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FINGAL:
AN

ANCIENT EPIC POEM.

IN SIX BOOKS.



ARGUMENT TO BOOK I.

Cuthullin (general of the Irish tribes, in the minority of Cor-

mac, kinj; of Ireland) sitting alone beneath a tree, at the

gate of Tura, a castle of Ulster (the other chiefs having

gone on a hunting party to Cronila, a neighbouring hill), is

informed of tlie landing of Swaran, Icing of Lochlin, by

Moran, the son of Fithil, one of his scouts. He convenes

the chiefs ; a coimcil is held, and disputes nm high about

giving battle to the enemy. Connal, the petty king of

Togorma, and an intimate friend of Cuthullin, was for

retreating, till Fingal, king of those Caledonians who in-

habited tlie nortli-west coast of Scotland, whose aid had

been previously solicited, should arrive; but Calmar, tlie

son of Watha, lord of Lara, a country in Connaught, was for

engaging the enemy immediately. Cuthullin, of himself

willing to fight, went into the opinion of Calmar. Marching

towards the enemy, he missed three of liis bravest heroes,

I'ergus, Dnchomar, and Catliba. Fergus arriving, tells

Cuthullin of tlie death of tlie two other chiefs, which intro-

duces the affecting episode of Morna, the daughter of Cor-

mac. The array of Cuthullin is descried at a distance by

Swuran, who sent tlie son of Arno to obser>e tlie motions

of the enemy, while he himself i-anged his forces in order of

battle. The son of Arno returning to Swaran, describes te

him Cutluillin's chariot, anil the terrible appeai-ance of tliat

hero. The annies engage, but night coming on, leaves the

victory undecided. Cuthullin, according to the hospitality

of the times, sends to Swai-an a formal invitation to a feast,

by his bard Carril, the son of Kinfeua. Swaran refuses to

come. Carril relates to Cuthullin the story of Grudar and

Brassolis. A party, by Coniial's advice, is sent to observe

the enemy ; which cIos«s tiie action of the first day.
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ANCIENT EPIC POEM.

IN SIX BOOKS.

BOOK I.

CuTHULLiN * sat by Tura's wall: by the tree of

the rustling sound. His spear leaned against a rock.

His shield lay ou grass, by his side. Amid his

* CulhuUin the son of Semo and grandson to Caithbat, a druid cele-

brated in tradition for his wisdom and valour. Cuthuliin when very

young married Bragela the daughter of Sorglan, and passing over into

Ireland, lived for some time with Connal, grandson by a daughter to

Congal the petty king of Ulster. His wisdom and valour in a short

time gained him such reputation, that in the minority of Cormac the

supreme king of Ireland, he was chosen guardian to the young king, and

sole manager of the war against Swaran king of Lochlin. After a series

of great actions he was killed in battle somewhere in Connaught, in the

twenty-seventh year of his age. He was so remarkable for his strength,

that to describe a strong man it has passed into a proverb, " He has the

strength of Cuthuliin." They shew the remains of his palace at Duns-
caich in the Isle of Skye; and a stone, to which be bound his dog Luatb,

goes still by his name.
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thouglits of mighty Carbar,* a hero slain by the chief

i n war ; tlie scout f of ocean comes, ISIoran I the

son of Fithil

!

" Arise," says the youth, " CuthuUiii arise. I see

the ships of the north ! Many, cliief of men, are the

foe. Many the heroes of the sea-borne Swaran
!'

" Moran!" rcplie<l the bhie-eyetl chief, " thou ever

tremblest, son of Fithil ! thy fears have increased

the foe. It is Fingal, king
|| of deserts, witji aid to

green Erin of streams." " I beheld their chief,"

says Moran, " tail as a glittering rock. liis spear is

a blasted pine. His shield the rising moon ! He sat

on the shore! like a cloud of mist on the silent hill!

Many, chief of heroes ! I said, many are our hands

of war. Well art thou named, the Mighty Man

:

but many mighty men are seen from Tura's windy

walls."

Cairbar or Cairbre, signifies a strong man.

