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VORBERICHT.

Das [ehinfte und berrlich-

Jte unter allen Gedichtenvom V-
ter Qffian jdicfewm treflichen Ba-
denfinzer dev Forzeit, ift ge-
wis dasjenige, dem der Name
Fingal an der Stirune ftebt. Nur
dis mit Aufimerkfamkeit und Be-
dacht durchgelefen , fo kennt man
O/fian fchon ziemlich genau, und
Siihlt fichganz in die Scenen ver-
Jezt, die er fo treffend zu [chil-
dern vermag.  Um leichter zur
Kunde diefes alten Dichters zu-
v ko




Vorbericht

kommen , one fich grade feine,
Jiir manchen immer noch theure
Werke anfchaffen zu kinnen,ift
diefer wolfeile Abdruk zum Be-
Seen Vieler beforgt, und wivd
den Reiz Offian zu lefen, vorliiu-
fig binlinglich befriedigen. Wer
niber von ihm und [einem W er-
ken untervichtet feyn will dem
mpfeblenmir : Blairs Abhand-
lung iiber Offians Gedichten
iiberfezt von 0. 4. H. Oclrichs
Hannover 1786, §.
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FINGAL

AN ANCIENT EPIC POEM,

B \0"0 K,

ARGcumMENT

Cuchullin (Genevalof the Irifh tyibes, in the
minoriry of Cormac, King of ireland ) frting
alone beneath a Tree, at the Gate of Tura, 2
caffle of Ullter'( the osher Chiefs having Zong
on & huniing party to Cromla, a neighbouring
hill) is informed of the landing of Sw ran
King of Lochlin, by Moran, .rhe Son of Fithi

, ily
one of his fcouts, He convenes the chiefs: g4
council is held; and disputes run high about
giving bastle to the enemy. Connal, | the
petty King of Togorma , and anintimate friend
of Cuchullin, was for rerre 2ting, till Fin-
galy, King sf thofe Caledonians who inhabired
the nerth - wef! conff of Scotlas whofe aid
had been previousiy fodlicited, [hould arrives
bus Calmar . the Son of Maitha, Lovd of Lera

~ . L
@ couniry in Connaught , was for engaging the
nemy




enemy immediately, — Cuchullin, of him/elf
willing to fight, went into the opinion of Cal=
mar, [Merching towards the enemy he mifled
three of his braveff hevoes, Fergus , Duchomar
and Caithbat, Fergus arriving, tells Cochullin
of the death of the two other chiefs; which in-
sroduces the affe@ing epifode of Morba daugh-
ser of Cormac. — The army of Cuchullin is
defiried ata diffance by Swartan , who [ent the
fon of Arno 2o ob/erve the motions of the eng-
v . while he himfelf ranged his forces in order
of battle. — The fon of Ao, returning to
Swaren , defcribes to him Chuchullin’s charior,
and the tevvible appeavance of that hero. The
armies engage., but night coming on, leaves the
viltary sndecided. Cuchullin, acc rding to the
hofpiteliry of the simes [ends to Swaian a for-
mal invitation to a feaft. by his bard Carril,
the fon of Kinfena. — Swaran vefufes to come.
Caryil velates to Cuchullin she fory of Grudar
ond Br:folis, A party, by Cornal’s advice . is
fent to obferve the enemy; which clofes the alion

of the fir/t day,

e —— i et
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'Cm‘/mllin * fat by Twras wall; by the

tree of the rufiling leaf — — __ His
fpear leaned againft the mofly rock. His
fhield lay by him on the grals. - As he

thought of mighty Carbar **, a hero

A2 whom

* Cuchullin, orrather Cuth-Ullin, ke vos=
ce of Ullin, a poetical name given the fon
of'Semo by the bards, from his commanding
the forces of the province of Ulfter againft
the Ferbolg or Belgae, who were in poffef-
fion of Connanght.Cuchullin when very young
married Brage'athe Daughterof Sorglan, and
pall ng over into Ireland, lived for fome time
with Connal, grandfen by a daughter to Con-
gal the petty King of Uliter, His wifdom
and 'valour in a fhort time gained him fuch
reputation, that in the minority of Cormac
the {upreme King of Ireland, he was chofen
goardian to the young King, and fole ma-
nager ‘ of the war againft Swaran King of
Lochlini" After a feries of great aétions he
was killed in battle fomewhe Lonnaught,
in the twenty feventh vye his age, He
wias fo' remarkable for hi th, that to
intoa pro-

uchullin,,,

verb: ,,He has the firength
They (hew the remains of his palace at Dunf~
caich in the Ifle of fkye; and ftone, to
which he bound his dog Luath, goes ftill by
his name,

* Cairbar or Cairbre fignifies: a flyong man.
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whom he f{lew in war; the {cout *** of
the ocean came, Moran the **** fon of

Fithil.

Rife, faid the youth, Cuchullin, rife;
I fee the (hips of Swaran.  Cuchullin, ma-
ny arethe foe: manythe heroes of the dark-
rolling fea.

Moran! replied the blue-eyed chief,
thou ever trembleft, fon of Fithil, Thy
fears have much encreafed the foe. = Per-
haps itis the King **=* of the lonely Hills,

com-

#%%& We may conclude from Cuchullin’s ap-
plving sarly for foreign aid, that the
Irifh were not then {o numerous as they have
fince been; which is a great prefumption
againit the high antiquities of that pEDPIB
We have the teftimony of Tacitus, that one
legion only was thought fufficient, in time
of Agricola, to reduce the whole Island un-
der the Roman yoke; which would not pro-
bably have been the cafe, had the I{land
been inhabited for any number of centuries
before.

w3 Moran fignifies many; and Fithil, or
:arher Fili an rr.f tor Barvdd.

“% Fingal the fon of Comhnland Mor-

na
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comng t2 aid me on green U/in’s plains.

1 faw . their chief, fays Moran, tall
as a rock of ice, His fpedr 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! T faid, many are
our hands of war, — "Well art thou na-
med, the Mighty Man, but many mighty
men are [cen from Tura’s windy walls, —
He anfwered like 2 wave on arock, who in
thi. land appears like me? Heroes ftand not
in'my prelence; they feil to earth beneath

A3 my

na the daughter of Thaddu, His grandfather
was Trathal, and great grandfather Trenmor,
both of whom are often mentioned inthe poem.
— Trenmor according to tradition had two
fon<; Trathalwho fucceeded him inthe kingdom
of Morven, and Conar, called by the bards
Couar the gveat who was elefted King of
all Treland . and wasthe anceftor of that Cor-
mac who fat on the Irifh throne when the
invafion of Swaran happened., It may not
be improper here to obf rve, that the aceent
ought always to be placed on the laft fylla-
ble of Fingal,
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my hand; - None can meet Swaran in the
fight but Fingal, King of frormy hills.
Once we wreftled on the heath of Malmar
* and our heels overturned the wood,
Rocks fell from their place; and rivulets,
changing their courfe, fled murmuriog from
our ftrife? Three days we renewed our
firife, On the fourth, Fingal fays, that
theKing of the ocean fell; but Swaran fays,
he ftood, Let dark Cuchullin yield to him
that is ftrong as the ftorms of Malmor,

No, replied: the blue-eyed chief, I
will never yield to 'man.’ Dark Cuchullin
will be great or dead./ Go, Fithil's {on,
and take my fpear: firike the founding
thield of Cabait *, 1t hangs at Tura's ruft-

ling

" Meal — mor — a greaz hill.

% Cabait er rather Cathbair , grandfather to
the hero. was fo remarkable {or his valonr,
that his {hield was made ufe of to alarm his
pofterity to the battles of the family. We
find Fingal making the {ame ufe of his own
{hield, in te 4th'book. — A horn' 'was the
mof¥ ' common inftrument to call the army
together , before the invention of bagpipes.
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I ling gate ; found of peace is nét’its' voice.
G My heroes {hall hear on the hill,
Iimay
Rt He went and ftruck the boffy fhield.
. % The hills and their rocks replied. The found
digte
H; fpread along the wood: deer ftart by the
‘_{ ‘ lake of roes. Curach ** leapt from the
ed o ,
; founding rock; and Comnal of the bloody
that
‘ fpear, Crugal’s *#* breaft of [now beats
lays

high, The fon of Favi leaves the darks
brown hind, Itis the fhield of war, faid
Ronnar, the fpear of Cuchullin, (aid Lu-
gar. — Son of the Sea, put on thy armsy

Calmar, lift thy founding fteel! Puno!
horrid hero, rife: Cairbar from, thy
white red tree of Cromla. Bend thy
knee, O Eth, and defcend fromthe fireams

\ng of Lena.— Ca-olt, firetch thy white fide,

as thou moveft along the whiftling heath of

Moray thy fide that is white as the foam

) of the troubled fea,when the dark winds pour
o 8 it on the murmuring rocks of Cuthon =,
A g Now

¥ Cu-raoch fignifies the maduef; af bassle.
Cruth - geal - faiv~ complexoned.
Cu - thon - the mournful found of waves,

Pg, Pt




Now. I behold the chieis in the pride
of their former deeds; their foulsare kind-
led at the battles of old, and the a&tions
of other times. Their eyes are like Alames
of fire, and roll in fearch of the foes of
the land. — Their mighty hands are on
their fwords; and lightning poursfrom their
fides of fteel. — They came like ftreams
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 thered
metcors of heaven.— The tounds, of crafh-

ing arms_afcend. The grey dogs howl

t Dy
between.

battle, and ro

7

qually burfts the fong of

*% ecchoes

round, On Lena’s dulky heath they ftood,
like mift * that {hades the hills of autumn,

when

 Cromleach fignified a place of wor-

fhip among.the Druids. 1t is here the proper

name of a hill on the cotft of Ullin or Ulfter,
* — ve@éAnory fomores, ose Keoviwy
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when broken and dark it [ettles 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' waveoun the coaft; Shall
we fight, ye fons of war! or y'se?d green
Innisfail ** to Locklin? — O Conngl ***
fpeak; thou firt of men! thou breaker of

A the

' Arpiuss: Hom, 11, 5'v, 512,
So when th’embattied clouds in dark array,
Along the fkies their gloomy lines difplay;
The low - ht nlefs and {till
Reft on the f{u: of the {haded hill. Papes
% ITreland fo.called from a colomy that
vere,  called Falans, — -[":?!ES—fa'll,
ind of the Fa-il or Falans,
1, the friend of Cuchullin was the
f“Tougorma or the
ably one of the Hebri-

yAapours Imd

des: i a the daugh-
tér of ( 1. He had a {on by Foba of Cona-

char- neffar, who was afterwards- King  of
Ulfter. For his fervices in the war againft
Swaran , he had lands conferred on' him,
which from his name, were called Tit-chen.
nuil or Tir-connel, i, e, the land ‘of 'Connal,




the fhields! thou haft ofren fought with
Lochlin; wilt thou lift thy father’s {pear!

Cuchullin! calm the chicf replied, the
fpear of Connal is keen. It delights to fhine
in battle, and to wix with the blood of
thoufands. But tho’ my hand is bent on
war, my heart is for the peace of Erin wwex,
Behold, thou firft in Cormac’s war, the
fable fleet of Swaran. . His malts are as
numerous on our coaft, asreeds in the lake
of Lego. His (hips are like forefts cloathed
with mift, when the trees yield by turns to
the (qualfy wind. Many are his chiefs in
battle, Connal is for peace. —— Fingal
would fhun his arm, the firlt of mortal men:

Fingal that fcatters the mighty,  -as

%55 Brin, a name of Treland: ‘from ear

oriar Weflt, and in an Ifland. 'This name
was not always confined to Ireland, for the-
re is the higheft prohability that the -Jeyme
of the ancients was Britain to the North of
the Forth. — For Terne is (aid to be to the
North of Britain, which could not be meant
of Treland.

STRARO L 284, Casavs. I, 1.
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flormy winds the heath; when the fireams
roar thro’ ecchoing Cona: and night fetties

with all her clouds on the hill,

Fly, thou chief of peace, faid Calmar *,
the fon of . Matha; Fiy, Connal, to thy
filent hills, where the {pear of battle never
fhone: purfue the, dark - brown deer of
Cromla, and fop with thine arrows the
bounding foes of Lena. But blue eyed
fon of Semo, Cuchullin, ruler of the war,
{catter thou the fons of Lochlin **, and
roar thro’ the ranks of their pride, Let no
veflel of the kingdom of Snow bound on
the dark-rolling waves of JInis-fore ™
O ve dark winds of Erin vife!l’ roar 'ye
whirlwinds of the heath! Amidft the tem-
peft let me die, torn in a cloud by angry
ghofts of men; amidft the tempeft let Cal-

mar

# Calm-er, a flrong man.

% The Galic name of Scandinavia in gene<
ral; in a more confiried {enfe that of the pen-
infula of Jutland.

#25 Tnnis - tore, #he Island of whales, the
ancient name of the Orkney iflands.
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mar die, if ever chace was [port to him fo
much as the battle of {hields,

Calmar! flow replied the chief, I never
fled, O Matha’s fon. 1 was (wift with my
friends in battle, but {mall is the fame of
Connal. The'battle was won in my pree
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; Flift the fword and fpear.. "My joy
{hall be in the midft of thoufands, and my

foul brighten in the gloom of the fight,

To me, Cuchullin replies, pleafant is
the noife of arms: plealant as the thunder
heaven before the fhower of fpring. But
gather all the f{hining tribes, that I may
view the fons.of war, Let them move along
the heath, bright as the fun.fhine before a
ftorm; when the: welt wind collefls the

clouds,

a5 R s e S R Ty s T
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clouds, and the oaks of Morven eccho
along the fhore.

