ,

unlit upon the flight of Grumal , the whole ,
Irijh army gave way . Cuchullin and Connal
cover their retreat : Carril leads them to 0

neighbouring hill , whither they are foon followed
by Cuchullin himfelf , who dejerits the fleet of
F ingal making towards the coaft ; but , night
coming on , he loft fight of it again . Cuchullin ,

deje & ei after his defeat , attributes his ill fue¬
seis to the death of Ferda his friend , whom he

had killed fome time before . Carril , to fhew ,

that ill fuceefs did not always attend thofe , who

innocently killed their friends , introduces the
epifode of Comal and Galvina ,

C " 4
Con
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annal * lay by the found of the moun¬

tain ftreain , beneath the aged tree . A

* The feene pf Cormal ’s repofe is familiar
to thofe who hare been in the Highlands of
Scotland . The poet removes him to a di -
ttance from the army , to add more horror
to the defeription of Crugal ’s ghoft by the
lonelinefs of the place . It 'perhaps will n ,ot
be disagreeable to the reader , to fee how
two other ancient poets handled a fimiliar
fubjeft .

HâSî ) ezi TlciTÇoy. Àr.cs osiKcic
JIuvt ' Otar® iph / iScs re xgj epara y. n ’r

Horn . II . 23 .
When lo ! the fhade , , before his doling

eyes ,
Of fad Patroclus rofe or feem ’d to rife ,
In the fame robe he living wore , he came
In ftature , voice , and pleafing look the fame .
The form familiar hover ’d o ’ er his head ,
And fleeps Achilles thus ? the phantom faid .

Pope .
Ia fomni « ecce ante oculos moeftiflimus

Heftor
Vifus adefie mihi , largosque effundere fletus ,
Kaptatus bigis , ut quondam , aterque cruento
Pulvere , perque pedes trajeftus lora tumentes
Hei mihi qualis erat ? quantum mutatus abiilo

ftone .

slxvlco

K ut <povr , Vi & c .



ftone . trith its mois , fupportcdhSshead , Shrill

tliro ’ the heath of Lena , he heard the voice

r . f night . At diftance from the heroes he

lay , for the fon of the fword feared no foe ,

C 5 My

Heftore , qui redit exaviis indutus Achillis
, Vel Danaum Phrygios jaculatus puppibus

ignes ;
¿'quallentem barbam & concretos iangnine

crines ,
Vulneraque illa gerens , quae circum pluri¬

ma muros
Accepit patrios .

Aen , Lib . ? .
When Hsñor ’s ghoft before my light appe¬

ars :
A bloody fhroud he feem ’ d , and bath ’d in

tears ,
Snch as he was , when , by Pelides flain .
Theffalian courfers drag ’d him o ’ verthe plain ,
Swoln were hi * feet , as when the tongs

were tliruft
Through the bor ’ d holes , - his body black

with dult .
Unlike that Heftor , who return * i from toil ?
Of Wi*r triumphant , in Aeacian ( polls :
Or him , who made the fainting Greeks retire .
And launch ’d againft their uavy Phrygian

fire
His hair and beard flood ftiffen ’d with his gore .
And all the Wouud » he for his country bore .

Drvden .
*
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My hero faw in his reft a dark , red
ftrcam of fire coming down from the hili ^
Crngal fat upon the beam , a chief that ia -
te !y fell . He fell by the hand of Swaratr ,
driving in the battle of heroes . His face
is like the beam of the fetting moon ; his
robes are of the clouds of the hill ; his

eyes are like two decaying flames . Dark is
the wound of his breaft ,

Crngal , faid the mighty Connal , fon
of Dtdgal famed on the hill of deer . Why
fo pale and fad , thou breaker of the fhields ?
Thou haft never been pale for fear . — What
difturbs the fon of the hill ? ■

Dim , and in tears , he flood and ftret -
ched his pale hand over the hero , — Faint¬
ly raifed his feeble voice , like the gale of
the reedy Lego .

My ghoft , o Connal f is on my native
hills ; but my corfe is on the fands of £/ /// » .
Thou fhalt never talk with Crugctl , or find

» his



his lone fteps in the heath , I am light as
the blaft of Cromla > and I move like the
fhadow of mift . Connal , fon of Colgar '*,
I fee the dark cloud of death : it hovers over

the plain of Lena . The fons of green E -
rin fhall fall . Remove from the field of ghofts .
— Like the darkened moon * he retired in
the midft of the whiffling blaft .

Stay , faid - the mighty Connal , my
dark - red friend . Lay by that beam of
heaven , fon of the windy Cromla . What
cave of the hill is thy lonely houfc ! What
green - headed hill i« the place of thy reft !
Shall we not hear thee in the ftorm ? in the

noife

Connal the fon of Caithbat , the friend of
CuthulKn is fometime * , as here called the
fon of Colgar ; from one of that name who
was the founder of his family .

* WvXV Ss xotrct % Bovos , rjVTs rentals
Sl % tT0 TSTQiyvl» .

Horn . II . 23 . V. 100 .
Like a thin fmoke he fee * the fpiritfly ,
And hears a feeble , lementable cry .

Pope .
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noife of the mountain - ftream ? When the
feeble ions of the wind come forth , and
ride on the blaft of the defart .

The foft • voiced Connal rofe in the

midft of his founding arm * . He flruck his
ihield above CuchuUin , The fon of battle
waked ,

Why , faid the ruler of the car , comes
Connal through the night ? My fpear might

turn againft the found ? and Cuchuílin mourn
the death of his friend . Speak , Connal ,
fon of Colgar , fpcak , thy counfei is like
the fon of heaven .

SonofÄHio , replied the chief ; the
ghoff of Crugal came trom the cave of his
hill . l — The ftars dim . twinkled through his
form ; and his- voice was like the found of

a diftant fiream . — He is a meffenger of
death . —- He fpeaks of the dark and narrow
houfe . Sue for peace , o Chief of Dunf -
catch ; or fly over the heath of Lena ,

He
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He fpoke to Connal , replied the hero
though liars dim - twinkled through his form .
Son o ! Colgar , it -«' as the wind that mur¬
mured in the caves cf Lena . — Or if it

was the form * of Crugal , why didft thou
not force him to my fight . Haft thou en¬
quired where is his cave ? The houfe of the
fon of the wind ? My fword might find that
voice , and force his knowledge from him .
Arid fmall is his knowledge , Comal , for
he ¡was here to day . He could not have
gone beyond our hills , and who could tell
him there of our death !