+ CuihuUin having previous intelligenci; of the invasion intended by

Swaran, sent scouts all over the coast of Ullin or Ulsier, to give early no-

iUjc of the first appearance of the enemy, at the same time that he sent

Munan the son of Stirmal to implore the assistance of Fingal. He him-

self collected the flower of the Irish youth to Tura, a castle on the

£oast, to stop the progress of the enemy till Fingal should arrive from

Scotland. We may conclude fiom Cuthullin's applying so early for fo-

reign aid, that the Irish were not then so numerous as they have since

been; which is a great presumption against the high antiquities of that

[leoplt. We have the tOitimuny of Tacitus, that one k-gion only was

thought sufiicient, in the time of Agticola, to reduce the whole island

under the Roman yoke; which would not probably have been the case

had the island been inhabited for any numhfi of centuries bitorc.

t Moran signifies many ; and Fithil, or rather Kill, an 'iHferior bard.

il fingal the son of Corobal and Moma the daughter of Thaddu. Ill*

grandfather was Tralhal, and great grandfather lienmor, both of whom
^rc oftin mentioned In the poem.
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" He spoke, like a wave on a rock, who in this

land appears like me? Heroes stand not in my pre-

sence: they fall to earth from my hand. Who can

meet Swaran in fight? Who but Fingal, king of

Selma of storms ? Once we wrestled on Malmor;*

our heels overturned the woods. Rocks fell from

their place; rivulets, changing their course, fled

murmuring from our side. Three days we renewed

the strife; heroes stood at a distance and trembled.

On the fourth, Fingal says, that the king of the

ocean fell! but Swaran says, he stood! Let dark

Cuthulim yield to him, that is strong as the storms

of his land
!"

" No!" replied the blue-eyed chief, " I never yield

to mortal man ! Dark CuthuUin shall be great or

dead! Go, son of Fithil, take my sjjear. Strike

the sounding shield of Semo.f It hangs at Tura's

rustling gate. The sound of peace is not its voice!

My heroes shall hear and obey." He went. He

struck the bossy shield. The hills, the rocks reply.

The sound spreads along the wood: deer start by the

lake of roes. Curach | leaps from the sounding

rock ; and Connal of the bloody spear ! Crugal's §

* Meal-tnor, a great hill,

+ Cabait, or rath.;r Caihbait, grandfather to the hero, was so remarkable

or his valour, tliat his shield was mac)e use of to alarm his posterity to the

battJes of the family. We find Fingal making the same use of his own
shield in the 4ih book. A horn was the most common instrument to call

the army together.

t Cu-raoch signifies the madness of baltlf.

i Cruth-geal, fair-compUxiornd.
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breast of snow beats high. Tlie son of Favi leaves

the dark-brown hind. It is the shield of wai-, said

Ronnar! the spear of CuthuUin, said Lugar! son of

the sea put on thy arms ! Calmar, lift thy sounding

f<teel ! Puno ! dreadful hero, arise ! Cairbar from

thy red tree of Cromla ! Bend tiiy knee, O Eth

!

descend from the streams of Lena. Ca-olt stretch

thy side as thou movest along the whistling heath of

Mora: thy side that is white as the foam of the

troubled sea, when the dark winds pour it on rocky

Cuthon. *

Now I behold the chiefs, in the pride of their for-

mer deeds! Their souls are kindled at the battles of

old; at the actions of other times. Their eyes are

flames of tiro. They roll in search of the foes of the

land, Their luighty hands are on their swords.

Lightning pours from their sides of steel. They come

like streams from the mountains ; each rushes roar'

ing from his hill. Bright are the chiefs of battle, in

the armour of their fathers. Gloomy and dark

their heroes follow, like the gathering of the rainy

clouds behind the red meteors of heaven. The

sounds of crashing arms ascend. The grey dogs

howl between. Unequal bursts the song of battle.

Rocking Cromla t echoes round. On I-^na's <liisky

heath they stand, like mist that shades the liills of

• Cu-thon, tkt mournful sniiHii njtravrj.

+ Crom-leacli signified a

the ))ropcr name of a liill u
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autumn: M'hen brokeu and dark it settles high, and

lifts its head to heaven!