But where are my friends in battle?
The companions of my ‘arms in danger?
Where art thou whitebofomd Cathbat 2
Where is that cloud in war, Duchomar *2
and haft thou left me, o Fergus *+! in the
day of the ftorm? Fergus, firft in -our joy
at the feaft! Son of Roffa! arm of death!
comeft thou like a roe *** trom Malmor?
Like a hart from the ecchoing hill? — Hail

thou Son of Roffa! " what fhades the foul
of war?

Four ftones #, replied the chief, rife
on the grave of Cathbat. ~— Thefle hands
have laid in earth Duchomor, that cloud in

war,
* Dubhchomar, a black well - fhaped man.
##* Fear-guth, - rhe man of the word; or

a commander of army.
##4 Be thou like a roe or young hart on
the mountains of Bether.
Salomon’s Song,
* This paffage alludes to the mannér 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 {ails over the plains of autumin
and brings death to the peeple. Morna,
thou faireft of Maids! calm is thy fleep in
the ceve of the rock, Thou haft fallenin
darknefs like a ftar, that [hoots athwart
the defart, when the trave!leris alone, and

mourns the tranfient beam,

Say, faid Semo’s blue- eyed fon, fay,
how fell the chiefsof Erin?2 Fell they by the
fons of Lochlin, friving in the battle of

heroes?

burial among the ancient Scots. They ‘opén-
ed a grave fix or eightfeet.deep : the bottom
was lined with fine clay ; and on this they
laid the bedy of the dec: aled, and, if a war-
rior, his fword, and the ds of twelve
arrows by his {ide, Abeve tl laid another
ftratum of clay, in which tl placed the
horn of a deer, the fymbol nting, The
whole was covered with a f neld, and
four ftones_placed on end, to mark the ex-
tent of the grave, Thefe are the four fto-

* ~ 1] an . } fou
nes ailinGed to nere,
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heroes? Or what confines the chiefs of

Aok P

Cromla to the dark and narrow houle

Cathbat, veplied the Hero, fell by the
fword of Duchomar, at the oak of the noifly
ftreams. Duchomar came to Tura's 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 trec’s groan is in the wind.,
The lake is troubled before thee, and dark
aré the clouds of the {ky. But thou art
like fnow on the heath; and thy hair like
mift of Cromla; when it curls on the rocks,
and fhines to the beam of the weft. — Thy
breafts are like two [mooth rocks feen from

Branno of the Rreams. Thy arms liketwo

white
# The grave — The houfe appointed for
all living. Job.

% Muirne or Morna, a woman beloved by all
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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 Morna,
from the hill of the dark brown hinds.
Three have I flain with my bended yew,
Three with my long bounding dogs of the
chace, . — Lovely daughter of Cormac, J
love thee as my foul.—] have flain one fate-
ly deer for thee, — High was his branchy
head ; and fleet his feet of wind,

Duchomar! calm the maid replied; J
love thee not, thou gloomy man, — Hard
is thy heart of rock , and dark thy terrible
brow. But Cathbat, thou fon of Torman™,

thou

Tovman- Thunder. . This is the true ori-
gin, of the Jupiter Teramis of the Ancients.

L 43
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thou art the love of Morna. Thou art like
a fun-beam on the hill in the day of the
gloomy ftorm, Sawelt thou the fon of
Torman, lovely on the hill of his hinds?
Here the daughter of Cormac waits the com.
ing of Cathbat.

And long {hall Morna wait, Dusho.
mar faid, his blood is on my (word, —
Long fhall Morna wait for him, He fell
at Branno’s ftream..  High on Cromis I wijl
raile his tomb, daughter of Cormac. cgipe
bar; but fix thy love on .Di!i'/ian;gr’ his
arm is ftrong as a ftorm, —

And is the fon of  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 o Mornag,

But

* She allales to his nams — (he A4k

HiiIN.
B




But give me that fword, my foe; 1love the
blood of Caithbat.

He ‘gave the fword to her tears; but
fhe picroed his manly breaft. He fell like
the bank of the mountain - ftream ; ftretched
out his arm, and faid.

Daughter of Cormac - cairbar, thou
hatt fluin Duchomar. The fword is cold
in my brealt; Morna, 1 feel it cold. Give
me to Moina ** the maid; Duchomar was
the dream of her night. She will raife my
¢omb ; and the huater fhall fee it and praife
me. But draw the fword from my baeaft;
Morna the fteel is cold.

She came in all her tears, fhe came,
and drew it from his breaft. He pierced
ter white fide with fteel; and (pread her
fair locks on th: ground. Her burfting
blood founds from her fide: and her white
arm is fained with red. Rolling in death
fhe, lay, and Tura’s cave anfwered to her

groans, —
Peare

8¢ Moina- fofz in semper and pevfon,

P o TR e s’ sk
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Peace, faid Cuchullin, to the fouls of
the heroes; their deeds were great in dan.
ger. Letthem ride around *** me on clouds,
and fhew their features of war: that my
foul may be ftrong in danger, my arm like
the thunder of heaven. — But be thou on
amoon-beam, o Morna, near the window
of my reft; 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 noile of my courfe, — Place
three (pears by my fide; follow the bound-
ing of my fteeds ; that my foul may be ftrong
in my friends, swhen the battle darkens
round the beams of my fteel,

As

*#% It was the opinion then, as indeed it ig
to this day, of fome of the Highlanders, that
the fouls of the deceafed hovered round their
living friends; and fometimes appeared to
them, when they were about to enter oD
any great undertaking,

Ba
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As rufhes a ftream * of foam fromthe
dark {hady fteep of Cromla; when the thund-
er is rolling above, and dark-brown night
on half the hill, So fierce, fo vaft, fo ter-
rible ruflied on the fons of Erin. The chief
like a whale of ocean, whom all his billows
follow, poured valour forth as a ftream,
golling his might along the fhore,

The fons of Lochlin hear'd the noile
as the found of a winter-ftream, Swaran
firuck

* Qs 'd" ore yeipngior morapol,s xar o=
,'aga'@j é"‘.",’ TES
Es /..uo"*,'a;'y;csfcw &rvw@:é/\?\n”m* 25;7:/,401‘ U
(A‘_{J:
o ~ 0y ] y oy »
Kegvaviex peyeray xoihys évxoo e Aoegoe=
e
Hom.
As torrents roll encreafed by numerous rills
With rage impetuous down the ecchoing
hills ;
Rufh tothe vales, and pour’d along the plain,
Roar thro’ a thoufand channels to the main,
Pope.
Avt ubi decurfa rapido de montibus altis,
Dant fonitum fpumecfi amnes, & in sequora
curraut ,
Quisgue fuum populans titer,
Virg,

Hir

i
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ftruck his boffy fhield, and called the fon
of Arno. What murmur rolls along the
hill like the gathered flies of evening? The
fons of Innisfail delcend, or ruftling winds
roar in the diftant wood. Such is the ncile
of Gormal before the white tops of my
waves arife. O fon of Arno, alcend the
hill and view the dark face of the heath,

He went, and trembling, {wift return-
ed, His heart beat high againit his fide.

His words were faultering, broken, flow.

Rile fan] of ocean; rile chief of the
dark- brown f{hields, 1Ifee the dark,
the' mountain - fiream 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
Cuchullin, the noble fon of Semo. It bends
behind like a wave near a'rock; ilike ithe
golden mift of the'heath. Its fides are enys

bofled with flones, and fparkle like the fea
B3 round
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round the boat of night,  Of polifhed yew
is its beam, and its feat of the mootheft
bones.  The fides are replenilbed with
{pears; and the bottom is the footftool 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 fiream of {moke on the heath.
Bright are the fides of the feed, and his
name is Sulin - Sifadda,

Before the left fide of the car is feen
the fnorting horle, The dark-maned,
high - headed, ftrong hoofed, ficet, 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 polilled bits thine in a wreath of
foam. Thin thongs, bright-ftudded with
gems, bend on the ftately necks of the
ftesds, — The fteeds, that like wreaths of

mift
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mifk iy over freamy vales. The wildnels
of deer is in their courfe, the firength of
the cagle defcending on her prey. Their
noife is like the blaft of winter on the
fides of the fnow healed Gormial *.

Within the car is {een the chief; the
ftrong ftormy fon of the (word; the hero’s
name is Cuchullin, {on of Semo King of (hells,
His red cheek is like my polifhed yew. The
look of his blue-rolling eye jis wide be=
neath the dark arch of his brow.  His hair
flies from his head like a flame, as bending
forward he wields the fpear, Fly, King
of Ocean, fly; he comes, lik:a ftorm,
along the ftreamy vale.

When did 1y, replied the King, from
the battle of many fpears? When did 1fly,
fon of Arno, chief of the little fonl? J met
the florm of Gormal, when the fosm of
my waves was high, ] met the ftorm of
the clouds: and fhall ] fly from a hero?
B 4 Were

# A hill of Lochlin.
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Were it Fiygal himfelf, my foul fhould not
darken before him, — Rile to the batile,
my thoufands; pour round me like the ec-
choing main,  Gather round the bright
fteel of your King; firong as the rocks of
my land; that meet the ftorm with Joy,
and firerch their dark woods to the wind,

As autumn’s * dark ftorms pour from
two

- % The resder may compare this paffage
with a fam liar onein Homer, Jliad, 4. v. 4406,
/ Now fnield with (hield, with helmet hel=
met clof’d,
To armour armour, lance to lance oppofid,
Holt againit hoft, with fhadowy fqua-
drons drew,
The fonnding darts in iron tempefts flew;
With ftireaming blood the flipp’ry fields
are dy’d,
And flaughter’d heroes fwell the dreadful
tide,
Pope.
Statius has very happily imitated Homer,
lam clopeus clypeis, nmbone vepeliitur umbo,
Enfe minax enfis, pedepes, & cufpide cufpis 3
c.

Arms on armour crafhing, bray’d
Horrible difcord, and the madding wheels
Of brazen chariots rag’d, &c.

Milson,
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two ecchoing hills, towards each other
approached the heroes. — As two dark
fireams from high rocks meet, and mix
and roar on the plain; loud, rough and
dark in battle meet Lochiin and Ianis fail.
Chi:f mixed his firokes with chief, and
man with man; fleel clanging, founded
on fteel, helmets are cleft on high. Rlood
burfts end [moaks around, — q‘r;n;:;& twang

on the polifhed yews.  Darts rufh aleng

the fky. Spears fall like the circles of lighe,

that gild the ﬁurir‘.y face of night.

As the troubled noife of the ocean,
when roll the waves on high ; as the laft
peal of the lhur.dc.r of heaven, f{uch is the
noile of battle, ‘hough Cormac's hun-
derd bards were t!;:re to give the war to
fong; feeble were the voices of a hunderd
bards, to fend the deaths to future times
For meny were the falls of the heroes:
and wide poured the blood of the valiant.

Mourn, ye fonsof fong, the death
B3 of




of the noble Sithallin*. — Let the fighs of
Fiona rife on the dark heaths of nher love-
ly Ardan.—They fell, like twohinds of the
delart, by the hands of the mighty Swaran;
when, in themidft of thoufunds he roared ; li
kethe (hrill fpirit of a ftorm, that fits dim, on
the clouds of Gormal, and enjoys the

death of the mariner.

Nor flept thy hand by thy fide, chief
of the ifle of mift **; many were the deaths
of thine arm, Cuchullin, thou fon of Se-

mo. His [word 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. — Dus-
rona

% Qithallin fignifies a bandfome man; —
7»" ‘}7'1'. o fair maid ; — and Ardan, pride.
The ifle of Sky; not improperly called
. Itie of mifl, as its high hills, which
uir‘l the mouds from the weftern ocean,
sccafion almoft continual rains. -
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ronnal = {sorted over the bodies of heroes;
and Sifadda ** bathed his hoof in blood.
The battle lay behind them, as groves over-
turned on the defart of Cromla; when the
blalt has paffed the heath, laden with the
fpirits of night.

Weep on the rocks of roaring winds
0 maid of Iniflore ***, bend thy fair - head
over the waves, thou fairer than the fpirit

of

% One of Cuchullin’s horfes. Dubbftron-
gheal,

%t Sith - fadda, i. e. a lons-fIride.

¢ The maid of Iniflove was the daughter
of Gorlo King of Iniftore or Orknev Islands,
Trenar was brother to the Kirg of Iniscon,
fuppofed to be one of the lslan:s of Shetland,
The Orkneys and Shetland were atthat time
fubjett to the King of Lochiin, We find, that
the dogs of Trenar are fenfibie at home of
the death of their mafter, 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 fcenes they frequented the mof
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 filence of Morven. He
is fallen! thy youth js low; pale beneath
the fword of Cuchullin. No more fhall va.
lour raife the youth to match the blood of
Kings. — Trenar, lovely Trenar died,

1¢ gs are

thou maid ol Iniflore,  His gray «
howling athome, and [ee his pafling ghot,
His bow is in' the hall unfirung. No found
is in the heath of his hirds,

As roll a thoufand waves to the'rocks,
fo Swaran’s hoft came on; as meets a rock
a thouland waves, f{o Inuis- fail met Swa-

ran. Death raifes all his voices around,

{

and mixes with the founds of fhields. —
Eack herois ‘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 {on of the furnace,

Who are thele on Lena’s heath, that
z21¢fo gloomy and dark? Who are thefe
like
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fike two clouds *), and their fwords like
lightning above them? The little hills are
troubled around, and the rocks trembie
with alltheir mofs. — Who isitbut Ocean's
fon and the car-borne chief of 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 f{haggy fide that

tune

®* As when two black clouds,

With heaven’s artillery fraught, come

rattling on

Over the Cafpian.