Ghofts fly on clouds and ride on
winds , faid Connal’s voice of wisdom . They

reft

* The poet teaches us the opinions that
prevailed in his time concerning the ftate of
ieoarate fouls . From Connal ’s exprefiion ,
„ That the ftars dim - twinkled through the
form of Crugal , , , and Cuchullin ’s reply , we
may gather , that they both thought thefeui
was material , fomething iik « the guJaAe »
the ancient Greeks ,
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reft together in their caves , and talk of
mortal men .

Then let them talk of mortal men ; of
every man but Erin ’s chief. Let me be
iorgot in their cave ; for I will not fly from
S war an . — If I inuft fall , my tomb fhall rife
amidft the fame of future times . The hunter

fl ail fned a tear on my ftone ; and forrow
dwell round the high - bofomed Bragèla . I
fear not death , but I fear to fly , for Fin -
gal faw me often viflorious . Thou dim
phantom of "the hill íhew thyfelf to me ! co¬
me on thy beam of heaven , and ihew me
my death in thine hand , yet will I not fly ,
thou feeble fon of the wind . Go , fon of
Colgar , ftrike the fhield of Caithbat , it

hangs between the fpears . Let my heroes
rife to the founds in the midft of the batt¬
les of Erin . Though Fingal delays his
coming with the race of the ftormy hills ;
we fhall fight , Q >/gar7 ion , and die in
the battle of heroes .

The
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The found fpreads wide ; the heroes

rife , like the breaking of ablue - rolling

wave . They flood on the heath , like oaks

with all their branches round them * ; when

they eccho to the ftream of froft , and their

withered leaves ruftie to the wind .

High Cr omitís head of clouds is gray ;

the morning trembles on the half - enlight¬

ened ocean . The blue , gray mill fwims

flowly by , and hides the fons of Innis - fail .

Rife ye , faid the King of the dark -

brown ihields , ye that carre from Lochlins

waves . The fons of Erin have fled from

our arms — purfue them over the plains

of Lena . — And , Moría , goto Cormac ' s

hall , and bid them yield to Swaran ; before

the people fhall fall into the tomb , and the

hills

° — As when heaven ’s fire
Hath fcath ' d the foreft oaks , or mountain

pines
With finged tops , their ftately growth tho ’

bare
Stand on the blafled heath .

Milton .



hüls of Üllin be filent . — They rofe like
a flock of feafowl , when the waves expel
them from the thore . Their found was like
a thoufand ftreams , that meet in Conar
vale , when after a ftormy night they turn
their dark eddies beneath the pale light of
the morning . —

As the dark (hades of autumn , fly over
the hills of grafs ; fo gloomy , dark , fuc «
ceillve came the chiefs of Lochlin ’s ecchoing
woods . Tall as the ftag of Morven moved
on the King of groves . His ihining (Held
is on his fide like a flame on the heath at
night , when the world is filent and dark ,
and the traveller fees fome ghoft fporting
in the beam .

A blaft from the troubled ocean re¬
moved the fettled mift , The fons of In -
nis -fail appear like a ridge of rocks on the
ihorc .

Go , Moría , go , faid Loch ¡in ' s King ,
and offer peace to thefe . Offer the terms ,



we give to Kings , when nations bow be¬
fore us . When the valiant are dead in
war , and the virginsweeping on the field .

Great Moría came , the fon of Swart ,
and ftately ftrode the King of (hields . He
fpoke to Erin ’s blue - eyed fon , among
the leffer heroes .

Take Suiaran ’s peace , the warrior
fpoke , the peace he gives to Kings , when
the nations bow before him . Leave Ullin 's

lovely plains to us , and give thy fpoufe
and dog .

Thy fpoufe high - boiom ’d , heaving
fair . Thy dog that overtakes the wind *
Give thefe to prove the weaknefs of tli . ne
arm , and live beneath our power .

Tell Swaran , tell that heart of pride,
that Cuchullin never yields . — I give him
the dark - blue rolling of ocean , or give
his people graves in Erin ! Never lliall a

D ftran -
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ftranger have the lovely fun - beam of Dunr-
catch ', nor ever deer fly on Lochlin ’s hills
before the nimble footed Lu 'dth .

Vain ruler of the car , faid Moría ,
wilt thou fight the King ; that King whofe
Ihips of many groves could carry off thine
lile ? So little is thy green ■ hilled Uilin to
the King of ftormy waves .

In words I yield to many , Moría ;
but this fword ihall yield to none . Erin
ihall own the fway of Cormae , while Con¬
fiai and Cuchullin live . O Connal , firft of
mighty men , thou haft heard the words
of Moría ; fhall thy thought then be of
peace , thou breaker of the ihields ? Spi¬
rit of fallen Crugall why didft thou threa¬
ten us with death ? The narrow houfefhall
receive mein the midft of the light of renown .
— Exalt , ye fons of Innii - fail , exalt the
fpear and bend the bow ; rufh on the foe in
darknefs , as the fpirits of ftormy nights .

Then

S
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Then dismal , roaring , fierce , and

deep the gloom of battle roiled along ; as

mi ft * that is poured on the valley , when

florms invade the filent fun » iliineof heaven .

The chief moves before in arms , like an

angry ghoft before a cloud , when meteors

inclofe him with fire , and the dark winds

are in his hands . — Carril , . far on the

heath , bids the horn of battle found . He

raifes the voice of the fon g , and pours his

foul into the minds of heroe ».

Where , faid the mouth of the fong ,

where is the fallen Crugall He lies forgot

on earth , and the hall of fhells * * is filent ,
D 3 Sad

* — As evening mitt
Rif ’n from a river over the marifh glides .
And gathers ground faft at the labiror ’s

heel
Homeward returning .