" Hail," said Cuthullin, " sons of the narrow

vales! hail, hunters of the deer! Another sport is

drawing near: It is like the dark rolling of that wave

on the coast ! Or shall we fight, ye sons of war ! or

yield green Erin * to Lochlin! O Connalf speak,

thou first of men! thou breaker of the shields! thou

hast often fought with Lochlin : wilt thou lift thy

father's spear 1

" Cuthullin !" calm the chief replied, " the spear

of Connal is keen. It delights to shine in battle ; to

mix with the blood ofthousands. But though my hand

is bent on fight, my heart is for the peace of Erin J.

Behold, thou first in Connac's war, the sable fleet of

Swaran. His masts are many on our coast, like reeds

in the lake of Lego. His ships are forests cloathed

with mist, when the trees yield by turns to the squally

wind. Many are his chiefs in battle. Connal is for

peace! Fingal would shun his arm the first of mor-

* Ireland, so called from a colony that settled there called Falans. Innis-

lail, the island of the Fa-il or Falans.

+ Connal, the friend of Cuthullin, was the son of Caithbait prince of the

Tongorma, or the island of blue waves, probably one of the Hebrides. His

mother was Fioncoma the daughter of Congal. He had a son by Foba of

Conacharnessar, who was afterwards petty king of Ulster. Forhis services

in the war against Swaran he had lands conferred on him, which, from

his name, were called Tir-chonnuil or Tir-connel, /. e. the land of Connal.

t Erin, a name of Ireland; from ear or iar West, and in an island.

This name was not alwa; s confined to Ireland, for there is the highest pro-

bability that the lenie of the ancients was Britain to t!ie North of the

Forth. For lerne is said to he lo ihe North of Britain, which could not

be meant of Ircbnd.—5'/ni6.9, 1.2 and 4. Casatib. I. 1.
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tal men! Fingal, wlio scatters the mighty, as stonny,

winds the heath ; wiieii streams roar through

echoing Cona: and night settles with all her clouds on

the hill

!

" Fly, thou man of peace," said Calmar,* •' fly,"

said the son of Matha ; " go, Counal, to thy silent

hills, where the spear never brightens in war!

Pursue the dark-brown deer of Croinla : stop with

thine arrows the bounding roes of Lena. But, blue-

eyed son of Semo, CuthuUin, ruler of the field,

scatter thou the sons of LochUn ; f roar through

the ranks of their pride. Let no vessel of the

kingdom of Snow boiuid on the dark-rolling waves

of Inis-tore. | Rise, ye dark w uids of Erin rise !

roar w hirlwinds of Lara of hinds ! Amid the tem-

pest let nie die, torn, in a cloud, by angry ghosts

of men ; amid the tempest let Calmar die, if ever

chace was sport to him, so much as the battle of

shields!"

" Calmar !" Comial slow replied, " I never fled,

young son of INlatha ! I was swift \\ ith my friends

in fight ; but small is the fame of Connal ! The

battle was won in my presence; the valiant over-

came ! But, son of Semo, hear my \oice, regard

the ancient throne of Cormac. Give wealth and

• Calm-er, /j strong mnn.

+ The Galic name of Scandinavia in gcncraf.

i The Orkney islands.



ANEPICPOEM 9

half the land for peace, till Fiugal shall arrive on

our coast. Or, if war be thy choice, I lift the

sword and spear. My joy shall be in the midst of

thousands : my soul shall lighten through the gloom

of the fight
!"

" To me," Cuthullin replies, " pleasant is the

noise of arms ! pleasant as the thunder of heaven,

before the shower of spruig! But gather all the

shuiing tribes that I may view the sons of war

!

Let them pass along the heatl), bright as the sun-

shine before a storm ; when the west wind collects

the clouds and ]Mor\en echoes over all her oaks

!

But where are my friends in battle ? The sujv

porters of my arm m danger? Where art thou,

white-bosomed Cathbar? Where is that cloud in

war, Ducliomar 1 * Hast thou left me, O Fergus If

in the day of the storm? Fergus, first in our

joy at the feast ! son of Rossa ! arm of death I

comest thou like a roe from Malmor. Like a hart

from thy echoing hills? Hail thou sou of Rossa

!

what shades the soul of war ?"