Milzom,

%% The ancient manner of preparing feaft
after hunting is handed down by tradition. —
A pit lined with fmooth ftones was made;
and near it ftood a heap of {mooth flat ftones
of the flint Kind, The ftones as well as
the pit were properly heatad with heath.
Then they laid {ome venifon in the bottom
and a ftratum of the {tones above it; and
thus they did alternately, till the pit was
full, The whole was covered over with

heath




the hiill. — A hundred youths colle® the
heath; ten herces blow the fire; three
hundred chufe the polill’d ftones. The
feaft is fmoaking wide.

Cucimllin, chicf of Eriws war, re-
fumed his mighty (oul. He ftood upon his
beamy fptar, and [poketo the fon of fongs;
to Carril of other times, the gray- haired
fon of Kinfena *, Is this feaft (pread for
me alone and the King of Lochlin on Ul
lin's {hore, far from the deer of his hills,
and founding halls of his feafts? Rife, Car-
ril of other times, and carry my words
to Swaran; tell him that come from the ro-
aring of waters, that Cuchullin gives his
fealt, Here let him liften to the found of
my groves amidft the clouds of night, —

For

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

* Cean-feana, i, . the head of the people.

tune of the chace, before the heroes left
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troey For cold and bleak the bluflering winds
et the ruth over the foam of his feas, Here let
) threg him praife the trembling harp, and hear the
1y fongs of heroes.

Old Carril went, with {ofielt voice,
rat, and called the King of darkbrown fhields.
tpon Rife from the fkins of thy chace, rile,
A longs Swaran King of groves, — Cuchullin gives
‘-'Vt‘a‘:rntd the joy of fhells; partake the fealt of Erin's
e bl bluc;eyed chief,
on He anfwered like the fullen found of
his hills, Cromla before a ftorm. Though all thy
il G daughters, Jnnis-feil! fhould extend their
 vords arms of [now; raife high the heavings of
s thete their breaft, and foftly roll their eyes of
ives 1S love: yet, fixed as Lochlin’s thoufand rocks,
oudd here Swaran {hall remain; till morn, with
ight the young beams of my eaft, fhall light me

ot to the death of Cuchullin. Pleafant to my

car is Lochlin's wind, It rufhes over my
feas. It [peaks aloft in all my fhrowds, and
brings my green forefts to my mind; the
o green




green forefls of Gormal, that often ecchoed
to my winds, when my fpear was red in
the chace of the boar, Letdark Cuchullin
yic'd to me the ancient throne of Cormac,
or Erin’s torrents {hew from their hills the

red foam of the blood of his pride.

8ad is the found of Swaraws voice,
{aid Carril of other times: —

Sad to himlelf alone, faid the blue-eyed
fon of Semo. 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.
faii. And lovely are the fongs of woe,
that are heard on Albion’s rocks; when
the noife of the chace is over, and the
fireams of Cona anfwer to the voice of
Clian *,

* Offian, the fon of Fingal and authorof

the pvem,- ‘One cannot bat admire the ad-
drefs of the ‘poet, in' putting his own praife

{o maturally into the mouth of Cuchullin, The
Cona

T O
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In other days *, Carril replies, came
the fons of Ocean to Erin, A Thouland
vellels bounded over the waves to Ullin’s lo-
vely plains. The fons of dnnis. fail arofe to
meet the race of dark-brown {hields. Caire
bar, firft of men, was there, and Gruday,
ftately youth. Long had they frove 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 fieel.

Side

Cona here mention'd ig perhaps that fmall
river, that runs through Glenco in Argyle-
fhire. One of the hills, which environ that
romantic valley, is ftill called Scornafena, or
the hill of Fingal’s pcople,

* This epifode is introduced with propriety.
Calmar and Comnal, two of the Lrifh heroes
had disputed warmly before the battle about
engaging the ememy, Carril endeavours to
ceconcile them with the ftory of Cairbar and
Grudar; who, tho' enemies before, fought
fide by fide in the war. The poet obtained
his aim , for we find Calmar and Connal pers
fectly reconciled in the III Book.

*#*  (olb-bhean, as well sg Cromleach ,
fignifies, a kvooked hill. It is here the name
of a mouyutain in the couanty of Sligo,

C

L)
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Side by fide the heroes fought, and the
ftrangers of Ocean fled. ~ Whole name
was faireran 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. Ficrce
Cairbar came to the vale of the ecchoing
Tura, where Braffolis * faireft of his
{ifters, all alone, raifed the fong of grief,

She fung of the actions of Grudar, the
youth of her fecret/foul. — She mourned.
him in the field of blood; but fill (he
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

% Tubar-a river in Ulfter Labhar, loud,

noify,

t#; Braflolis fignifies : 4 woman with a whire

brrafl.

fok

fhoue
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look of her eye was his. — YWhen fhalt

thou come in thine arms, thou mighty in the
war? —

Take, Braffolis, Cairbar came and
faid, take Braffolis, 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, fhe flew. She found
her youth in all his blood; fhe died on
Cromla's heath, Here refts their duft, Cy.
chullin; and thefe two lonely yews, {prung
from their tombs, wifhto meeton high, Fair
was Braflolis on the plain, and Grubar on
the hill. TheBard 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 fhower * of fpring, when the fun

24 looks

Homev compares foft piercing words to
the fall of fnow

— emea vwQadecaiy somorer KEHUEQINaIY
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looks on the field, and the light cloud flies

over the hills, O firike the harp in praife

of my love, the lonely fun. beam of Dun-

fecaich. - Strike the barp in

gtla **

, of her that leftinthe Isle of 47/l the
fpoufe of Semo’s fon., . Deft thou raife thy
! y

fair face from the rock, to find the [(ails of

Cuchullin! — The fea is rolling far diftant,

and its white foam fhall deceive thee for my
fails. Retire for it is night my love, and

i

the dark winds figh in thy hair. Retire to

the
But when he fpeaks, waht elocution flows!
Like the foft fleeces of u:fcer\duih nows,
Pope,

“

Bragéla was the daughter of Sorgelan,
and the wife of Cuchndlin. — Cuchullin. 1?])011
the death of Artho, fipreme King of Ireland,
pafled over into Ireland pvuﬂd,l)i\{ by Fingal
order, to take upon hims the adminiftrat
ofa \:nr: in rnnthmtom, during the minerity
of Cormac the fon of Avzhn. He left his wif
Bragwn in Dunfeaich, the {eat of the family ,
in the Isle of Sky, where the remains of
his palaee is ftill im’nn and a ftone, to
which he bound kis dog Lhﬂlh, goes fill by
his name,

.
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the halls of my feafts, and think of the times
thatarepaft: forI will not return, till theftorm
of war is ceafed. © Connal, fpeak of wars
and arms, and {end her from my mind, for
lovely with her raven-hair is the white- bo=

fomed daughter of Sorglan,

Connal, flow to fpeak, replied: Guard
againft the race of Ocean. Sendthy troop
of nigth abroad, and watchthe firength of
Swaran, — Cuchullin! 1 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 ftruck the fhield of hisafarms

— the warriors ofthe nightmoved on. The

reft lay in the heath of the deer, and flept
amidft the duﬂ;y wind, — The ghofts

C 3 of

It was long the opinion ofthe anclent
Scots, that a ghoft was heard (hrieking near
the place, were adeath was to happen foon
after. The accountsgiven to this day, among
the valgar, of this extraordinary matter, are
very postical. The ghoft comes mounted oa

meleor
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of the lately dead were near, and {wam on
gloomy clouds. And far diftant, in thedark
filence of Lena, the feeble voices of death
were heard,

meteor, and furounds twice or thrice the
place deftined for the perfonto die; ‘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,

FIN.
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f Ferda his friend. whom he
, d ime before.  Carril, ro [hew,
that ill fuccefs did not always attend thofe, who
imz.acs:-zr].y killed their friends, insroduces the
epifode of Comal and Galvina,
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When lo! the fhade,

,perore

fad Patroclus rofe or feem’d

, he came

ce, and pleafing look the fame,

The form familiar hover'd o’er hig head,

And fleeps Achilles thus 2 the phantom faid.
Pope.

In fomnis ecce ante oculos moefiffimus
Hetror

Vifus adefle mihi, largosque effundere fletus,

Raptatus bigis, ut quondam, aterque cruento

Palvere, perque pedes trajeétus lora tumentes

Hei mihi qualis erat? quantum mutatus ab illo

Hec

In the fame robe he living wore

In ttature, wvoi
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ftone, with its mofs, fupported hishead, Shrill

ﬁFlrn' the heath of Lenz, he heard the voice

of night, Atdiftance from the heroes he

. forthe fon of the (word feared no foe,

C s My

Cquallentem hbarbam & concretos l.-.‘-.)g;:il.yq

Cl irh"'r:,
Vulaeraque illa gerens, quae circum plari
ms Muros

‘ﬂ..r.n T,-’g‘ n

my f}_g.}r‘ ap

When Hetor’s ghoft bef

fhroud he feem’d,

Such ss he was, when, by

[heffal ers drag’d him o’ver the plain

Swoln were his feet, as when the to
were thrufk

his body black

Through the bor’d holes,
with dult.
UUnlike that Heftor, who return*i froin t«
Of war trinmphant, in Aeacian fpoi
ing Gree
their navy {—’!!r} y

qre
1d beard ftood ftiffen’d with his g«

nd all the wouuds he for his country bore.




My hero faw ia his reft a dark, red
ftream of fire coming down from the hitl,
Crugal fat upon the beam, a chief that fa-
tely fell, > fell by the hand of Swaran;
ﬂ’.iﬁ:sg in the battle of heroes, His face
is like the beam of the [et ting moon; his
robes are of the clouds of the hil
eyes are like two decaying flames. Dark is
the wound of his breaft,

('f'“'?rf_‘:"'1 faid t!

of Dedgnl famed on :iz hill of deer. Why

1

fo paleand fad, thou brea}

IS

t never been pale for fear,— What

T?.’.._!
difturbs the fon of the hill

Dim, and in tears , Lhe flood and fret-
his pale hand over the hero. —Faint-

le voice, like the gale of

.

r

My ghoft, o Conrnl, is on my

na
hills; but my corfe is on the fands f["[’:"in.

Thou [halt never talk with Crugal, or find

|
|
|
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o his lone fteps in the heath, T am light as
T the |

the blaft of Cromla, and | move like the

{hadow of mift. Connal, fon of Colgar™,
o I (ee the dark cloud of death: it hovers over

the plain of Lena. The fons ol green E-

rin {hall fall, Remove from theficld of ghofis,

L. b X - . = .
he darkened moon * he retired in

&

*
.

Dark ) the midft of the whiftling blaft,

I L ¥ ]
d«the mighty  Connal, mv

Stay, fa
iy [on dark - red friend. = Lay by that Beam of
' heaven, fon of the windy Cromla. 'What
cave of the hill is thy lonely houfe! What
green-headed hill is the place of thy reft!
Shall we not hear thee in the ftorm ? in the

10ife

et ¥ Connal the fon of Caithbat, the friend of
ba oled Cuchullin is fometimes, as here called the
ek fon of Colgar; from one of that name whe
was the foander of his family,
st N \ =it \
; “ Wuyn de noeTe x9cvo:, NUTs TRWoIs
L Qo evo TETEIYLIK.

Hom. II. 23, v. 100.
0e* Like a thin {moke he fees the fpirit fly,
i oé And hears a feeble, lamentable cry,

e Pope
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noife of the mountain- fiream? When the

and

¢ foft - voiced Connel rofe in the

of his founding arms.  He ftruck his

The {fon of battle

~{ ¢!

O1 [he Car, comes

? My fgear might

-

and Cuchullin mourn

urr

i i i
the ceath

fon of C

b
the fon of

S hief; the
ohoft ¢ ave of his
hill ikled thro 'WH his

ike the found of
a diltant fiream, — He is a me{fenger of

lf‘:i‘;.‘:, —= He f“)“fa.!iﬁ of the d ark and LATTOW

4
houfe, Sue for peace, o Chiefl r.f’ Dunsa

]

caich: or fly over the heath of Lena,

He
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¢s dim - twinkied through his form,

, it Wwas the wind that mur-

ST (]
in the caves of Leng,  — Or'if it

form * of Crusal, why didit thou

not force him to my

quired where is his cave? The houfe of the

fon of the wind? Mv (word might fint

¥
]

-
ot
=
[
»
=3

voice, and farce his i.&ii(_)\\f:&‘.dé_i@ from him,

g 03
., IOX

And [mall is his knowledge, Co

he was here to d: He could not have

gone beyond our hills, and w

him there of our death!

Ghofts ‘fly on clouds and ride on

winds, faid Connals voice of wisdom, They
reft

ienarate f{ou

™ 4
sy 1 13 the

) . ~
rom Conpa
ftars dim - twinkled th:
4l dndiCachullin )

aly , and Cuchullin’s renly, we

thought the fonli

form of Cry

mav oA
h|1‘, g

was material, fomet ilke the sudwAoy of

the ancient Gree
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reft together'in their caves, and talk of

mortal men,

I'hen let them talk of mortal men; of

every man but Erin’s chief. Let me be
forgot in their cave; for I will not fly from
Swaran.—1f 1 mukt fall, my tomb fhall rife

amidft the fame of future times. The hunter

" on my ftone; and forrow
dwell round the high- bofomed Br: agtla
fear not death, but I fear to fy, for Fﬁ’n-

! { - y
gai law me olten v
!