Milton ,
* The ancient Scots , as well as the pre -

fent Highlanders , drunk in fhells , hence it
is
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Sadis the fpoufe of Crugal , for ihe is a
ftr ? nger * in the hall of her furrow . Eut
vho is ihe , that like a fun - beam , flies be¬
fore the ranks of the foe ? It is Degrena

lovely lair , the fpoufe of fallen C ^ tf -

gal . Her hair is on the wind behind , Her

eye is red ; her voice is thriil . Green , emp .

ty is thy frugal no ^ , his form is in the
cave of the hill . He comes to the ear of
reft , and raifes his feeble voice ; like the
humming ot the mountain * bee , or collec * '
ted flies of evening * But Degrma falls li¬
ke a cloud of the morn ; thefword of Loch *

tin is in her fide , Cairbar , the riling

thought of thy youth . She is fallen , o Cair -

bar , the thought of thy youth , ful hours
Fier - -

it that we fo often meet , in the old poe¬
try , with the thief uf the fhells , and the
balls tf the f hells .

* Crugil had married Degrena but a little
time before the battle , confequently fhe may
be called a ftranger in the hall of her forrow .

Deo - ghrena lignifies a fun - beam .
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Fierce Ciirbar heard the mournful

found , and ruthed on like ocean ' s whale ;
hefaw the death of his daughter ; and roar¬
ed in the midft of thousands * . His fpear
met a ion of Loehlin , and battle fpread
from wing to wing . As a hundred winds
in Loehlin s groves , as fire in the firs of
a hundred hills ; fo loud , fo ruinous and
vaft the ranks of men are hewn down . —*

Cuchullin cut oft heroes like thiftles , and

Stcaran wafted Erin . Ci ' rach fell by his

hand , and Qtirbar of theboffy icid . Mor -

glm lies in lading reft ; and Ca old quivers
as he dies . His white breaft is ftained with
his blood ; and his yellow hair ftretchcd in
the duft of his native land . He often had
fpread the feaft where he fell ; and often
raifed the voice of the harp : when his <
dogs leapt around for joy ; and thç youths
of the chace prepared the bow ,

D 3 Still

* roediisque in anilibus ardet .
Virg .
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Still Swaran advanced , as a ftream

that burfls from the defart . The little hills

are rolled in its courfe ; and the rocks half¬

funk by its fide . But Cuchulliu flood befo¬

re him like a hill * that catches the clouds' I

of

® Virgil and Milton have made ufe of a
comparifon fimiliar to th ŝ ; I fhall lav both
before the reader anb lethim judge for him -
felf , which of thefe two great poets have
beft fucceeded .

Qtiantus Athos , aut quantus Eryx , ant ipfe
corufcis

Cum fremit ilicibus , quantus gauchi que
nivali

Vertice fe attollens pater Apptninus ad auras .
Virg .

Like Eryx or like Athos great he fhews ,
Or father Appenine when white with

fnows ;
His head divine obfeur ’d in clouds he hides ,
Andfhakesthe founding foreit on hisfides .

Dryden .
On th ’ other fide Satan alarm ’d
Collefting all his might , dilated flood
Like Teneriff or Atlas unremov ’d ;
His flature reach ’d the fky .

Milton .
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of heaven — The winds contend on its head
of pines ; and the hail rattles on its
rocks . But , firm in its llrength , it Hands
and ihades the filent vale of Corn .

So Cudmllin fhaded the fons of Erin ]
and Hood in the midfts of thousands . Blood
rifes like the fount of a rock , from pan¬
ting heroes around him . But Erin falls on
either wing , like fnow in the day of the
fun .

O fons of limit -fail , faid Grumal ,
Lochlin conquers on the field . Why drive
we as reeds againfl : the wind ? Fly to the
hill of darkbrown hinds . He fled like the
ftag of Morven , and his fpear is a trem¬
bling beam of light behind him . Few fled
with Grumal y the chief of the little foul :
they fell in the battle of heroes on Lena ’s
ecchoing heath .
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High on his car , of many gems , the
chief of Erin flood ; he few a mighty fon
of Lochlin , and fpoke , in hafte , to Con¬
naît O Connal y firft of mortal men , thou
haft taught this arm of death ! Though
Erin ’s fons have fled , fl ail we not fight
the foe ? O Carril fon of other timet , car¬
ry my living friends to that buihy hill . —
Here , Connal , let us (land like rocks , and
fave our flying friends .

Connal mounts the car of light . They
ftretch their ibields like the darkened moon ,
the daughter of the ftarry fkies , when fhe
moves , a dun circle , through heaven .
Sithfadda panted up the hill , and Dusron -
nal haughty fteed . Like waves behind a
whale , behind them rallied the foe .

Now on the rifing fide of Cromla flood
Erin ’s few fad fons , like a grove , through
which fhe flame had rufhed , hurried on by
the winds of the ftormy night . — Cuchullin

,flood
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flood befidc an oak . He rolled his red eye
infilence , and heard the wind in hisbuihy
hair ; when , the fcout of ocean came , Mo¬
ran the fon of Fithil . — The iliips he cried ,
the iliips of the lonely ifle ! There
Fingal comes , the firit of men , the brea¬
ker of the ibiclds ’ The waves foam hefo -

re his black prows . His mails with fail *
are like groves in clotids . Blow , faid Cm -
ehullin , all ye winds that ruih over my ifle
of lovely milt . Come to the death of thou *
fands , o chief of the hills of hinds . Thy
fails , my frier; J , are to me Hke the clouds
of the morning , and thy fhips like the light
of heaven > and thou thyfelf like a pillar
of fire that gives light in the night . O
Connal , firil of men , how pleafantare our
friends ! But the night is gathering around ;
where now arc the iliips of Fingal ? He¬
re let us pafs the hours of darknefs , and
wiib for the moon of heaven .

The
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The winds came down on the "«roods .

The torrents rufi/i’ed FrQm the rocks . Rain
gathered round the head of Crotr. la . And
the red flars trembled between the flying'
clouds . Sad , by the fide of a ftream , who -
fe found was ecchoed by a tree , fad by
the fide of a ftream the chief of Erin fat .
Connal fon of Colgar was there , and Car -
ril of other times .

Unhappy is the hand of Cuchullin t faid
the fon of Setr. o , unhappy is the hand of
Cuchullin , fince he flew his friend . —
Ftrda thou fon of Damrnan , I loved thee
as myielf.