" Four stones," J replied the chief, " rise on the

* Dubhchomar, a black well-mack man.

+ Fear-guth, thi man of the word; or a commander of an army.

t This passage alludes to Ihe manner of burial among the ancient Scots.

They opened a grave six or eight feet deep; the bottom was lined with

fine clay: and on tliis they laid the body of the deceased, and, if a warrior,

his sword, and the heads of twelve arrows by his side. Above they laid

another stratum of clay, in which they placed the horn of a deer, the

symbol of hunting. The whole was covered with a fine mould, and four

stones placed on end to mark the extent of the grave. These are the four

stones alluded to here.
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grave of Calhba. These hands have laid in eartli

Duchoniar, that cloud in war! Cathba, son of

Tornian ! thou wert a sun-beam in Erin. And

thou, O valiant Duchomar, a mist of the marshy

Lano; when it moves on the plains of autumn,

bearing the death of thousands along. Moma

!

fairest of maids ! calm is thy sleep in the cave of

the rock ! Thou hast fallen in darkness, like a

star, that shoots across the desert ; when the tra-

veller is alone, and mounis the transient beam!"

" Say," said Semo's blue*eyed son, " say how fell

the chiefs of Erin ? Fell they by the sons of Loch-

lin, striving in the battle of heroes 1 Or what con-

fines the strong in arms to the dark and narrow

house 1"

" Cathba," replied the hero, " fell by the sword of

Duchomar at the oak of the noisy streams. Ducho-

mar came to Tura's cave; he spoke to the lovely

Moma. Moma,* fairest among women, lovely

daughter of strong-amied Comiac? Why in the

circle of stones? hi the cave of the rock alone? The

stream murmurs along. The old tree groans in (he

wind. The lake is troubled before thee; dark are

the clouds of the sky! But thou art snow on the

heath; thy hair is the mist of Crorala; when it curls

on the hill; when it shines to the beam of the west!

Thy breasts are two smooth rocks seen from Branno

• Miiirno, nr Mnrn.i. n vom.in Ulovcdhy .ill.
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of streams. Thy arms, like two white pillars, in the

halls of the great Fiiigal."

" From whence," the fair-haired maid replied,

** from whence, Duchomar, most gloomy of men?

Dark are thy brows and terrible ! Red are thy roll-

ing eyes ! Does Swaran appear on the sea ? What

of the foe, Duchomar 1" " From the hill I return,

O Moma, from the hill of the dark-brown hinds.

Three have I slain with my bended yew. Three with

my long bounding dogs of the chace. Lovely daugh-

ter of Corjnac, I love thee as my soul ! I have slain

one stately deer for thee. High was his branchy

head; and fleet his feet of wmd." " Duchomar!" calm

the maid replied, " I love thee not, thou gloomy

man! hard is thy heart of rock; dark is thy terrible

brow. But Cathba, young son of Torman,* thou art

the love of Moma. Thou art a sun-beam, in the day

of the gloomy storm. Sawest thou the son of Tor-

man, lovely on the hill of his hinds? Here the

daughter of Cormac waits the coming of Cathba!"

" Long shall Morna wait," Duchomar said, " long

shall Morna wait for Cathba! Behold this sword

unsheathed! Here wanders the blood of Cathba.

Long shall Mprna wait. He fell by the stream of

Branno ! On Cromla I will raise his tomb, daughter

of blue-shielded Cormac! Turn on Duchomar thine

: origin of the Jupiter Taramis of
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eyes ; his arm is strong as a storm." •' Is tlie son of

Torman fallen?" said the wildly bursting voice of tlie

maid. " Is he fallen on his echoing hills, the youth

with the breast of snow? The fu-st in the chace of

hinds? The foe of the strangers of ocean? Thou

art dark * to me, Duchoniar, ( ruel is thine arm to

Moma! Give me that sword, my foe ! I love the

wandering blood of Cathba !"

lie gave the sword to her tears. She pierced his

manly breast? He fell, like the bank of a raoimtain-

stream, and stretching forth his hand, he spoke

:

" Daughter of blue-sliielded Cormac ! Thou Iiast

slain me in youth ! The sword is cold in my breast:

Morna, 1 feel it cold. Give me to Moinaf the maid.