&

0}

orious, Thou dim
phantom ofthe hill fhew thyfeif to me! co-
me on thy beam of heaven, and fhew me
my death in thine hand, yet will I not fly,
thou fecble fon of the wind, Go, fon of
Colgar, Rrike the {hield of Caithbat, it
hangs between the {pears. Let my heroes
rife to the founds in the midft of the batt-
les of Erin, ['bough Fingal r?c!ays his
coming with the race of the ftormy hills

and die in

Colgars fon,
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The found {preads wide; the heroes
rife, like the breaking of a blue- rolling
wave, They ftood on the heath, like oaks
with all their branches round them *; when
they eccho to the fiream of froft, and their

withered leaves ruftle to the wind.

High Cromla’s head of clouds is gray;
the morning trembles on the half - enlight-
ened ocean, The blue, gray mift fwims
flowly by, and hides the fons of Iunis- fail,

Rife ye, faid the King of the dark-
brown fhields, ye that came from Lechlin’s
waves. The fons of Erin have fled from
our arms — purfue them over the plains
of Lena. — And, Morla, go to Cormac's
hall, and bid them vyield 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 blafted heath,

Milton.
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hills of Ullin be filent, — They rolé like

flock of feafow!, when the waves expel

Their lound was like

land fireams, that meet in Cona’s

£
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vale, when after a ftormy night they turn
their dark eddies bencath the pale light of
the morning. —

As the dark fhades of autumn, fly over

hills of grafs; fo gloomy, dark, fuge
ive came the chicfsof Lochim's ecchoing
woods, Tall as the ftag of Morven moved
on the King of groves, His fhining fhield
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 [porting
in the beam.

A blaft from the troubled ocean ree
moved the fettled mit. The fons of In-
nis- fail appear like a ridge of rocks on the
ihore.

Go, Morla, go, faid Lochlins King,
and offer peace to thefe. Offer the terms,

we

fort

T]:.

and



we give to Kings, when nations bow be-
fore us. When the valiant are dead in

war, and the virgins weeping on the field.

Great Jorla came, the {on of Swart,
and flately ftrode the King of fhiclds. He
{poke to Eriws bluc-eyed fon, among
the leffer heroes.

Take Swafan's peace, the warrior
{poke, the peace he gives to Kings, when
the nations bow before him. Leave Ullin's
lovely plains to us, and give thy f{poule
and dog.

Thy fpoule high- bolom'd, heaving
fair. Thy dog that overtakes the wind,
Give thefe to prove the weaknels of thine

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 fhall a

D firana
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firanger have the lovely fun. beam of Dun;-
caich; nor ever deer fly on Lochlin’s hills
before the nimble footed Ludith,

Vain ruler of the car, faid Moria,
wilt thou fight the King; that King whofe
fhips of many groves could carry off thine
Ifle? Solittleis thy green« hilled Ullin to
the King of ftormy waves,

In words I yield to many, Morla;
but this {word fhall yield to none. Erin
fhall own the fway ef Cormae, while Con-
nal and Cuchullin live. O Connal, firlk of
mighty men, thou haft heard the words
of Morla; fhall thy thought then be of
peace, thou breaker of the fhields? = Spi-
rit of fallen Crugal! why didft thou threa-
ten us with death? The narrow houfe {hall
receivemein themidft of thelight of renown,
~— Exalt, ye fons of Innis- fail, exalt the
fpear and bend the bow; rufh on the foe'in
darknefls, as the fpirits of formy nights.

Then
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Then dismal, roaring, fierce, and
deep the gloom of battle rofled along; as
mift * that is poured on the valley, when
ftorms invade the filent fun- fhineof heaven,
The chief moves before in arms, like an
angry ghoft before a ¢loud, 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, H
raifes the voice of the fong, and pours his
foul into the minds of heroes.

Where, faid the mouth of the fong,
where is the fallen Crugal? He lies forgot
on carth, and the hall of fhells * js filent,

D3 Sad

¥ — As evening mift
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 ag the pre-
fent Highlanders, drunk in {hells, hence it

18
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Sad is the fpoufle of Crugal, for {lie is a
fir=nger * in the hall of her forrow. Bur
who is {he, that like a fun- beam, flies be-
fore the ranks of the foe? It is Degrena
wk, Jovely fzir, the fpoule of fallen Cru-
gnl, Her hair is on the wind behind: Her
eye is red; her voice is thiil. Green, emp-
ty is thy Crugal now, 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 Degrena falls li-
ke a cloud of the morn; the f[word of Loochs
fin is in her fide, Cairbar, the rifing
thought of thy youth, Sheis fallen, o Cair-
bar, the thought of thy youth. ful hours
Fier-
is that we {o often meet, in the old poe-
try, with the ¢hief of she [hells, and the
balls of the f[hells,
% Crugal had married Degrena but a little

time before the battle, confequently {he may
be called a firanger it the hall of her forrow

#% Deo ~-ghrena fignifies & fun - beam.
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Fierce Cairbar heard the mournful
found, and rullhed on like ocean’s whalej
he (aw the death of his daughter; and roar=
ed in the midft of thousands *.  His {pear
met afon of Lochlin, and battle fpread
from wing to wing, Asa hundred winds
in Lochlin’s groves , _as fire in the firs of
2 hundred hills; fo loud, fo ruinous and
valt the ranks of men are hewn down, —
Cuchullin cut off heroes like thiftles, and
Swaran waked Erin.  Curach fell by his
hand, and Cuirbar of t.‘iz’r-ul’{'y ield. Mor-
glan lies in laling reft s and Ca - old quivers
as he dies. His white breaft is ftained with
his blood; and his yellow bhair firetched in
the duft of his native {and, He often had
{pread the fealt where he feli; and often
saifed the voice of the harp: when his
dogs leapt around for joy; and the youths
of the chace prcparcd the bow.

D3 Still

% mediisque in millibus ardet.

Virg,
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Still Swaran advanced, as a ftream
that burfts from the defart,  The ligtle hills
are rolled in its courfe; and the rocks half.
{funk by its fide. But Cuchulliu ftood befo-
te him like a hill *, that catches the clouds

of

* Virgil and Milton have made ufe of &
comparifon fimiliar to this; I (hall

I lay both
before the reader anb let him judge

for him-
felf, which of thefe two great poets have
beft fucceeded.
Quantus Athos , aut quantus Eryx, ant ipfe
covnfeis
Cum  fremir dlicibus, gunantus

nit
Vertice [e artollens pater Appeninus mi anve

Like Eryx or like Athos yrreat he fi ews
Or father Ap venine when white v‘"l

hows
His head divine o'ufvr-‘* in clouds he En"':
And fhakes the founding foreft on his fi

On th’ other {ide S;uﬂ alarm’d
Colletting all his might, dilated food
Like Teneriff or Atlas unrem ov'd;

His fature 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 {trength, it ftands
and f{hades the filent vale of Cona.

So Cuchullin (haded the fons of Erin,
and ftood in the midlts of thousands. Blood
rifes like the fount of a rock, from pan=
ting heroes around him. But Erin falls on
cither wing, like fnow in the day of the

fun,

O fons of Innis-fail, (aid Grumal,
Lochlin conquers on the field. Why ftrive
we as reeds againft the wind? ~ Fly to the
hill of darkbrown hinds, He fled like the
ftag of Moryen, and his fpear isa trem=
bling beam of light behind him. Few fled
with Grumal, the chief of the liitle foul:
they fell in the battle of heroes on Lena's

ecchoing heath,

D 4 High




High on his car, of many gems, the
chicf of Erin ftood; he flew a mighty fon
of Lochlin, and fpoke, in hafte, to Con-
nal, O Connal, firlt of mortal men, thou
haft taught this arm of death! Though
Erin’s fons have fled, flall we mot fight
the foe 2 O Carrilfon of other times, car-
ry my living friends to that buthy hill, —
Here, Connal, let us ftand like rocks, and
fave our flying friends,

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

Now on therifing fide of Crom/a ftood
Erin's few (ad fons, like a grove, through
which the flame had rufhed, hurried on by
the winds of the ftormy night, — Cuchullin

| food




flood befide an oak, He rolled his red eye
in filence, and heard the wind in hisbuthy
hair; when the {cout of ocean came, Mo-
ran the fon of Fithil, — The fhips he cried,
the fhips of the lonely ifle!  There
Fingal comes, the firft of men, the brea-
ker of the {hields* The waves foam befo-
re his black prows, His mafts with fails
are like groves in clotds, Blow, faid Cu-
chullin, all ye winds that rufh over my ille
of lovely mift.' Come to the death of thou-
fands, o chief of the hills of hinds. . Thy
fails, my frier 1, are to me like 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, firlt of men, how pleafant are our
friends! But the night is gathering around;
where now are the thips of Fingal? He-
re let us pafs the hours of darknels, and

with for the moon of heaven,

D g The




The winds came down on the woods,
The torrents rufked frgm the rocks, Rain
gathered round the head of Cromla. ‘And
the red fars 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 {on of Colgar was there , and Car-
ril of other times.

Unhappy is the hand of Cuchullin, faid
the fon of Semo, unhappy is the hand of
Cuchullin, fince he flew bis friend, —

Ferda thou fon of Damman, 1 loved thee

How , Cuchullin, fon of Semo, fell the
breaker of the fhields? We!ll I remember,
faid Comnal, the noble fon of Damman'
Fall ard fair he was like the rain-bow of
the hill,
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And

Ferda from Albion came the chief of
a hundred hilis. In Muri’s hall he learned
the fword, and won the friend(hip of Cua
chullin. Wemoved to the chace together;

and one was our bed in the heath,

Deugala was the fpoule of Cairbar,
chief of Ullin. She was covered with the
light of beauty, buther heart was the hou-
fe of pride. She loved that fun-beam of
youth, the noble fon of Damman. Cair-
bar , faid the white,armed woman give
me half of the herd, No more I will re-
main in your halls, Dividethe herd dark
Cairbar,

Let Cuchullin, faid Cairbar, divide
iy herd on the hill. His brealt is the
feat of juftice. Depart, thou lightof beau-
ty. — I wentand divided the herd, One
{fnow - white bull remained, I gave that
bull to Cairbar,  The wrath of Deugae
la rofe,

Son

L
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Son of Damman, begun the fair, Cy-
chullin pains my foul, I muft hear of his
death, or Lubar's fiream thall roll over me,
My pale ghoft thall 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 fhall I flay the fon of Semo? He is the
friend of my fecret thoughts, and fhall I
lift the fword? She wept three days before
him, on the fourth he confented to fight.

I will fight my friend, Deugala! but
may 1 fall by his fword. Could I wander
on the hill and behold the grave of Cy-
chullin? We fought on the hills of Muri:
Our  fwords avoid a wound. They
(lide on the helmess of fieel, and found
on the flippery fhiclds. 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 firong
for fleel. — Yield to the fon of Semo, ke

is like the rock ot Malmor.

T'he tear fs in the eye of youth. He
faultering faid to me, Cuchullin, raife thy
boffy fhield. Defend thee from the hand
of thy friend. My fou! is laden with grief:
for I muft {lay 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
Cuchullin’s friends, —

Unhappy is the hand of Cuchullin, fin
¢e 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 I heard

(4




of Comal, who f{lew the friend he loved;
yet vi€tory attended his fteel; and the battle
was confuined in his prefence.

Comal was a fon of Albion, the chief
of an hundred hills, His deer drunk of a
thoufand fireams. 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
{he! the daughter of mighty Conloch. She
appeared like a {un-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 oncand 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




One day,; tired of the chace, when
mift had concealed their friends,  Comal
and the daughrer of foch met in the cave
of Ronan *. Tt w

Comal, Its fides were

A hundred fhiclds of thongs were there; a

" W1 Q1S arms.

hundred helms of fou

Reft here

R "Ry - 95 il
A he :Sr’j, my I(.‘r“-;‘. f;g:'.‘,’?‘!/!:‘

thou light of the cave of Ronan, A deer
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pears on Mora’s brow, 1 go; but I will

— The concife expreflions of Ofilan are imi-
tated, but the thoughts are too jejune and
confined be on of that poet
— Mar , er his name , that have
been evidently corepofed fince his time'; theyr
are very numerous in lreland, and {ome have
come to the translator’s hands, They are
trivial and dull to the laft degree; f{welling
into ridiculcus bombaft, or figking into the
loweft kind of profaic ftyle,

the '.-:"nchC
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foor return. 1 fear the faid dark Goimal
my foe, he haunts the cave of Ronan. 1
will ret among the arms, but foon return,

my love,

ie went to the deer of Mora. The
daugther of Conloch would try his love. She
cloathed her white fides with his armour,
and ftrode from the cave of Romnan. He
thcught it was his foe, His heart beat high.
His colour changed, and darknef(s dimmed
his eyes. Hedrew thebow. 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 leve! He faw at length, her hea«
ving heart beating around the featherd dart.
O Conlock's daughtes is it thou? He funk
upon her brealt,

The
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The hunters found the-haplefs pair; he
afterwards walked the hill, But many and
filent were his feépsrotind the dark dwelling
of his love. The fleet 6f the ocean came.
He fought; the ftrangers fled. He fears
ched for his death over the field. But
who could kill the” miglity Comal! He
threw away his dark - brown fhield, An
arrow found his ‘manly bfeaft, * He flceps
with his loved Galving at-thie noife of the
founding forge.”  Their "green tombs are
feen by the mariner, when he bounds on

the waves: of the north.

s
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ARG UMENT.