How , Cuchullin , fon o F Sento , fell the
breaker of the ihields ? Well I remember ,
faid Connaît the noble fon of Damrnan -
Tall and fair he was like the rain - bow of
the h.iih.

Ftr -
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Fer da from Albion came the chief of

a hundred hilis . In Muri ’s hall he learned
thefword , and won the friendihip of Ck-
chullin . We moved to the chace together ;
and one was our bed in the heath .

Deugala was the fpoufe of C airbar ,
chief of Ullin , She was covered with the
light of beauty , but her heart was thehou -
fe of pride . She loved that fun - beam of
youth , the noble fon of Dùmman , C air-
bar , faid the white , armed woman give
me half of the herd . No more I will re¬
main in your halls , Divide the herd dark
Cairbar .

Let Cuchullin , faid Cairbar , divide
my herd on the hill . His breaft is the
feat of jufticc . Depart , thou light of beau¬
ty . — I went and divided the herd . One
fnow * white bull remained . I gave that
bull to Cairbar , The wrath of Deuga¬
la rofe .

Sorç
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Snn of Damman , begun the fair , Cu -

ehuUift pains my foul . I mu ft hear of his
death , or Lubafs ftream Avail roll over me .
My pale ghoft ihall wander near thee , and
mourn the wound of my pride . Pour out
the blood of Cuchullin , or pearce this heav¬
ing breaft ,

Deugala , faid the fair * haired youth ,

how fball I flay the fon of Stmo ? He is the
friend of my fecret thoughts , and fball I
lift the fword ? She wept three days before
him , on the fourth he eonfented to fight ,

I will fight my friend , Dmgála \ but
¡may I fall by his fword . Could I wander
on the hill and behold the grave of Cu ‘

chuüin ? We fought on the hills of Muri '

Our fwords avoid a wound . They
Aide on the helmets of fteel , aud found
en the flippery ihields . Deugala was

near
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near with a fmile , and faid to the fon of

Damman , thine arm is feeble , thou fun -

beam of youth . Thy years are not ftrong
for fteel . — Yield to the fon of Semo , he
is like the rock ot Malmor .

The tear is in the eye of youth . He
faultering faid to me , Cuclwlltn , raifc thy
bofiy fliield . Defend thee from the hand
of thy friend . My foul is laden with grief :
for I muft flay the chief of men .

I fighed as the wind in the chink of a
rock , I lifted high the edge of my fteel .
The fun - beam of the battle fell ; the firft of
Cuchullins friends . —

Unhappy is the hand of Cuchullin , fin *
ce the hero fell .

Mournfull is thy tale ', fon of the car ,
faid Carril of other times . It fends ' my
foul back to the ages of old , and to the
days of other years . •— Often have 1 heard

o
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of Comal , who (lew the friend he loved ;
yet viäory attended his flee ! ; and the battle
was confuted in his prefence .

Comal was a fon of Albion , the chief
of an hundred hills . His deer drunk of a
thoufanddreams . A thoufand rocksreplied
to the voice of his dogs . His face was the
mildnefs of youth . His hand the death of
heroes . One was his love , and fair was
fhe ! the daughter of mighty Conloch . She
appeared like a fun - beam among women .
And her hair was like the wing of the ra¬
ven . Her dogs were taught to the chace .
Her bow * ftring founded on the winds of
the foreft . Her foul was fixed on Comal .
Often met their eyes of love . Their courfe
in the chace was oneand happy were their
words in fecret . — But Grumal loved

the maid , the dark chief of the gloomy
Ardven . He watched her lone fteps in the
heath ; the foe of unhappy Comal,

One
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One day , tired of íhe chace , when
mift had concealed their friends , Comal
and the daughter of Cunloch met in the cave
of Ronan * . it was the wonted haunt of

Comal . Its fi les were hung with his arms .
A hundred ihidds of thongs were there ; a
hundred helms of founding fteeh

Reft here , he faid , my love Galvina ;
thou light of the cave of Ronan , A deer ap¬
pears on Mora ' s brow , 1 go ; but 1 will

foon

* The unfortunate death of this Rnnan is
the lubjf ct of the nineth fragment of ancient
poetry publifhed laftyear ; it is not the work
of Oflian , though it is writ in his manner ,
and bears the genuine marks of Antiquity .
— The conci fe expreffions of Oflian are imi¬
tated , but the thoughts are too jejune and
confined , to be the prodnftion of that poet
— Many poems go under his name , that have
been evidently compofed lince hi * time ; theyr
are very numerous in Ireland , and fom * have
come to the translator ’s hands . They are
trivial and dull to the laft degree ; fwelling
into ridiculous bombaft , or finking into the
loweft kind of profaic ftyle .
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foon return * I fear fne faid dark Gormal

my foe , lie haunts »he cave oí Ronan . I
will reft among the arms , but foon return ,
my love .

He went to the deer oí Mora . The
daugther of Conloch would try his love . She
cloathed her white fidcs with his armour ,
and ftrode from the cave of Ronan , He
thought it was his foe . His heart beat high .
His colour changed , and darknefs dimmed
his eyes . He drew the bow . ,The arrow flew.
Galvina fell in blood . He run with wildnefs
in his fteps and called the daughter Conloch
No anfwer in the [lonely rock . Where art
thou o my love ! He faw at length , her hea¬
ving heart beating around the featherd dart .
O Conloch ’s daughter is it thou ? He funk
upon her breaft .

The
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The hunters found the hajdefs pair ; he
afterwards walked the hill . But many and
filent were his .flips roiind the dark dwelling
of his love . The fleet ô.[ the ocean came .
He fought ; the grangers fled . He fear -
ched for his death over the field . But

who could kill the migHfy Comal ! He
threw away his dark - brown Ihield , An
arrow found hiS manly bfeaft . He deeps
with his loved Gzlvina at the . noife of the
founding forge . Their green tombs are
feen by the mariner , when he bounds on
the waves of the north .

tl
i .

E F I N -



AN «>ANCíENT epic poem .

BOOK III.

3 .

Argument .