Duchoniar was the dream of her night ! She will

raise my tomb ; the hunter shall raise my fame. But

draw the sword from my breast. Moma, the steel is

cold !" She came, in all her tears, she came ; she

drew the sword from his breast. He pierced bor

white side ! He spread her fair locks on the ground !

Her bursting blood sounds from her side : her while

arm is stained with red. Rolling in death she lay.

The cave re-echoed to her sighs."

" Peace," said Cuthullin, " to the souls of the he-

roes ! their deeds were great in fight. Let them ridf

around J me on clouds. Let them shew iheir features

* Slic alludes (i> his name, the atirt mart.

+ Moina, soft hi trmper nnd frrson.
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of war. My soul shall then be firm in danger ; mine

arm like the thunder of heaven ! But be thou on a

moon-beam, O INIorna! near the window of my rest;

when my thoughts are of peace ; wlien the din of

arms is past. Gather the strength of the tribes!

IMove to tlie wars of Erin ! Attend the car of ray

battles ! Rejoice hi the noise of my course ! Place

three spears by my side : follow the bounding of my

steeds ! That my soid may he strong in my fiiends,

when battle darkens round the beams of m v steel I"

As rushes a stream of foam from the dark shady

steep of Cromla; when the thunder is travelling

above, and dark-brown night sits on half the hill.

Through the breaches of the tempest look forth the

dim faces of ghosts. So fierce, so vast, so terrible

ruslied on the sons of Erm. The chief like a whale

of ocean, whom all his billows pursue, poured valour

forth, as a stream, rolhng his misjlit along the shore.

Tlie sons of Lochlin heard the noise, as the sound of

a wmter-storm. Swaran struck his bossy shield : he

called the son of Arno. " What murmur rolls along

the hill, like the gathered flies of the eve 1 The sons

of Erin descend, or rustling winds roar in the distant

wood ! Such is tlie noise of Gormal, before the

white tops of my waves arise. O son of Arno, ascend

the hill ; view the dark face of the heath 1"

Highlanders, that the souls uf the deceased hovered round their living

tiends ; and sometimes appeared to them when they were about to enter

•n anv great undertakinj.
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:

He went. He, trembling, swift returned. His

eyes rolled wildly round. His heart beat high against

his side. His words were faultering, broken, slow.

" Arise, son of ocean, arise, chief of the dark-brown

shields ! I see the dark, the niountam-strcam of bat-

tle ! The deep-movmg strength of the sons of Erin

!

The car, the car of war comes ou, like the flame of

death ! the rapid car of Cuthullin, the noble son of

Semo ! It bends behind like a w ave near a rock

;

like the sun-streaked mist of the heath. Its sides are

embossed with stones, and sparkle like the sea round

the boat of night. Of polished yew is its beam ; its

seat of the smoothest bone. The sides are reple-

nished with spears ; the bottom is the footstool of

heroes! Before the right side of the car is seen the

snorting horse! The high-maned, broad-breasted,

proud, wide-leaping, strong steed of the hill. Loud

and resounding is his hoof; the spreading of his

mane above is like a streauj of smoke on a ridge of

rocks. Bright are the sides of the steed ! his name is

Sulin-Sifadda
!"

" Before the left side of the car is seen the snort-

ing horse ! The thin-maned, high-headed, strong-

hoofed, fleet, bounding son of the hill : his name is

Dusronnal, among the stonny sons of the sword ! A
thousand thongs bind the car on higli. Hard po-

lished bits shine in a wreath of foam. Thin thongs,

bright-studded with gems, bend on the stately necks
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of the steeds. The steeds that like wreaths of mist

fly over the streamy vales ! The wildness of deer is

in their course, the strength of eagles descending on

the prey. Their noise is like the blast of winter, on

the sides of the snow-headed Gonual.

Within the car is seen the chief; the strong-armed

sou of the sword. The hero's name is CuthuUin, son

of Semo king of shells. His red cheek is like my
polished yew. The look of his blue-rolling eye is

wide, beneath the dark arch of his brow. His hair

flies from his head like a flame, as bendmg forward

he wields the spear. Fly, king of ocean, fly! He

comes, like a storm, along the streamy vale

!