Cuchullin, pleafed with the ffory of Carvil,
infiffs with thas bard for move of his fings. He
yelatés the altions of Fingalin Lochlin, and the
death of Agandecca the beausiful fifter of Swaran,
He had [carce fin [hed when Calmay the fon of "
Maitha, who had advi'ed the fivfi battle | came
agounded from :he field, and rold ihem of Swaran’s
defign o [utpri [z the remains of the-Ivifh army.
He himfelf propofes o withffand fingly the whole
force of the ememy, in a narow pafs, till the
Irifl (howld maeke good their retreas. Cuchullin,
touched wth the gallant propofal of Caimar,
refolves to accempany him  and ovders Cayril to
that ramained of the Ir [, Mos .

carryoff the fe
ning comes. Calmar dies of. his wounds ; and ,
th: [bips of the Caleionians appesring Swaran
gives cver the pur/aii [rifh and returns
1o oppefe Fingal : : n afham.d,
gfzev his defeat | to appeiv beove Fomgal retsves

20 she cave of Tura. Fimgal engages the encmy

puis
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puts them 1o fight s but the coming on of nighs
makes the viliry ot dzcifive, Th: King  who
had ob/ert 'edm— Zallan: behaviouy of his gmnd’"m
fear, give Im.u advices concerning his wndut}
in peace 'r-"ld war, He vecommenc J to him, to
Jac: ﬂ!z' r'rmm;) e of his futhevs before his eyes,
as thebef? mode] for his condu® ; which intyvodyces
the epifode conc yuing Fanafol /::. the daughser
of the King of Craca whom Fingal had taken
liis proteftion, m his youih, Fillan and
ar are azr'*: ched' to obferve the motions of
¢t 5 Gaul the fonof Movni de-
fs'ﬂ- the co “the avmy, inthe nexst battle ;
which F ”x, ai promifes to give him. Some genee
ralrefletdions of the poet Au./g tie third day,
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in-the preceding book. 1 he ftory of f\fgm-
propi1 iety, as
Ereat ule is {‘;;L'rfq(_' Q[‘ the

courle 1€

poem, and asit, in lom calure, brings

D

E leafant are 'the words of the fongs, faid
Cuchullin, and lovely are the tales of other
times. They are like the calmdew ofthemorn=
sng on the hill of roes, when the fun is faint

on its fides, and the lake is fettled and blue

11o¢ me. hear th Fss ~f whi
and let me hear the long ot lura; whic

halls of
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Go, gray- haired Snivan, Starno faid to
Ardyen's [ea- [urroundedrocks, Tellto Fingal
King ofth= defart, hethatisthe fairet among
his thoufands, teil him, Igive him mydaugh-
ter, the lovslieft maid that ever heaved a
breaft of fnow., Her arms are 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 fecret hall,

Snivan came to Albin’s windy hills:
and fair- haired Fingal went. His kindled
fou!l flew 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, {ons of the lonely
ifle! Three days within my halls tiall ye
feaft, and three days purfue my boars, that
your fame may reach the maid that dwells in
the fecret hall,




Tt

TheKing of [now * defigned their death
and gave the feaft of fhells. Fingal, who
doubted the foe, kept on his arms of fteel,
The fongs of death were afraid, and fled
from the eyes of the hero. The voice of
{pright'y mirth arofe. The trembling harps
of joy are firung, Bards fing the battle of
heroes, or the heaving breaft of love.” Ul-
fin, Fincals bard, was there; the (weet
voice of the hill of Cona. He praifed the
daughter of {now; and Morven's * * high-
defcended chief, — The daughter of {now
over-heard, and leftithe hall of her fecret
figh. Shecame in all her beauty, like the
moan from the cloud of the eaft. — Lo-
velinels was aroundher as light. Her fteps
were like the mufie of fongs. She [aw'the

E 4 youth

& Starno is here poetically called the King

of fnow, from the great gquantities of fnow
that fall in his dominions,

& % All the North - weft coaft of Scotland
probably went of old under the name of Mor-
ven, waich fignifies a ridge of very high
hills,




im, He was the Fo.en..}1

Her blue evye ed on him- in

Le bleft the chief of Morven

the dark- browed Starmo; and Fingal, King
of fhields. Half

1 .
cnace; au

blood of

It was thenthe daughter of Starne, with

blue eyes rolling in tears, came wirth her

voice of love and 1;‘:0‘\: to the King of
j‘ﬁ rues

Fingal, - defcended chief, truft
not Starno’s he.‘ft of pride.” Within that
wood he has placed his chiefs! beware of the

e

woodof death fon of thehil

remember ecca; fave me. from the
wrath of mvy father

Moyven!

y King of the windy

The

# (Gormal is the name of a hill'in Lochlin,
in the neighbourhood of Starno’s palace.
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The youth, with unconcern, wenton;

72

his heroes by his fide.  The {ongs of death

g L s boa gl A a ho afet s gee o4
fell by his I nalecchoedaround,

farno the ‘U?‘aitﬁ of
1

*s dark brows

ftained with the blood

her words have not bee

ficel.  She feil lik

flides from the rock of

{fnow,

1an; when the
woods are ftill and the eccho deepens in the
vale,

1 ¢

Then Fingal eyed “his valiant chiefs,

his valiant chiefs took arms. The gloom of
the battle roared, and Lechlin fled or died.

- i 1 e 1.l P o | e
~ Pale, in his bounding {hip he cloled the

E 5 maid




maid of the raven hair, Her tomb alcends on

Araven, and the fea roars round the dark
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blefled be the mouth oft
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his arm of age. Lochlin{ball fall again be-

fore the I'{i:‘-‘a- of ecchoing Morven) Shew

nacloud, o moon; light his
white fails on the wave of the night. And if
eny ftrong fpirit * of hcaven fits on that

1d, turp hmz ark {h ps from the

Such were the words of Cuchullin
st the found of the mountain- fi+ eam, when
Calmar afcended the hill, the weunded fon of

M-

¥ This is the o 1y Mfs‘ww the poem that
bas the sppearane
chullin's R“,D{'ifi-?

of religion. — But Cue

e to this {pirit is sccom=
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Matha, From the field hc camein his blood.

He leaned on his bending fpear, Feeble is
the arm of battle! but ﬂ -ong the foul of the
hero!

Welcome! o fon of Matha, faid Cona
nal, welcome art thou to thy friends! Why
burfls that broken figh f;on* the breaft of

him that never feared before?

And never,@unal, will he fear, chief
of the pointed fteel. My loul brightens in

dawger, and exults in the noife f battle. 1
am of the race of ficel; my fathers never
feared,

Cormar was the firft of my race. He
fported through the ftorms of the waves, His
black (kiff bounded on the ocean and travelled
on the wings of the blaft. A [pirit once em-
broiled the night Seas {well and rocks re-
found. Winds drive along the clouds. The
lightning flies on wings of fire, He feared
and came to land: then blufhed that he fea-

red atall. Herufhed again among the waves,
to
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hear my fame; and the mother?’

e over the ftone of my renown,

bl No 5
My joy is on the une=
¥ = (r inc -ul(n AT OCETF b
& qual field; my foul increafes indanger. Con-

il of other times, ‘carry oft
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the fad fons of Erin, and ‘when the battl

in this nar-

vak we {1all fftand

inthral
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leaned on his father’s foear. That [pear
whieh he brought from Lara |

the foul of his mother was (ad, — But (owe
ly now thehero falls like a tree on the plains
of Coma, = Dark Cuchullin ftands alone like
a rock *ina fandy vale. The fea comes 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 {hips of
Fingal appear. . High is the grove of their
mafis, as they nod, by turns, on the rol-
ling wave,

Swaran {aw them from the hill, and re-
turned from the fons of Erin.  As ebbs the

TC-
P 12 !
_—— — ;u'r@ 'rn(’
H/\.N e A0Sy ys“uc/us. BOAITE iAo e"//u
f:c,.z“, XC.
Hom. 11, 15.

e : 5 )
So {fom tall o’erhangs the

By winds affail’d , by billows beat ini
Unmov'd it hears, above, the te
bBlow |
And {ees the watry mountains break
below
Pope,



refounding fea trough the hundred Ifles of

Iniflore; fo loud fo vaft, fo immenfe retur-
ned the {ons of Lochlin agwn% the King of
the defert hill. But bending, weeping, fad
and flow, and dragging his long {pear be-
hind , Cuchullin funk in Cromla’s wood, and
mourned his fallen friends, He feared the
face of Fingal, who was wont to greet him
from the ficlds of renown.

How many lie'there of my heroes! the

chiefs of Inmis. fail! they that were chearful
in the hall, when the found of the {hells

arole. No more {hall °::~.*.= their fteps in the

heath, orhear their voice inthe chace of the
hinds. Pale, filent, low on blaody "beds are

they who were my friends! O [pirits of the
lately deceafed, meet Cuchullin’ on hisheath.
Converfe wi'h him on the wind, when the
ruftling treeof Tura'scave refounds. There,
far remote, 11{hall lie unknown. No bard
{hall hear of me.” No gray ftone fha'lrife to
my renown. Mourn me with the death,

Bragela! departed is my fame
Such




SY [ e e

Such: 'were the words - of Cuchullin,

when -he funk in the woods of Cromia.

Fingal tall in his fhip, ftretched Lig

_ﬁir‘ight lance before him Ferrible was th

Yhe ‘ feath
gleam of the ficel: it was like.the oreen m

teor of death, fetting in the heath of Mol

» Ll

moy, w I‘. en

Jam
broad moon i y
e
The battle is over, faid the King; snd [
1 behold the blood of my friends, $ad isthe |k

heath of Lena; and mournful the oaks of  |in
Cromlg: the hunters have fallen there in i
their. firenght; and the fop of Semo is no

more, = Ryno and Fillan, my fons, found

the horn.of Kingals war. Afcend that hill i
P pu % ¥y
on the¢; thore, "and eall the ckildren of the
foe, Call them from the grave Lamdarg, i
.f; PRI f"‘" v . T ot 10n
¢ Chiel. of other times, — Be vour veice
. o

ike that of your father, when he enters the :

battles of his firenght, I wait for the dark s
mighty man; I wait on Lena’s {hore for Swa- ‘I
ras. And let him come with all his race; | &1

Ialt

[‘_; r l




| for “firong in battle are the friends of the
i, dead.

‘ Fair Ryno flew like lightning; dark
t Fillan as the {hade of autumn. On Lena’s
vl
heath theirvoice is heard; the fons of ocean

[ ,, heard the horn of Fingal’s war. As the roa=
ring'eddy of oceanreturning from the King-
dom of fnows; fo firong, fo dark, {o (uds
den came down the fons of Lochlin. The
King in their front apgears in the dismal pri-
de of his arms, - Wrath burns in his dark-
i off - 'brown face; and his eyes rol! in the fire of

here in his valour.

f no
o Fingal beheld the fon of Starno; and
found

B8 he 1';tncmb:rcd Agandecca. — For Swaran

with the tears of youth had mourned his
| white.bofomed fifter. He fent Ullin of the
Aty fongs, to bid him to the feaft of fhells. For
pleafant' on Fingal’s foul ceturned the re-

ekt membrance of the firlt of his loves,
pinf e
St . »
o e Ullin came with aged fteps, and fpo-
o Xe to Starno’s fon. O thou dwelleft afar,
j :
F fur-
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furrounded, like a rock, withthy waves,
come to the feaft of the King, and pals the
day in reft. = To morrow let us fight, o
Swaran, and break the eccheoing fhields,

To c':v, faid Starno’s wrathful fon,
we break the ecchoing. fhields: to morrow
my fealt \viEE ¢ fpread; and Fingal lic on

earth,

And to morrow let his feaft be fpread,
faid Fingal with a {mile; for to-day, omy
fons, we ‘.":aa‘. b:egk the ecchoing . {hields.
— Offian ftand thou near my arm, Gaul
lift thy terrible fword.  Fergus bend thy
crooked yew. Throw, Fillan, thy lance
through heaven, — Lift your thields 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 2 hundred winds on Moruven; as
the fireams of 2 hundred hills; as clouds fly
fucceffive over heaven, or as the dark ocean

affaults the defert: fo roating, -fo vaft, fo
tere



Ipread, |

4 0T
(Hilds.
Gl
end i
f lance
\ds ke
ats i
the

in Dai
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terrible ‘tlie 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 burftson Cona, and
a thoufand ghofts {hriek at once on thehol-
low wind.

Fingal rulbed on in his firength, ter-
rible as the [pirit of Tremmor; when, ina
whirlwind, ke comes to [orven, to fee
the children of his pride, The oaks re-
found on theirhills, and the rocks fall down
before him. —' Bloody was the hand of
my father, when he whirled thelightning of
dis fword, Heremembers the battles of his
youth, and thefield is wafted in his'courfe,

Ryno went on like a pillar of fire, —
Dark is the brow of Gaul. Fergus ruthed
forward with feet of wind; and Fillan like
the mift of the hill, Myfelf *), like a rock,

F 2 came

%) Here the poet celebrates his own aftions,
but he does it in fuch a manner that we are
not displeafed. The mention of the great
attiens of his youth immediately fuggeﬁ;_to

im
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came’'down, T ex[ulted in the firength of
the King. Many were the deaths of my arm,
and di.mal was the gleam of my [word. My
eyes were not clofed in darknefs: nor failed

my feet in the race.