C uchullin , plea fed with the fiory of Carril ,
infifis with that bard for more of hit fangs . He
relates thea & ions ofFingalin Lochlin , and the
death of /¡ganieca the beautiful filler of Swaran .
He had fcaree finifhed when Calmer the fon of '
Matha , who had edvied the firfi battle came
wounded from the field , and told . hem of Swaran ' s
dtfign to jurprife the remains of the Irifh army .
He himfelf propofes to withftand fingly the whole
force of the enemy , in a narow pafs , till the
Jr iß ßould make good their retreat . Cuchullin ,
touched w th the gallant propofal of Calmar ,
refolves to accompany him and orders Carril to
carry of the few that remained of th • Ir fb . Mor .
ning comes . Calmar dies of hit wounds ; and ,
th ; ¡hips of the Cale inni ans tpteirtng Swaran
gives ever the purfait of the Info and returns
to oppofe Fingils landing - Cuchutl n aß am d ,
after his defeat to app • rb » ore F ngal retires
to tin cave of Tura . Ftngal engages the enemy ,

puts



puts them to fight ; but the coming on of night
makes the vitlcry not decifive . The King who

had ob / ervèd the gallant behaviour of his grand foil
Ofcar , gtves him advices concerning his conduit
in peace and war . He recommends to him , to

place the example of his fathers befo * t his eyes f
as the be ft model for his conduit ; which introduces

the i pifo de concerning Fanafollis , the daughter

of the King of Craca whom Fittgal had taken
under his protection , in his youth . Filian and

Oicar are difpatched 1 to obfervt the motions of
the enemy by night ; Gaul the fon of Morni de¬

fines the command of the army , in the next battle ;

which Ftngal fromi fes to give him . Some gene¬
ral reflections of the 'poet clofe the third day ,
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( The fécond night lince the opening
of the poem continues ; and CuchuHin , Con -
na ! , and Carril ftill fit in the place defcribed
in the preceding book . The ftorv of Agan -
decca it introduced herewith propriety , as
great uféis made of it in the courfe of the
poem , and as it , in fame mcafure , brings
about the cataftrophe . )

Pleafant are 'the words of the fongs , faid
Cuchullin , and lovely are the tales of other
times . They are like the calm dew ofthemorn *
jng on the hill of roes , when the fun is faint
on its fides , and the lake is fettled and blue
jn the vale . O Carril , raife again thy voice ,
and let me hear the fong of Tura ; which
■vas fung in my halls of joy , when Fingal
King of ihields was there , and glowed at the
deeds of his fathers .

Fingal ! thou man of battle , faid Car¬
ril t early were thy deeds in arms , Lochlin

, was
' I .
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was con fumed in thy wrath , when thy
youth ftrove with the beauty of maids . They
imiled at the fair - blooming fare of the hero ;
but death was*in his hands . He was firong as
the watersof Lord , His followers were like

the roar of a thoufand ftreams . They tookthe
King oiLochlin in battle , butreftored him to
his (hips . His big heart fwclled with pride ; and
*he death of the youth was dark in his foul .
— Fornone ever , but Fingàl overcame the
flrengthoftiic mighty Storno * .

He fat in the hall of his f! ells In Lochlin ' s
woody land . He called the grey - haired
Snivotiy that often fung round the circle * of
Loda : when the ftone of power heard his
cry , and the battle turned in the field of the
Va liant .

E 1 Go ,
Starno was the father of Swaran ns well

as A ^ andecca . — Hs fierce and cruel cha¬
racter is well marked in other pot ms concern¬
ing the times .

* This paffuge moft certainly alltide « to the
religion of Lochlin ; * r A the ßom of pmvtr here

I, mentioned , is the image of one of the deities of
Si andanayia .
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Go , gray - haired Sniuan , Star no faid to
Ardvens fea furroundedrocks . Tell to Fingal
King of th ? deiart , he that is the fàireft among
his thoufand ? , tell him , Igive him my daugh¬
ter , the lov &lieft maid that ever heaved a
brea ft of fnow . Her arms arc white as the
foam of my waves . Her foul is generous
and mild . Let h m come with his braveft

heroes to the daughter of the fccret hall .

Snivan came to Albin ’x windy hills :
and fair - haired Fingal went . His kindled
foul ftew before him , as he bounded on the
waves of the north .

Welcome , faid the dark - brown Star -
no , welcome King of rocky Morven : and
ye his heroes of might , fons of the lonely
ifle -! Three days within try halls 11.all ye
feaft , and three days purfue my boars , that
your fame may reach the maid that dwells in
the fccret hall .

The
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The King of fnow * defigned their death
and gave the feaft of Ihells . Fingat , who
doubted the foe , kept on his arms of fteel ,
The fong * of death were afraid , and fled
from the eyes of the hero . The voice of
fprightly mirth arofe . The trembling harps
of joy are ftrung , Bards fing the battle of
heroes , or the heaving breaftof love . Ul -
tin , Fingat ’s bard , was there ; the fwcet
voice of the hill of Conn . He praifed the
daughter of fnow ; and Morven 's * * high -
defjcended chief . — The daughter of fnow
over - heard , and leftjthe hall of her fecret
figh . She came in all her beauty , like the
moon from the cloud of the eaft . — Lo -
velinefs was around her as light . Her fleps
were like the mufic of fongs . She fsw the

E 4 youth

* Starno is here poetically called the K !ng
of fnow , from the great quantities of fnow
that fall in his dominions .

* • All the North - weft coaft of Scotland

probably went of old under the name of Mor »
ven , wuicij lignifias a ridge of very high
hills .

Til
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youth and loved him . He was the ftolenfigh
of her- fou ! . Her blue eye rolled on him in
fccret : and fire bleft the chief of Morven .

The third day , with all its beams , ihone
bright on the wood of boars . Forth moved
the dark - browed Starno -, and Fingal , King
of ihields . Half the day they fpcnt in the
chace ; aud the fpear of _Fi «ga / was red in the
blood of Gormal *

It was then the daughter of Storno , with
blue eyes rolling in tears , came with her
voice of love and fpoke to the King of
Morve n .

Fingal y high - defeended chief , truft

not Starno ’s heart of pride . Within that
wood he has placed his chiefs $ beware of the
wood of death . But , remember , fon of the hill ,
remember Aganitcca -. fave me from the
wrath of my father , King of the windy
Mor Vml

The

■* Gormal is the name of a hill in Lochlin ,
in the neighbourhood of Stirno ’ s palace .