" When did I fly," replied the king? " When fled

Swaran from the battle of spears? When did I

shrink from danger, cliief of the little soul ? I met

the storm of Gormal, when the foam of my waves

beat high. I met the storm of the clouds 1 shall

Swaran fly from a hero ? Were Fingal himself before

me, my soul should not darken with fear. Arise to

battle, my thousands ! pour round me like the echo-

ing main. Gather round the bright steel of your

king; strong as the rocks of my land ; that meet the

storm with joy, and stretch their dark pines to the

w ind
!"

Like autunni's dark storms, pouring from two

echoing hills, toward each other approached the

heroes. Like two deep streams from high rocks
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meeting, mixing, roaring on the plain; loud, rough

and dark in battle meet Lochlin and Innis-faii. Chief

mixes his strokes with chief, and man with man

;

^teel, clanging, sounds on steel. Helmets are cleft

on high. Blood bursts and smokes around. Strings

murmur on the polished yews. Darts rush along the

sky. Spears fall like the circles of light, which gild

the face of night. As the noise of the troubled

ocean, when roll the waves on high. As the last peal

of thunder in heaven, such is the din of war ! Though

Cormac's hundred bards were there, to give the fight

to song; feeble was the voice of a hundred bards to

send the deaths to future times! For many were

the deaths of heroes; wide poured the blood of

the brave

!

Mourn, ye sons of song, mourn the deatli of the

noble Sithallin.* Let the sighs of Fiona rise, on

the lone plains of her lovely Ardan. They fell,

like two hinds of the desert, by the hands of the

mighty Swaran; when, in the midst of thousands,

he roared; like the shrill spirit of a storm. He
sits dim, on the clouds of Uie nortii, and enjoys

the death of the mariner. Nor slept thy hand by

thy side, chief of the isle of mist If many were tlie

+ Sithallin signifies a handsome tnanj Fiona, a fair maid i and Ardan,

+ The Isle of Sky; not improperly called the hit of mi]/, as its high hilli,

which catch the clutids from llie western ocean, occssiou almost continual
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deaths of thine arm, Cuthullin, thou son of Semo

!

His sword was like the beam of heaven when it

pierces the sons of the vale; when the people are

blasted and fall, and all the hills are burning

around. Dusronnal* snorted over the bodies of

heroes. Sifadda f bathed his hoof in blood. The

battle lay behind them, as groves overturned on

the desert of Cromla; when the blast has passed

the heath, laden with the spirits of night

!

Weep on the rocks of roaring winds, O maid of

Inistore ! X Bend thy fair head over the waves,

thou lovelier than the ghost of the hills; when it

moves, in a sun-beam, at noon, over the silence of

Morten! He is fallen! thy youth is low! pale

beneath the sword of Cuthullin! No more shall

valour raise thy love to match the blood of kings.

Trenar, graceful Trenar died, O maid of Inistore!

His grey dogs are howling at home; they see his

passing ghost. His bow is in the hall unstrung. No

sound is in the hill of his hinds

!

As roll a thousand waves to the rocks, so Swa-

* One of Cathullin's horses. Dubhstron gheal.

+ Silh-!'adda, /. e. a long stride,

t rht; iiuiid of Inistore was the daughter of Gorlo king of Inistore or

Orkney islands. Trenar was brother to the king of Iniscon, supposed to

be one of the islands of Shetland. 1 he Orkneys and Shetland were at thai

i\mt subject ;o the king of Lochlin. We find that the dogs of Trenar are
seusiUIe at l^cne of the death of their master, the very instant he is killed,

li wai iiie opinion of the times, that the 'ouls of heroes went immediately
after death to ilie hiUs of their countiy, and the scenes th y frequented
the most happy time of their life. It was thought too that dogs an J horses

sjw the ghosts of the deceaied.

VOL. II. C
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ran's host came on. As meets a rock a thousand

waves, so Erin met Swaran of spears. Deatli raises

all his voices around, and mixes with the sounds

of shields. Each hero is a pillar of darkness; the

sword a beam of fire in his hand. The field echoes

from wing to wing, as a hundred hammers that

rise, by turns, on the red son of the furnace.