Who canrelate ths deaths of the people,
or the deeds of mighty heroes ; when Fingal,
burning in his wrath, confumed the {ons. of
Lochlin? Groaas fwelled on groans from hill
to hill, till night had covered all. . Pale, fta-

like a herd” of deer, the fons of Lock-

ring
Iin convene on Lena.

L

V. .
W e i

tat and heard the fprightly harp
at Lubars gentle fiream,  Fingal himfelf
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 {hield, the King of Morven
fat, The wind whiftled through his aged
locks,

him the he'ple(s fituation of his age.  We do

not difpifs liim for felfih praife, but feel his
misfortunes.




locks, and his thoughts are of the days of
other y=ars, Near him on-his bendi®g Ipear,
my young , my lovely Ofcar ficod. He
admired the King of Morven: and his altis
ons were fwelling 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-
{ye the glory of our fathers, and be what
they have been; when Trenmor lived, the
firlt of men and T'rathal the father of heroes:
They fought the battle in their vouth, and
are the fong of bards. — O Ofcar! bend
the ftrong in arms: but fpare the feeble
hand. Be thou a ftream of many tides
againft the foes of thy people; but like the
gale that moves the grafs, to thole who aflk
thine aid. — So Trenmor lived: fuch Tra-
thal was, and fuch has Fingal been. My
arm was the fupport of the injured, and
the weak refted behind the lightning of my

fteel,
of-

(8




Ofcar! ¥ wasyoung like thee, when lovely
Fainafollis came that fun-beam! that mild
light of love! the daughter of Cracas *)
King! 1 then returned from Cona’s heath,
and few were in my train. A white- fai-
led boat appeared far off; we faw it like a
mift that rode on ocean’s blaft, It foon
epproached: we faw the fair. Her white
breaft heaved with fighs. The wind was
in her loofe dark hair; her rofy cheek had
tears, — Daughter of beauty, calm I faid,
what figh isin that breaft? Canl young
as I am defend thee, daughter of the [ea?
my fword is not unmatehed in war, but

dauntlels'is my heart,

To thee I fly, with fighs fhe replied,
© chief of mighty men! To thee I fly,
chief of (hells, fupporter of the feeble hand!

The

%) What the Craca here mentioned was, is
not, at this diftance of time, eafy to deter-
mine. The moft probable opiniofx is, that
it was one of the Shetland ifles, — There
is a flory concerning a danghter of the King

| of Craca in the fixth book,
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The King of Craca’s ecchoing ifle owned

me the {un-beam of his race. And often

did the hills of Cromla reply 1o the fighs of

love for the unhanpv Fainefollis. Sore’s chiet

beheld my fair; and loved the daughter of

Craca. His fword is like a beam of light
upon the warrior’s fide, But dark is hi$
brow, and tempefts are in his foul, 1fhun
him on. the rolling fea; but Sora’s chief
purlues,

Reft thou, I faid, behind my fhield;
reft in peace, thou beam of light! The
gloomy chief of Sora will fly, if Fingal's
arm is like his!foul. In fome lone cave I
might conceal thee daughtcr of the fea!
But Fingal never flies ; for where the dam-
ger threatens, [ rejoice in the ftorms of
fpears: — I faw the tears upon her cheek,
1 piti¢d Craca’s fair,

Now like a dreadful wave afar, appear
red the thip of formy Borbar, His mafts
high«bended over the fea behind their fheets

F 4 of
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of fnow,. White roll the watets on
either fide. The fire ngth of oce
Come thou, ! faid, from the roar of ocean

in founds,

thou rider of the fform., Partale the feal

withie my hall, It is the houle of firangers,
4 !

— The maid fiood trembling by my fide;

he drew the bow: fle fell. Unesrring is
thy hand, I faid but feeble was the foe,—
We fought, nor weak was the firife of de-
ath: He funk beneath my fword- We
laid them in two tombs of ftones. the un-
happy children of youth,

Such have | been in my yeuth, o Of
car 5 be thou like the age of Fingal- Ne-
ver feek the battle, nor fhun it when it

comes, — Hillan and O

ir of the darka.
brown hair; ve children of the rage; fly
over the hesth of roaring winds: and view

the fons of Lochiin. Far off 1hear thenoi-
fe of their fear, like florms of ecchoing Co-
na.  Go: that they may not fly my fword
along the waves of the north, — For ma-
ny chiefs' of Erin’s race lie here on the

dark




Y dark bed of death, The children of the

o, ftorm are low; the fonsof ecchoing Cramla

Jand The heroes flew like two dark clouds;
4 two dark clouds that are the chariots of

ghofts; when air's dark children come te

frighten haplels men,

il It was then that Gaul *), the fon

/

of e of Morni, ftood like a rock in the night,

His fpear is glittering to the ftars;
yoice like many fii'.":-‘.ii"'. — Son of battle
cried the chief, o Fingal , King of {heils! i

I

let the bards of many fongs {voth

Nes friendstorelt, And ﬁ:;-:ga!,ﬂ eath thy [word

hen it F.5 whis=
A ) Gaul the fon of Morni, was chief of
TR a tribe, u-:"u:v,; uted long, the pre- eminen-
i ce, with ‘r1 2] himfelf. They were redu-
ced at laft to obedience, and Gaul, from an
f theo” enemy, tur Fingal’s beft friend ‘and
A agreateft hero : &er is fometimes like
10" that of Aiax in the Tliad; a hero of more
oy [V {trencth than conduét in battle. He was ves
. ry f‘.zd of military fame, and liere he de-
W mands the next battle, to-himfelf. '—+The

ot ¥ p/\e , by an_artifl removes Fingal, that |

ik his return may be the more magnilicent, :

|

|
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of death ; and let thy people fight. We
wither awvay withont our fame; - for our
King is the only breaker of fhields. When
morning rifes onour hills, behold at a di-
ftance our deeds. Let Lochlin feel the fword
of Morni’s fon, that bards may fing of me.
Such was the cuftom heretoford of Fingal's
noble race. Such® was thine own, thou
King'of [words, in battles ot the fpear.

O fon of Morni, Fingal replied, I
glory in thy fame. — Fight; but my fpear

{ha'l be near to aid thee in the midft of
danger.  Rsile, 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 wear, among the
chi'dren of thy land ; if thou fittet on a
blaft of wind among the high - {hrowded
mafts of Lochlin; come to my dreams *)
my fair one, and fhew thy bright face to
my foul,

Ma-

The pcet prepares us for the dream of
Fmbal in the next book
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Many 2 voice, and many a harp in
tunefu! founds arofe. Of Fingal's noble
deeds they {ung, and of the noble race
of thethero. And [ometimes on the love-
ly found was heard the name of the now
mournful Offian,

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 Fingal, 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 moft renowned on
the hills of Cona,

¥FINe
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Who comes with her fongs from the
mountain, like the bow ofthefhowery Lena?
Itisthe 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 alti-
ons of Oscar? When. fhall [ ceafe to
mourn by the ftreams of the ecchoing Cona?
My years have pafled away in battle, and

my. eyc is darkened with forrow,
Daugh-

%) Fingal ‘)em{: afleep, and the a&tion fus-
psndtd L,v night, the poet introduces the
ftory of his wurr.f?un of Eyirallin the daugh-
ter of Branno. lhu- epifode is neceflary te
clear up feveral pailages 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.
— }"m book as many of Offians other com-
pofitions is addreffed to the beautiful Malvi-
na the daughter of Tofcar. ghe 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 mournfuland blind ; 1 was not fodark
i and forlorn, when F"'* allin 'loved -me

e | ‘ ; s
i Euverallin with the dark- brown hair, the
white - bofomed love of Cormac. A thou-
ol

fand heroes fought the mzid, fhe denied
0 fe >

her love to a thoufand; the fons of:the
fword were defpifed; for graceful in her
eyes was' Offian.

I went in fuit of the maid to Lego's
[able furge; twelve of my people were
there, the fons of the ftreamy Morven. We
cameto Branno friend of firangers; Branno

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 - eved fons of Erin... But bleft be thou
o fon of ,ang'[:f, uu;-rw is the maid that
waits thee.  Tho' twelve daughters of beau-

tv were mine, thine were the . choice thou
J
fon of fame! = Then he opened the hall

ol \
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96
of the maid, the dark- haired Everalli,
Joy ‘kindled in eur breafls of fteel, and
bleft the maid of Branno.

Above us on the hill appeared the peo-
ple of Rarely Cormae. Eight were the he-
hief: and the heath flamed

3
2

roes of the
with their arms. There Colla, Durra of
the wounds, there mighty Zo/car, and Ta-

o, ithete ‘Frefial the viftorious ftood ; Daire

of the happy deeds, and Dala the battle’s

g

bulwark in the hand of Cormac, and gra.

ceful wias the look of the hero,

Eight were the heroes of Offians. Ul
lin Rormy fon of war ; Mullo of the gene-
;ous deeds ; thenoble,the graceful Stelacha;
Oglan and Cerdal the wrathful, and Dus
ma -riccon’s brows of death, . ~And why
fhould Ogar be the laft; fo wide renowned

on the hills of Ardven?

Ogar met Dalathe ftrong, face to fa-
ce, on the field of heroes.

The
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The battle of the chiefs was like the
wind on ocean’s foamy waves, The dagger
is remembered by Ofcar; the weapon which

drownedit in Dala’s

he loved; nine times he di

fide. The ftormy baitle turned, Three
times | pierced Cormac’s thield; three times
he broke his fpear.  But, unhappy youth
of love! Icut his head away, — Five ti-
mes [{hook it by the lock, = The friends of
Cormac fled.

Whoever would have told me, lovely
maid *) when Ifirove in battle; that blind,

“forfaken, and forlorn I now fhould pafs

the night; firm ought his mail to have been,
and unmatched his arm in battle,

Now **) on Lena’s g‘oomy heath the
voice of mufic died away. The unconftant
G blaft

#) The poet addrefles himfelf to Malvina
the daughter of Tofcar,

*#The poet returns to his fubjeét If one
fix the time of the year, in which the a
of the poem happened, . from the fienede
fcribed here, I fhould be tempted te piace i€
in autumn. —— The trees fhed their leaves

and

~ould
ion

e-
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blaft blesv hard, and the high oak ook its
leaves around me; of Evera'lin were my
thoughts, when fbe, in all the light of beau-
ty, and her blue - eyes rolling in tears,
ftood on a cloud before my fight, and fpoke
with feeble voice,

O O
Ofcar chicfof men: near the red oak of Ly-

an rife and fave my fon; fave

bar’s ftream, he fights with Lochlin’s fons.
— She {unk into her cloud again. I clothed
me with my fteel, My fpear fupported my
fteps, and my rattling armour rung. 1hum-
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 vear,
* Qffian gives thc reader a high idea of
himfelf. His paflage 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 voicealoud,
Se
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I called him like a diftant fire:m. My
fon, return, over Lena. No further pur-
fue the foe, though Ofjian is behind thee.
— He came; and lovely in my ear was
Ofcar's founding fteel. Why didit thou
ftop my hand, he faid, till death had cove-
red all? For dark'and dreadful by the fiream
they met thy {onand Fillan, They watehed the
terrors ‘of the night. OQur (words have con-
quered fome. But as the winds of night
pour the ocean over the white fands of o=
ra, fo dark advance the fons of Lochlin over
Lena’s ruftling heath,  The ghofts of nighg
{trick afar; and I have feen the meteors of
death, Let me awake the King of Moruen,
he that [miles in danger; for he is like the fon
of heaven that rifes in a ftorm.

Fingal had ftarted from a dream, any
leaned on Trenmor’s thield ; the dark- brown

G 2 {hield

So high his breazen voice the hero rear'd,
Hofts drop their arms and trembled asthey
fear’d.
Fope.
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fhield of his fathers; which they had lifted
of old in the baitles of their race. — The
hero had feen in his reft the mournful form
of Agandecea; fhe came from the way of the

ocean, and {lowly, lonely, moved over Lena.

Her face was palelike the mift of Crom-
la; and dark were the tears of her cheek.
She often raifed her dim hand from her
vobe; her robe which was of the clouds of
the defars: ithe raifed her dim hand over

Fingal, and turned away her filent eyes.

Why weeps the daughter of Starnos
faid Fingal, with a figh? Why is thy face
fo pale, thou daughter of the clouds? — She
departed on the wind of Lena, and left him
in the midt of night. — She mourned the
fons of her people, that wereto fall by Fin-
gals hand.

The hero ftarted from veft, and fill
beheld her in his foul, — The found of
Ofcar’s feps approached,  The King faw

the
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by face

the grey (hield on his fide, For the faint
beam of the morning came over the waters
of Ullin.