The youth , with unconcern , went on ;
his heroes hy his fide . The fongs of death
fell by his hand ; andGormalecchoedaround .

Before the halls of Starno the fon ^ s of
the chace convened . The King ’ s dark brows
were like clouds . His eyes like meteors of
night . Bring hither , he cries , Jgandecca
to her lovely King of Morvsn . His hand is
ftained with the blood of my people : and
her words have not been in vain . —

She came with the red eye of tears . She
came with loofc raven locks . Her white
bread heaved with fighs like the foam of the
dreamy Lubar . Starno pierced her fide with
ficel . She fdi like a wreath of fnow , that
Hides from the rock of Ronan -, when the
woods are dill and the eccfao deepens in the
vale .

Then Ftngal eyed -his valiant chiefs ,
his valiant chiefs took arm «. The gloom of
the battle roared , and Lochtin fied or died .
— Pale , in hi6 bounding fhip he clofed the

E 5 maid



maid of the raven hair . Her tomb afeenefs on

A )' d :>en i and the lea ruars round the dark

dwelling of Ag & r. deccn ,

Blcfled be her fou ! faid C uchuliin , and

bleifed be the mouth of the fong . — Strong

was the youth of Fingal , and ftrong . is

his arm of age . Lochlin ihall fall again be¬

fore the King of ecchoing Morve » . Shew

thy face ; from a cloud , o moon ; light his

white fails on the wave of the night . And if

any ftrong fpirit * of heaven fits on that

lowhung cloud , turn his dark ( hips from the

rock , thou rider of the ftorm !

Such were the words of Cuchullin

at the found of the mountain * fixeam , when

Caí » arafccndedthe hill , the wounded fon of

Ma -

* This is the only pafTageiii the poem that

has the appearance of religión . — But Cu •

rbuffin ' s apoftrohpoe to this fpirit is accom¬

panied with a doubt ; fo that it is not eafy to

determine , whether the hero meant a fuperior
being , or the ghoft * of dreeafed warriors ,

who were f . ppolVd in thofe times to rule the

ftc ' in « , and to transport themfelveg in a guff

of wind from one country to another .



Maiha . From the field he eameinhis blood .
He leaned on his bendirg fpear . Feeble is
the arm of battle ! but ftrong the foul of the
hero !

Welcome ! o fon of Matha , faid Com¬

iso / , welcome art thou to thy friends ! Why
burfts that broken figh from the breaft of
him that never feared before ?

And never , (onnal , ’«mil ! he fear , chief
of the pointed fteel . My foul brightens in
danger , and exults in the noife of battle . l
am of the race of fieel ; my fathers never
feared .

Cortnar was the firft of my race . He
fported through the (forms of the waves . His
black fkiflfbounded on the ocean and travelled
on the wings of the blaft . A fpirit once em¬
broiled the night Seas fwell and rocks re¬
found . Winds drive along the clouds . The
lightning flits on wings of fire . He feared
and came to land : then blufhed that he fea¬

red at all . He , ruihed again among the waves ,
to



to find the fon of the wind . Three youths
guide the bounding bark ; he flood with the
fword unfheathed . When the low - hung
vapour paffed , hetookftby the 'curlittg head ,
and fearched his dark womb with his ftecl .
The fon of the wind forfook the air , The
tnooB and liars returned .

Such was the boldnefs of my race ; and
Calmar is like his fathers . Danger flies from
the uplifted fword . They bell fuccecd who
dare .

But now , ye fons of green - vallyed
Erin , retire from Lena ’s bloody heath .
Colleâ the fad remnant of our friends , and
join the fword of Fíngal . I heard the found
ofZ pcMs ’j advancing arms ; but Calmar will
remain and fight . My voice ilia 11 by fuch ,
my friends , as if thoufands were hehind
me . But , fon of Semo , remember me .
Remember Calmars lifelefs corfe . After
Ftngal has wafted the field , place mebyfome
ftonc of remembrance , that future times may

hear



hear my fame ; and the mother * of Calmar
rejoice over the ftone of my renown .

i

No fon of Matha , faid Cuchullin , I
will nerer leave thee . My joy is on the une¬
qual field ; my foul increafes in danger . Can¬
nai ; and Cxrril of other times , carry oflf
the fad fons of Erin , and when the battle is
over , fcarch for our pale corfcs in this nar¬
row way . For near this oak we fl all ftand
in the ftream of the battle of thodfands . —
O Fithil ’s fon with feet of wind , fly over the
heath of Lena . Tell toFingal , that Erin is
inthrallcd , and bid the King of Morveh
haften . O let him come like the funinftorm ,
when he ibines on the hills of grafs .

Morning is gray on C romla ; the fons
of the fea afeend , .Calmar flood forth , to
meet them in the pride of his kindling foul .
But pale was the face of the warrior ; h #

leaned

* Aoletha , he »- lamentation over her fon
is introduced in the poem cone rning the
death of Cuchuilin , printed in the colletliun of
Oman ’s works .



leaned on his father ’s fpear . That fpcar
whieh he brought from Lara ’s hall , when
the foul of his mother was fad . — But flow-
ly now thehero falls like a tree on the plains
of Cona . Dark Cuchullin ftands alone like
a rock * in a fandy vale . The fea corner with
its waves , and roars on its hardened fides . Its
head is covered with foam , and the hills are
ecchoing around . — Now from the gray
mift of the ocean , the white failed ihips of

Fingal appear . High is the grove of their

mafts , as they nod , by turns , on the rol¬
ling wave ,

Swaran faw them from the hill , and re¬
turned from the fons of Erin . As ebbs the

re -

— — — rivTt Trérçy

fAsyotM , TtoXirji ¿ 'Acs eyyvs

èëuct , & c .

Horn . II , iç .

So i’om tall rock o ’erhangsthe horry main ,
By winds affaii ’ d , by billows beat in rain ,

Umnov ’d it hears , above , the feuipefte
blow ,

And fees the wttry nootmfains break
below .



refounding fea trough the hundred liles of

Intftort 'y fo loud fo vaft , fo imtnenfe retuf -

> ned the Tons of Lochlin againft the King of
the defert hill . But bending , weeping , fad
and flow , and dragging his long fpear be¬
hind , Cuchullin funk in C romta ' s wood , and
mourned his fallen friends . He feared the
face of Fingal , who was wont to greet him
fromthc fields of renown .