Who are these on Lena's heath, these so gloomy

and dark? Who are these lilic two clouds, and

their swords like lightning above them? The lit-

tle hills are troubled around; the rocks tremble

with all their moss. Who is it but Ocean's son

and the car-borne chief of Erin? Many are the

anxious eyes of their friends, as they see them dim

on the heath. But night conceals the chiefs in clouds,

and ends the dreadful fight!

It was on Cromla's shaggy side that Dorglas had

placed the deer;* the early fortune of the chace, be-

fore the heroes left the hill. A hiuidred youths

collect the heath; ten warriors wake the fire; three

hundred cliuse the polished stones. The feast is

smoaking wide! Cuthullin, chief of Erin's war, re-

sumed his mighty soul. He stood upon his beamy

•The ancient manner of prepaiiiig foasu after hunting, is handed down
by tradition. A pit lined with smooth siones was made ; and near it stood

a heap of smooth flat stones of the Hint kind. Uliq stones as well as th^- pit

were properly heated with licatli. Then they laid some venison in ihe

bottom, and a stratum of the stones above it; and thus they did alter-

nately (ill the pitwastull. 'ilio whole was covered over with h.-alh to con-

fine the steam. Whether this is probable 1 cannot say ; but some piu are

shewn, which the vulgar say, were used in that manner.



AN EPIC POEM. 19

spear, and spoke to the son of songs; to Cariil of

other times, the grey-haired son of Kinfena.* " Is

this feast spread for me alone and the king of

LochHn on Erin's shore; far from the deer of his

hills, and sounduig halls of his feasts? Rise, Car-

ril of other times; carry my words to Swaran. Tell

him from the roaring of waters, that Cuthullin gives

his feast. Here let him listen to the sound of my

groves, amidst the clouds of night. For cold and

bleak the blustering wmds iiish over the foam of his

seas. Here hi him praise the trembling haip, and

hear the songs of heroes I"

Old Carril went, with softest voice. He called the

king of dark-brown shields ! " Rise from the skins

of thy chase, rise, Swaran king of groves ! Cuthullin

gives the joy of shells. Partake the feast of Erin's

blue-eyed chief!" He answered like the sullen sound

of Cromla before a storm. " Though all thy daugh-

ters, Innis-fail ! should stretch their anns of snow ;

should raise the heavings of their breasts, and softly

roll their eyes of love ; yet, fixed as Lochlin's thou-

sand rocks, here Swaran should remain ; till mom,

with the young beams of the east, shall light me to

the death of Cuthullui. Pleasant to my ear is Loch-

Im's wind ! It rushes over my seas ! It speaks aloft

in all my shrouds, and brings my green forests to my
mind : The green forests of Gormal, which often

* Cean-feana, i.e. the head of the people.
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echoed to my winds, when my spear was red in lire

chace of tiic boar. Let dark Cuthullin yield to me

the ancient throne ofCormac; or Erin's torrents shall

sliew from their hills the red foam of tlie blood of

his pride
!"

" Sad is the sound of Swaran's voice," said Carril

of other times ! " Sad to himself alone," said the

blue-eyed son of Semo. " But, Carril, raise the voice

on high ; tell the deeds of other times. Send thou

the night away in song ; and gi\e the joy of grief.

For many heroes and maids of love, have moved on

Inis-fail : And lovely are the songs of woe that are

heard in Albion's rocks ; \\ hen tiie noise of the chase

is past, and the streams of Coua answer to the voice

of Ossian."*

" la other days," t Canil replies, " came the sons

of Ocean to Erin ! A thousand vessels bounded on

waves to UUin's lovely plains. The sons of Inis-fail

arose, to meet the race of dark-brown shields. Cair-

bar, first of men, was there, and Grudar, stately

\outh ! Long had they strove for the sj)oltcd bull,

that lowed on Golbun'sJ echoing heath. Each

* The Cona liere nn;ntione(l is lliat small river that runs through Glenco

in Argyleshire. One of tlie hills which environ that romantic valley is

still called Scornafena, or the hill of I'ingal's people.