What do the foes in their fear? faid
the rifing King of Morven. Or fly they
through ocean’s foam, or waittheythe battle
of fteel? But why fhoutd Fingal alk? 1hear
their voice on the early wind. — Fly over
Lena's heath, o Ofcar, and awske our friends
to battle,

The King ftood by the ftone of Lubar;
and thrice raifed his terrible voice. The deer
ftarted from the fountains of Cromla; and
all the rocks fhook on their hills.  Like the
noife of a hundred mountain. fireams, that
burft, and roar, and feam: like the clouds
that gather to a tempeft on the blue face of
the {ky, fomet the {ons of the defart, round
the tertlible 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 with [poils of the foe.
G 3 Come,




Come to battle, faid the King, yechild-
ren of the fterm, Come to' the death of
thoufands.  Comhals fon will fee the fight,
— My [word fhall wave on ihat hill, and
be the {Lield of my people. But never may
you need it, warriors, while the fon of
Morni fights, the chiel of mighty men,—
He fhall leadimy battle; that his fame may
rife in the fong. — O ye ghofts of heroes
dead! ye riders of the ftorm of Cromla!
receive my falling 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,

Fillan 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 firife: and behold the
deeds of his hands. Prote& the friends of
yaur father: and remember the chiefs of
old. My children, I {hall fec you yet, though

here

is 1e

i 2
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here you fhould fal! in Erin. Soon fhall
our cold, pale ghofts meetin a cloud, and
fly over the hills of Cona.

Now like a dark and ftormy cloud,
edged round with the red lightning of hea-
ven, and flying weftward from the mor-
ning’s beam the King of hills removed, Ter-
rible 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 Cromla’s 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 fbeds tears, The fword
is a beam of fire in his hand. . He came
and (miling, fpoke to Offian. — O ruier
of the fight of feel! my father, hear thy
fon. Retire with Moryews mighty chiet,
and give me Offian’s fame. And if here 1
fall; my King, remember that breaft of

G 4 fnow
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fnow, that lonely fun-beam of m 1y love,
the white handed daughter of Tofcar. For
with red cheek from the rock, and bmding
over the fiream, her fufi hair flies about
her bofom, as the pours fhe figh for Ofcar.
Tell hery I am on my hills a lightly - boun-
ding fon of the wind; that hereafter in a
c!m.\l, I mayn

ly maid of 7ofcar.
4

Raile, Ofcar; rather raife my tomb.
I will not yield the fight to thee. For firft
and bloodieft in the war, my arm thall teach
thee how to fight. But, remember, my
fon, to place this fword, this bow, and the
horn of my deer, within that d2rk and narrow
houfe, whole mark is one gray ftone, Of-
¢or, I have no love to leave to the care of
my fon; for graceful Evirallin is no more,
the lovely daughter of Branno,

Such were our words, when Gaul's
loud vojce came growing on the wind, He
waved on high the (word of hjs father, and
sufhed to death and wounds,

As




As waves white- bubbling over the deep
come {welling, roaring onj as rocksof ooze
met roaring waves: fo foes attacked and
fought. ' Man met with man, and ftee! with
fteel, Shields found; men fall. Asa hun-
dred hammers on the fon of the furnace,
of rofe, fo rung their [words.

Gau! rufhed on like a whirlwind in
Ardven. The deftruction of heroes is on
his (word. Swaran was like the fire of the
defart in the ecchoing heath of Gormal.
How can I giveto the fong the decthof-
many fpears ? My fword rofe lhigh, and
flamed in the ftrife of bloed, And, Ofcar,
terrible wert thou, my beft, my greateft
fon! 1 rejoiced in my fecret foul, when
his {word flamed over the fiain.. 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 tQ

G 5 blow
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blow, and death to death, from the hand
of Ofcar *) and mine.

But Swaran clofed round Morni’s fon,
as the ftrength of the tide of inistore. The
King half-rofe from his hill at the fight,
and half-affumed 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 {ong; forfongenlivens war. Tall [J}-
lin went, with fteps of age, and fpoke to the
king of fwords,

Son** of the chief of generous fteeds!
high bounding king of fpears. Strong arm

in every perilous toil.
Hard

* Offian never fails to givea fine charatter
of his beloved fon. His {peech to his father
is that of a hero; it contains the fubmiffion
due to a parent, and the warmth that beco-
mes a young warrior.  There is a propriety
in dwelling here on the aions of Cfeay, as
the beautiful Makima to whom the book is
addrefl-d, was in love with that hero.

%% The wat - fong of Ullin varies from the
reft of the poem in the verfification, It runs

down




2 i
R —— 107

Hard heart that never yields, Chief of the
pointed arms of death,  Cut down the foe;
let no white fail bourd rcund dark Inis-
tore. Be thine arm like thunder, - Thine
eyeslikefire, thy heartof folid rock, Whiri
round thy {word as a meteor at night, and
lift thy fhicld like the flame of death, Son
of the chief of generous feeds, cut down
the foe; deftroy, — The hero’s heart beag
high. But Swaran came with battle. He
cleft the fhield of Gaul in twain; and the
fons of the defart fled,

Now ~Fingal arofe in his ‘might, and
thrice he reared his voice. Cromla anfwered
around, and the fons of the defart flood

ftill, — They bent their red faces to earth,
afhamed at the prelence of Fingal,, Hecame
like

down like a torrent; and confifts almoft in-
tirely of epithets., The cuftom of encoura-
ging men to battle with extempore rhymes,
has been carried down almoft to our own
times. Several of thefe war- fongs are extant;
but the moft of them are only a group of
epithets , without beauty or harmony, ut-
terly deftitute of poetical merit,




like a cloud of rain in the days of the fun,
when fiow it rolls on the bhill, and ficlds
exipect the fhower,. Swaran behe!d the
terrible king of Morven, and fopped in
the midft of his courfe, Dark he leaned on
his fpear, rolling his red eyes around, Si-
lentand tall he feemed as an oak of Lubar,
which had its branches blafted of old bythe
lightning of heaven. It bends over the
{fiream, and the gray mofs whiftles in the
wind; fo flood the King.  Then flowly
he retired to the rifing heath of Lena, His
thoulands pour around the hero, and .the
darknefs of battle gathers on the hill.

Fingal, like abeam from heaven, (fho-.
nein the midft of his people. His heroes
gather-aroond him, and he fends forth the
voice of power, Raife my ftandards * on
high — fpread them on Lena’s wind, like

8 P
the
* Th'imperial enfign, whieh full high ad-
vanced,
shone like a meteor fireaming to the

wind,
Milton,
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the fames of an hundred hills. Let them
found on the winds of Erin and remind us
of the fight, Ye fonsof the roaring ftreams,
that pour from a thoufand hills, bg near the
king of Morven: attend to the words of his
power. Gaul, firongelt arm of death! O
Ofcor, of the future fights; Connal, fon ot
the blue fteel of Sora; Dermid of the dark-
brown hair,and Offian King of many fongs,

be near your fathers arm.

We reared the [un- beam ** of battle,
the fandard of the king. Each hero’s foul
exfulted with joy, as waving, it flew on the
wind, It was ftudded with’ gold above, s
the blue wide fhell of the nightly {ky. Each
hero had hisftandard too; and each his gloo-
my men,

Behold

%% Fingal's ftandard was di ﬁmgmi‘n‘d by the
name of ﬂ in - beam ; probably en account u
its brlght colour, and its bcmg ftudded witl
Gold. To begin a battlz is expreffed, inold
compofitien, by /lifting of the ﬁm-hmm




Behold [aid the king of generous fhells,
how Locklin divides on Lena, — They
ftand like broken clouds on the hill, or an
haif confumed grove of oaks; when we fee
the fky through its branches, and the mete-
or pafling behind. Let every chief among the
friends of Fingal take a dark troop af thofe
that frown {o high; nor let a fon of the ece
choing groves bound on the waves of Inir-
tore.

Mine, faid Gaul, be the feven chiefs
that came from Lano’s lake. — Let uis-
tore's dark king, faid Ojcar, come to the
fword of Offian’s fon. — To mine the king
of Iniscon, [aid Commal, heart of Reel! Or
Mudaws chief or 1, {aid brown - haired Dep-
mid, fhall flcep 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
fhield, — Blefit and victorious be my chiefs,
faid Fingal of the mildeft 'look! Swaran,

King

ntton

promi
tidlk
bofon
[,
fdelo
keny



king of roaring waves, thou art the choice
of Firgal.

Now like an hundred different winds,
that pourthrough manyvales ; divided, dark,
the fons of the hill advanced, and Cromla
ecchoed around.

How, canl relate the deaths, when
we cloledin the frife of our fteel? O daugh-
ter-of Tofcar! bloudy were our hands! the
gloomy ranks of Lochlin fell like the banks
of the roaring Coma, — Our ‘arms were
victorious on Lena, each chief ful filled his
promife. Befid the murmur of Branno thou
didIft often fit, o maid; when thy white
bofom rofe frequent, like the down'of the
fwan, when flow fhe 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 certiflima figna fequun-

tur,
(Ut




cloud: night gathering round on the moun-

>

in, while the unfrequent blaft ** roared

.

n

Ut quae mane refert, et quaefurgentibus
aftris.

Tlle ubi nafcentem macu ¥ !
Conditus in nubem, mediogue r«fugerit

orbe;
Sufpetti tibi funt imbres,

' Vig.,
Above the reft the fun, who never lieg;
Foretels the change of weather in ‘the

1X1e8.
For if he rife, unwilling to his race,
Clouds on his brow and fpots vpon his

fice;
Or if thro’wifts he {hoots his fullen beams,
Frugal of light, in loofe and ftraggliug

fireains :

Sufpett a drifling day.

Dryden.
¥ Eontinuo ventis fargentibus aut freta
ponti

Incipiunt agitata tumefcere ; et aridusaltis,
Meontibus audiri fragor, aut refonantia
longe
Littora mifceri, et nemorum increbefcere
murmaur,
Virg,
For ere the rifing winds begin to roar,
The working feas advance to wafl the
{hore H
Soft




jn 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 firength of the mountain
fireams* come roaring downthehills. Such
was the noile of battle, mdid of the arms of
fnow. Why, daughter of the hill, that
tear? the maids of Lochlin have caufe to
weep. The people of their country fell,
for bloody was the blue fteel of the race of
my heroes. But I am fad, forlorn, and
blind; and no morethe companion ofheroes,
Give, lovely maid, to me thy tears, for I
havefeen the tombs o fall my friends,

Ie

Soft whifpers run alosg the leafy woed,

And mountains whiftle to the murmuring
ﬂOud. T

Dryden.
# = yunpt de montibus amnes.
The rapid rains defcending from the hills,
To rolling torrents {well the creeping rills,
Dyyden,

H




It was then by Fingal’shand ahero fell,
(0 bis gtief — Gray- haired he rolled in the
duft, and lifted his faint cyes to the King,
And thou haft fallen, faid the fon of Con iml,
thou, frignd of Agandecca! I faw thy tears
for the maid of my love, in the halls of the
bloody Starnos Thou haft been the foe of
¢he foes of my love, and haft thou fallen by
my hand? Raife, Ullin, raile the grave of
the {on of Mathon, ard give his name to
the fong of Agandecca; for dear to my fouj

haft thou been, thoun darkly~dwelling maid
of drdyen,

Cuchullin, from the cave of Cromla
heard the noife of the troubled war. He cal.
led to Conmal chief of (words, and Carril
of other times. The grey - haired heroes
heard his voice, and took their aspen [pears,
They came, and faw the tide of battle, like
the crowded waves of the ocean » When the

dark
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s dark wind blows from the deep, and rolls
the billows through the {andy vale,

i Cuclr tlin Kindled at the fight, and dark-
! nels gathered on his brow, His hand is on
the fword of his fathers: his red rolling
eyes on the foe, He thrice attempted to rufh
& to battle, and thrice did Connal ftop him,
Chicf of the ille of mift, he faid, Fingal {ube
dues the foe. 8 eek not a part of the fame
of the King! he himfcif is like a ftorm,

- Then Carril, goj; repliedthe chief, and

‘ greet the King of Morven. “WhenaLochlin

falls away like a fiream after rain, and the 1
noife of the b.ttle is over, then be thy voice |
fweet inhis ear; to praife the King of fwords,

Give him the (word of Caithbat! for Cuchul-

fin is worthy no more to lift the arms of his

fathers.

. : Buto ye ghofts of the lonely Cromlal ;
: ye fouls of chiefs that are no more! bevye
h ¢ companions of Cuchullin, and talk to

H g him
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him in the cave of his forrow. For never
more f{hall I berenowned among the migh-
ty in the land. Iam like a beam that has
fhone! like a mift that fled away, when the
blaft of the morning came, and brightened
the fhaggy fide of the hill. Connal talk of
arms no more : departed is my fame. — My
fighs fhall be on Cromla’s wind, till my
footfteps ceafe to be feen. — And thou,
white bofom’d Bragela, mourn over the falj
of my fame; for vanquifhed, I will never
return to thee, thou fun-beam of Dunscaich,

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

day.

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

5 {
autiful parts of the poem. The v viification
s regular and full, and agrees very well
qith the fedate chavaGer of Connil. — No
poet has adaptred the cadence of his verfe
mare o the temper of the [peaker , than Of
fian Zas done. It is move than prob ble,
she wlmle poem was originaliy deficned 1o
be fung to the harp, as :he verfification is
fo various and [0 much f[uited to the dif-
fevent poffims o the human mind.

PR e L e—
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NO\‘:' Ce :mal, on Cromla’s windy fide,
fpoke to the chief of the noble car. ~ Why
heart gloom, fon of Semo! Qur friends are
the mighty in barttle, .And renowned art
thou, o warnior! many were the death o
thy fteel, Often has Fragela met with blue-
rolling eyes of joy; often has fhe met her
hero, returning in the milft of the valiant;
when his fword was red with {laughter, and
his foes filent in the fields of the tomb,
Plealant to her ears weie thy bﬂrd.“», when
thine actions rofle in the fong.