How many lie there of my heroes ! the
chiefs of Innis . faill they that were chearful
in the hall , when the found of the fhells
arofe . No more (hall I find their fteps in the
heath , or hear their voice in the chace of the
hinds . Pale , filent , low on bloody beds arc
they who were my friends ! O fpirits of the
lately deceafed , meet CuchulUn on his heath .
Converfe wi -h him on the wind , when the
ruffling tree of Turn ' s cave refounds . There ,
far remote , Ifhall lie unknown . No bard
ihall hear of me . No gray ftone fha ' l rife to
my renown . Mourn me with the death , o

Bragelal departed it my fame . Such



Such were the words of Cuchullin %
Nrhen he funk in the woods of Cromla .

Fingal tali in » his fliip , ftretche ^ his
bright lance before him . Terrible was the
gleam of the fteel : it was like the green me¬
teor of death , fetting in the heath of Mai- .
mor , when the traveller is alone , and the

broad moon is darkened in heaven ,
X•

The , battle is over , faid the King ; and
I behold the blood of my friends . Sad is the
heath of Lena ; and mournful the oaks of
Cromlax the hunters have fallen there in

their ftrenght ; and the fou of Semo is no
more . — Ryno and Filian , my fons , found
the horn of Fingal 's war . Afccnd that hill
on the fhore , and call the children of the
foe . Call them from the grave Lamdarg ,
the chief of other times , — Be your voice
like that of your father , when he enters the
battles of his ñrenght . I wait fofthe dark
mighty man ; I wait on Lena ’s fhore for S 'eoa -

ran , And fet him come with all his race ;
for



for ftrong in battle are the friends of the
dead .

Fair Ryno flew like lightning ; dark
Filian as the (hade of autumn . On Lenats

heath their voice is heard ; the fons of ocean
heard the horn of FingaVs war . As the roa¬
ring eddy of ocean returning from the King¬
dom of fnows ; fo ftrong , fo dark , fo hid¬
den came down the fons of Lochlin . The
King in their front appears in the dismal pri¬
de of his arm ' , Wrath burns in his dark-
brown face ; and his eyes roll in the fire of
his valour .

Fingal beheld the fon of Storno ; and

he remembered Agandecca . — For Swaran
with the tears of youth had mourned his
white - bofomed fifter . He fent Ullin of the
fongs , to bid him to the feaft of (hells . For
pleafant on Fingal 3s foul returned the re¬
membrance of the firft of his ioves ,

Ullin came with aged fteps , and fpo -
ke to Starno ’s fon . O thou dwelled afar ,

F fur-



furroundcd , like a rock , with thy waves,
come to the feaft of the K ng , and pafs the
day in reft . To morrow let us fight , o
Swar an y and break the ecchoing fhields .

To day , faid Starno ’s wrathful fon ,
we break the ecchoing iliields : to morrow
my feaft will be fpread J and Fingal lie on
earth .

And to morrow let his feaft be fpread ,
faid Fingal with a fmile ; for to - day , o my
fons , we fhall break the ecchoing {fields .
— Ojfian ftand thou near my arm , Gaul
lift thy terrible fword . Fergus bend thy
crooked yew . Throw , Filian , thy lance
through heaven , — Lift your fhields like
the darkened moon . Be your fpears the
meteors of death . Follow me in the path
of my fame ; and equal my deeds in battle .

As a hundred winds on Morven ; as
theftreamsofa hundred hills ; as clouds fly
fucceffive over heaven , or as the dark ocean
affaults the defert ; fo roaring , fo vaft , fo

ter *



terrible the armies mixed on Lena ’s ecchoing
heath . — The groan of the people fpread
over the hills ; it was like the thunder of
night , when the cloud burfts on C ona , and
a thoufand ghofts ihriek at once on thehol -
low wind .

Fingal ruihed on in his ftrength , ter¬
rible as the fpirit of Trenmor ; when , in a
whirlwind , be comes to Morven , to fee
the children of his pride . The oaks re¬
found on their hills , and the rocks fall down
before him . — Bloody was the hand of
my father , when he whirled the lightning of
& is fword . He remembers the battles of his
youth , and the field is wafted in his 'courfc ,

Ryno went on like a pillar of fire . —
Dark is the brow of Caul . Fergus rufhed
forward with feet of wind ; and Filian like

the mift of the hill . Myfelf .* ) , like a rock ,
F a came

* ) Here the poet celebrates his own allions ,
but he does it in fiich a manner that we are
not displeafed . The mention of the great
aftiens of his youth immediately fuggefts to

him
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came 'down , I exfulted in the ftrength oí
the King . Many were the deaths of my arm ,
and dimal was the gleam of my fword . My
eyes were not clofed in darknefs : nor failed
nay feet in the race .

Who can relate ths deaths of the people,
or the deeds of mighty heroes ; when Fingal,
burning in his wrath , confumed the fons of
Loehlin ! Groansfwelled on groans fromjiill
to hill , till night had covered all . Paie , ita -
ri g | iike a herd of deçr , the fons of Loch-
tin convene on Lena .

We fat and heard the fprightly har ]̂

at Lubar ' f gentle ftream . Fingat himfetf
was next to the foe , and liftened to the tales
of bards . His godlike race were in the
fong , the chiefs of other times . Attentive ,
leaning on his fhield , the King of Morven
fat . The wind whittled through his ag ’ d

locks ,

h :m the he ' plefs iituation ofhis age . We do
not difpif-.'- tnm for felfifh praife , but feel his
misfortunes .
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locks , and his thoughts a *-e of the days of
other years . Near him on his bendi g fpear ,
my young , my lovely Ofcar flood . He
ed nired the King of Morveni and his avi¬
ons were fweMiog in his foul .