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

forefts of night are overturned,

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

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

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

Such were the words of Connal, when vt
the heroes met in the midft of their falling
people. There was the clang of arms! the-
te every blow, like the hundred hammers fy
of the furnace! Terrible is the battle of the |
Kings, and horrid the look of their eyes. |
Their dark-brown fhields are cleft in twain,
and their fteel flies, broken from their hel- |
mets, They fling their weapons down.

PR
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Each rulhes® to the grasp of his foe,
Their finewy arms bend each other: they
turn from fide to fide, and firain and firetch
their large ({preading limbs below. But
when the pride of their firength arofe, they
fhock the hill with their heels; rocks tumb-
le from their places on high; the green hea-

ded bufhes are overturned, At length the.

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

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

H g fide

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

Pope,




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

their fides, andthlieredruin is feen afar.

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

They flew like lightning over the heath,

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

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

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

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

{ol-

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



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

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

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

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

San’of the mournful tale, faidi Fingal,
why doft thou awaken my tears? One day
the

po—
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the warriors muft die, and the children fee
their ufele(s arms in the hall.  But, Orla,
thy tomb fhall rife, 2nd thy white-bofomed
{poule weep over thy,;{word

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

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

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

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

pee




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

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

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

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

"q r

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

inthe field of the valiant they never fledfrom
dan-
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danger, ‘my fon fhall reft with them, far
rom his friends, on the heath of Lena,

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

{poke:

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

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

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

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

F ey

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

Tt 4
oar

ang |
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Ferchios! replied the chief of Cromls

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

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

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

and he hummed a furly fong, like a blaf

B in

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




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

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

h mighty Lamderg flies.

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

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

aring

“ The reader will find th" - paflage altered

from what it was in the f ‘nt3 of ancient

poetry, — It is delive 1 very diffe-

rently by traditien, a ranslator has
1

cho=

mai
bb‘x

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

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

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

|5 She

chofen that reading, which favours leaft of
bombatft, :




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

generous Tuathal.

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

while, The mighty f.z.';m‘z'erg died.

And fleepeft thou fo foon on eirth,’o

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

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

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

wither’s in the wind of thie mountain

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

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

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

Such was thy griel, thouKing ofhills,

Kel

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

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

the ruler of the war,

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

-

touched the harp to pleale the King! But

A : . mot

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

I lifted my eyes to Cromla, and I [aw

the fon of generous Semo, —  Sad and
fow




" un
LR

T T 2T 1 )‘?

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

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

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

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

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

O

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

Bring
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Bring not, Carril, I replied, bring not

melt at the remembrance. My eyes mult

arth is {he

e

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

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

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

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

dile s

FIN-
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FINGAL
AN ANCIENT EPIC POEM,

B0 09 K pL

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

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

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

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

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




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

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

The
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Th{: clouds of night come rolling’ down,
and reft on Cromla’s dark. brown fteep.The
ftars of the north arifelover the rolling of the
waves of Ullin; they {bew their heads of
fire through the flying mift of heaven,
A diftant wind roars in the wood; but

filent and dark is the plain of death

Still on the darkening Lena arofe in my
ears the tuneful voice of Carril. He fung
of the companions of our youth, and the
daysiof former years ; when we met on the
banks of Lego, and fent round the joy of
the fhell.  Cromla with its cloudy Reeps,
anlwered to his voice. The ghofts of thofe
be fung, came in their ruftling blafts They
were {een to bend with joy towards the

found of their praife.

Be thy foul bleft, o Carril, in the
midft of thy eddying winds. O that thou
vouldft come to my hall, when I am alone
by night! And thou doft come, my (riend,
I hear often thy light hand on my harp;

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

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

paflelt away in thv murmuring blaft; and

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

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

the

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

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

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

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

Trenmor * faid the mouth of the fongs

li=

#Trenmor was the great grand - father to

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

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

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

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

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

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

Three

J_rf f‘ﬂ
fopatl
Cath
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But | will retire, replied the youth,
with the {word of Trenmor; and exult in
the found of my fame. The virgins (hall
gather with [miles around him who conques
red Trenmor.” They fhall figh with the fighs
of love, andadmire the length of thy fpear;
when I fhall carry it among ‘thoufands,
and lift the glittering point to the fun,

Thou fhalt never carry my fpear,
faid the angry King of Morven. = Thy
mother fhall find thee pale on the fhore
of the ecchoing Gormal; and, looking over
the dark- blue deep, fee the fails of him
that {lew her fon,

[ will not lift the fpear, replied the
vouth, my arm is not ftrong with years,
But with the feathered dart | have learned
to pierce a-diftant foe, - Throw 'down that
heavy mail of fteel; for Trenmor is covered
all over. — I firft will lay my mail-on earth.

— Throw now thy dart, thou King of
Moryen,

K3 He




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

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

noble was the frife of heathy Malmor,

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

thou King of Morven, and be the friend
of

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

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

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

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

We gave the fong to the Kings, and

a hundred harps accompanied our voices.
The face of Swaran brightened like the full
moon of heaven, when the clouds vaniflh
away

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

Nor {lip, replied the King, thall Fig.
gal take," nor land of many hills,  The
defart is enough to me, with all its deer
and woods. Rife on the waves again, thou
noble friend of Agandecca. Spreadthy whi-
te {ails to the beam of the morning, and

return to the ecchoing hills of Gormal.

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

K ¢ And




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

O Swaran, "King "of the refounding
8

]
-
-

woods,  giveall thy; grief a way, — Tk
vanquifhed, if brave, “are renowned ;
they are like the fun in.a cloud , when he
hides his face in the fouth, .but: looks again
on the hills of grafs,

Grumal wasachiefof Cona, He fought
the battle on every coaft. 'His foul rejoiced
in blood; "his ear in the din of arms, He
poured his warriors on the founding Craca;
and Crrz:‘a'rhing met him from his grove;
for then within the circle of Brumo * Le
fpoke to the ftone of power,

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

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

L

d:



]‘u'n

'(\1“-'

i

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

It was then that Fingal fpoke to Carril
the chief of other times, Where ts the fon
of Semo; the Kingjof the ille of mift? has
he retired, like the meteor of death, tethe
dreary cave of Tura?

Cuchullin faid Carril of other times ,
helies in the drearycave of Tura- His
hand is jon the fword of his firength. His
thoughts on the battle which heloft. Mourn-
ful is the King of fpears; for he has often
been victorious, He fends the fword of
his war to reft on the fide of Fingal. For
like the ftorm of the defart, thoulhaft {cat-
tered all his foes, Take, o Fingal, the
fword of the here; for his fame is departed
like mift, when it flies before the ruftling
wind of the vale.

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




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

When now fhall T hear the bard; or
tejoice at the fame of my fathers? ~ The
harp is not ftrung on Morven, nor the voi-
ce of mufic raifed on Cona. Dead with
the mighty is the bard; and fame. is in the

defart no more.

Morning trembles with the beam of
the eaft, and glimmers on gray -theaded
Cromia. Over Lena is heard the jhorn
of Swaran, and the fons of the ocean ga-
ther around. — Silent and fad they mount
the wave, and the blaft of [//lin is behind their
fails. White, as the mift of Morven, they
float along the fea,

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

& " X -
was bound.

Far from his friends they placed him in

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

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

1
I
I

er fimes, raife

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

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

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

not know that the mighty lie there.

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

I diftingnifh not my friend.

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

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

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

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

rife, o my fon, to partake of the feaft of
Cro-
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deeds in arms ? Why did we come
over the ocean, to aid thy feeble {word?
Thou flyeft to thy cave of forrow, and
Connan fights thy battles: Refign to me the.
fe arms of light, yield them, thou fon

of Erin.

No hero, replied the chief ever fought
the arms of Cuchullin and had a thoufand
heroes (ought them, it were in vain, thou
gloomy vyouth. 1fled not to the cave of
forrow, as long as Erin’s warriors lived,

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

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

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

L deeds

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

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

and hig behaviour here deferves no better

ufage.




We fat, we fealted, and we {ung,
The foul of Cuchullin rofe. The ftrength
of his arm returned; and gladnels brigh-
tened on his face. Ullin gave tlie fong
and Carrill raifed the voice. I, often joi-
ned the bards, and fung of battles of the
fpear, — Battles! where I often fought;
but now I fight no more. The fame of
my former alionsis eeafed ; and I fit for-
lorn at the tombs of my friends.

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

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

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

And hereafter thou fhalt be vitorious,
faid Fingal King of thells, The fame of
Cuchullin, hall grow, like the branchy tree
of Cromla, Many battles await thee, o
chief, and many fhall be the wounds of
thy hand. Bring hither, Ofcar the deer
and prepare the fealt of fhells? that our
fouls may rejoice after danger, and our
friends delight in our prefence.,

Lia We

#¥* The praftice of finging when they

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

ifles. It deceives time and infpirits the
Towers §
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ned the bards, and fung of battles of the
fpear, — Battles! where I often fought;
but now I fight no more. The fame of
my former alionsis eeafed ; and I fit for-
lorn at the tombs of my friends.

Thus they paffed thenightinthe fong;
and brought back the morning with joy.
Fingal arofe on the heath, and fhook his
glittering fpear in his hand. — He moved
firt toward the plain of Lena, and we
followed like a ridge of fire. 8pread the
fail faid the King of Morven, and catch the
winds that pour from Lena,  — We rofe
on the wave with fong, and rufhed, with
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rule in its moft material circamftances, is
obferved by the three moft defervedly celes
brated poets , Homer, Virgil, and Milton;
yet | know not how ithappens; the conclu-
fions of their poems throw a melancholy
darap on the mind. One leaves his reader
a funeral; another at the untimely death of
a hero; and the third on the {olitary fce-
nes of sn unpenp'ed world,
Qs oly ckuQiemey TaQoy varcgos: inmede
Moid.
Homey,
Such honours Ilion to' her ‘hero paid,
And peaceful flept the mighty Heftor's
{hage.
Paope.
= Ferrum adverfo fub peftere condit
Fervidus,  Aft illis folvuntur frigore
membra,
Vitaque cnm gemitu fugit indignata fub
umbras,
Vivgil.
He raifed his arm aloft; and at the word
Deep in his bofom drove the fhining
{weord.
The ftreaming blood diftain’d bis armg
around,
And the disdainful foul came rulhing
through the wound,
Dryden,
They hand in hand, with wandring fteps
and {low,
Through Eden took their folitary way,
Milsom,

e =)







TWFEN Gray Scale
@ o

saydjed [0U0D 10|00 NFSAfIL










	Vorderdeckel
	[Seite]
	[Seite]

	Titel
	[Seite]
	[Seite]

	Vorbericht.
	[Seite]
	[Seite]

	Book I.
	[Seite]
	Seite 2
	Seite 3
	Seite 4
	Seite 5
	Seite 6
	Seite 7
	Seite 8
	Seite 9
	Seite 10
	Seite 11
	Seite 12
	Seite 13
	Seite 14
	Seite 15
	Seite 16
	Seite 17
	Seite 18
	Seite 19
	Seite 20
	Seite 21
	Seite 22
	Seite 23
	Seite 24
	Seite 25
	Seite 26
	Seite 27
	Seite 28
	Seite 29
	Seite 30
	Seite 31
	Seite 32
	Seite 33
	Seite 34
	Seite 35
	Seite 36
	Seite 37
	Seite 38

	Book II.
	Seite 39
	Seite 40
	Seite 41
	Seite 42
	Seite 43
	Seite 44
	Seite 45
	Seite 46
	Seite 47
	Seite 48
	Seite 49
	Seite 50
	Seite 51
	Seite 52
	Seite 53
	Seite 54
	Seite 55
	Seite 56
	Seite 57
	Seite 58
	Seite 59
	Seite 60
	Seite 61
	Seite 62
	Seite 63
	Seite 64
	Seite 65

	Book III.
	Seite 66
	Seite 67
	Seite 68
	Seite 69
	Seite 70
	Seite 71
	Seite 72
	Seite 73
	Seite 74
	Seite 75
	Seite 76
	Seite 77
	Seite 78
	Seite 79
	Seite 80
	Seite 81
	Seite 82
	Seite 83
	Seite 84
	Seite 85
	Seite 86
	Seite 87
	Seite 88
	Seite 89
	Seite 90
	Seite 91

	Book IV.
	Seite 92
	Seite 93
	Seite 94
	Seite 95
	Seite 96
	Seite 97
	Seite 98
	Seite 99
	Seite 100
	Seite 101
	Seite 102
	Seite 103
	Seite 104
	Seite 105
	Seite 106
	Seite 107
	Seite 108
	Seite 109
	Seite 110
	Seite 111
	Seite 112
	Seite 113
	Seite 114
	Seite 115
	Seite 116

	Book V.
	Seite 117
	Seite 118
	Seite 119
	Seite 120
	Seite 121
	Seite 122
	Seite 123
	Seite 124
	Seite 125
	Seite 126
	Seite 127
	Seite 128
	Seite 129
	Seite 130
	Seite 131
	Seite 132
	Seite 133
	Seite 134
	Seite 135
	Seite 136
	Seite 137
	Seite 138
	Seite 139

	Book VI.
	Seite 140
	Seite 141
	Seite 142
	Seite 143
	Seite 144
	Seite 145
	Seite 146
	Seite 147
	Seite 148
	Seite 149
	Seite 150
	Seite 151
	Seite 152
	Seite 153
	Seite 154
	Seite 155
	Seite 156
	Seite 157
	Seite 158
	Seite 159
	Seite 160
	Seite 161
	Seite 162
	Seite 163
	[Seite]
	[Seite]

	Rückdeckel
	[Seite]
	[Seite]