Son of my fon , begun the King , o
Ofcar , pride of youth , I faw the ining of
thy fword , and gloried in my race . Pur¬
sue the glory of our fathers , and be what
they have been ; when T^ enn ^ r lived , the
firflofmen and Tratha ! the father of heroes *

They fought the battle in their -youth , and
are the fong of bards . — O Ofcar ! bend
the ftrong in arms : but fpare the feeble
hand . Be thou a ftream of manv tides

againft the foes of thy people ; but like the
gale that moves the grafs , to thofe who afk
thine aid . — So Trennwr lived ; fuch Tra -
thal was , and fuch has Fingat been . My
arm was the fupport of the injured , and
the weak refted behind the lightning of my
fteel ,

F 3 ' Of-



Ofcarl I was young like thee , when lovely fit
Fainafollis came that fun - beam ! that mild irt '
light of love ! the daughter of Craca ' s * ) fiji
King ! I then returned from Conn ’s heath , ¡ovt
and few were in my train . A white - fai - (¡¡hi
led boat appeared far off ; we faw it like a
miff that rode cn ocean ’s blafh It foon apt
approached : we faw the fair . Her white tm
breaft heaved with fighs . The wind was |jg¡
in her loofe dark hair ; her rofy cheek had p
tears . — Daughter of beauty , calmTfaid ,

what figh is >n that breail ? Can I young ^
as I am defend thee , daughter of the fea ?
my fword is rot unmatched in war , but
dauntlefs is my heart . W

«i

To thee I fly , with fighs {he replied ,
0 chief of mighty men ! To thee I fly ,
chief of fhells , fupporter of the feeble hand ! j?

The 'f
1

* ) What the Craca here mentioned was , is
not , at this dißance of time , eafy to deter¬
mine . The moft probable opinion is , that |
it was one of the Shetland ifles . — There
is a ftory concerning a daughter of the King li

1 of Craca in the fixth book .
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The King of Craca ' s ecchoing ifle owned
me the fun - beam of his ra . e . And often
did the hills of Cromta reply to the iighs of
love for the unhappy Faimfollis . Sora ’s chief
beheld my fair ; and loved the daughter of
C raca . His fword is like a beam of light
upon the warrior ’s fide . But dark is his
brow , and tempefts are in his foul . I Ihun
him on , the rolling fea ; but Sara ' s chief
purfues .

Reft thou , I faid , behind my ibieldj
reft in peace , thou beam of light ! The
gloomy chief of Sara will fly , if Fingal ’s
arm is like his ' foul . In fome lone cave I

might conceal thee daughter of the fea !
But Fingat never flies ; for where the dan¬
ger threatens , I rejoice in the ftorrn§ of
fpears . — I faw the fears upon her cheek ,
I pitied Craca ' s fair .

Now like a dreadful wave afar , appear
red the ihip of ftormy Borbar . His mafts
high « bended over the fea behind their fiieets

F 4 of
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of fnow . White roll the waters on

either fide . The ftrength of ocean founds .
Come thou , J laid , from the roar of ocean
thou rider of the florin , Partake the feaft
within my hail , it is the houfe offtrangers .
— The maid flood trembling by my fide ;
he drew the bow : He fell . Unerring is
thy hand , I faid but feeble was the loe . —
We fought , nor weak was the flrife of de¬
ath : He funk beneath my fword - We
laid them in two tombs of flones » the un¬

happy children of youth .

Such have Í been in my youth , o Op¬
tar ; be thou ¡ike the age of Fingal - Ne¬
ver feek the battle , nor fliun it when it
comes . — Filian and Qfcar of the dark,
brown hair ; ye children of the race ; fly
over thehesth of roaring winds ; and view
the fons of Lochlin . Far off I hear thenoi -
fe of their fear , like ftorms of ecchoing Co -
« fl . Got that they may not fly my fword
along the waves of ihe north . — For ma¬
ny chiefs of Erin 's race lie here on the



dark bed of death . The " children of the

ftorm are low ; the fonsof ccchoing Cromta•

The heroes flew like two dark clouds ;

two dark clouds that are the chariots of

ghofts ; when air ’s dark children come to

frighten haplefs men .

It was then that Gaul * ) , the fon

of Morni , flood like a rock in the night ,t

His fpear is glittering to the flars ; his

voice like many ftreams . — Son of battle

cried the chief , o Fingal , King of (hells !

let the bards of many longs footh E tin ' s

friends to reft . And Fingal , fheath thy fword

F 5 whi -

■r ) Gaul the fon of Morni , was chief ofa tribe , that disputed long , the pre - eminen¬
ce , with Fingal himfelf . They were redu¬
ced at laft to obedience , and Ganl , from an
enemy , turned Fingal ’s beft friend and
greateft hero His character is fometimes like
that of Ajax in the Tliad ; a hero of more
ilrength than conduit in battle . He w « s ver»
ry fond of military fame , and here he de¬
mands the next battle , to himfelf. — The
poet , by an artifice , removes Fingal , that
his return may be the more magnificent ,



of dvtath ; and let thy ] people fight . We
wither away withont our fame ; for our
King is the only breaker of fhields . When
morning rifes on our hills , behold at a di -
ftance our deeds . Let Lochlift feel the fword
of Morni 's fort , that bards may fing of me .
Such was the cuftom heretofore of Fingal ’s
noble race . Suchr was thine own , thou
King ' of fwords , jn battles of thefpear .

O fon of Mor ni , Fingal replied , I
glory in thy fame . — Fight ; but my fpear
( hail be near to aid thee in the midft of
danger . Rife , raife the voice , fons of
the fong , and lull me into reft . Here will
Fingal lie amidft the wind of night . — And
if thon , Agandecca , art near , among the
chi ’dren of thy iand ; if thou fitteft on a
blaft of wind among the high - fhrowried
mafts of Lochlin ; come to my dreams * )
my fair one , and (hew thy bright face to
my foul .

Ma -

The pcet prepares us for the dream of
Fingal in the next book



Many a voice , and many a harp in
tuneful founds arofe . Of Fingal 's noble
deeds they fung , and of the noble race
of thejhero . And fometimes on the love¬
ly found was heard the name of the now
mournful OJfian ,

Often have I fought , and often won
in battles of the fpear . But blind , and
tearful , and forlorn I now walk with little
men , O Fingat , with thy race of battle I
now behold thee not . The wild roes feed
upon the green tomb of the mighty King
of Morven . — Bleft be thy foul , thou
King of fwords , thou molt renowned on
the hills of Cona .

i

F I N «
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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
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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 .



io8

•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 ,
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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 -

H 4 fands



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 .
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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 .
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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 -
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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
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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 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 -

V f



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
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* 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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