+ This episode is introduced with ptopriely. Calmar and Connal, tw»

of the Irish heroes, had disputed warmly before the battle about eii«aglng

the enemy. Carril endeavours to reconcile them with the story of Cairbar

and Grudar; who, though enemies before, fought side by side in the war.

The poet obtained his aim, for we find Calmar and Coonal perfectly re-

conciled in the third book.

Go'.b-blican, as well as Cromleach, signifies a crtoUd kill.
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claimed liim as his own. Death was often at the

point of their steel! Side by side the heroes fought;

the strangers of Ocean fled. Whose name was fairer

on the hill, than the name of Cairbar and Grudar!

But ah ! why ever lowed the bull, on Golbun's echo-

ing heath. They saw him leaping like snow. The

wrath of the chiefs returned
!"

" On Lubar's * grassy banks they fought ; Grudar

fell in his blood. Fierce Cau-bar came to the vale,

where Brassolis.f fairest of his sisters, all alone,

raised the song of grief. She sung of the actions of

Grudar, the youth of her secret soul ! She mourned

him in the field of blood ; but still she hoped for

his return. Her white bosom is seen from her robe,

as the moon from the clouds of night, when its

edge heaves white on the view, from the darkness

which covers its orb. Her voice was softer than the

harp to raise the song of grief. Her soul was fixed

on Grudar. The secret look of her eye was his.

" When shalt thou come in thine arms, thou mighty

in the war?"

" Take, Brassolis," Cairbar came and said, " take,

Brassolis, this shield of blood. Fix it on high within

my hall, the armour of my foe ! Her soft heart beat

against her side. Distracted, pale, she flew. Sh»

found her yo-ith in all his blood ; she died on

* lAibar, a river in Ulster. Labhar, loud, noisy,

t B.assolis sisnifies a ivoman li'ith a -white breaU.
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Cromla's heath. Here rests their dust, Cuthulliii!

these lonely yews sprung from their tombs, and

shade them from the storm. Fair was Brassolis on

the plain ! Stately was Grudar on the hill ! The bard

shall preser^'e their names, and send them down to

lliture times
!"

" Pleasant is thy voice, O Carril," said the blue-

eyed chief of Erin. " Pleasant are the words of

other times! They are like the calm shower of

spring; when the sun looks on the field, and

the light cloud flies over the hills. O strike the

harp in praise of my love, the lonely sun-beam of

Dunscaith ! Strike the harp in the praise of Bragela

;

she that I left in the Isle of Mist, the spouse of

Semo's son ! Dost thou raise thy fair face from the

rock to find the sails of Culhullin? The sea is

rolling distant far ; its w hite foam deceives thee

for my sails. Retire, for it is night, my love ; the

dark winds sing in thy hair. Retire to the halls

of my feasts ; think of the times that are past. I

will not return till the storm of war is ceased. O
Connal ! speak of war and arms, and send her from

my mind. Lovely ^with her flowmg hair is the

white-bosomed daughter of Sorglan."

Connal, slow to speak, replied, " Guard against

the race of Ocean. Send thy troop of night al»road,

and watch the strength of Swaran. Cnthullin ! I

am for peace till the race of Sclma come ; till Fin-
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gal come, tlie first of men, and beam, like the sun,

on our fields!'' The hero struck the shield of

alarms, the warriors of the night moved on ! The

rest lay in the heath of the deer, and slept beneath

the dusky wind. The ghosts* of the lately dead

were near, and swam on the gloomy clouds : And

far distant, in the dark silence of Lena, the feeble

voices of death were faintly heard.

* It was long the opinion of the ancient Scots, that a ghost was heard

shrieking near the place where a death was to happen soon after. The ac-

counts given, to this day, among the vulgar, of this extraordinary matter

are very poetical. The ghost comes mounted on a meteor, and surrounds

twice or thrice the place destined for the person to die; and then goes

along the road through which the funeral is to pass, shrieking at intervaU

;

atla^t, the meteor and ghost disappear above the burial place.
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ANCIENT lEFIC POEM,

IN SIX BOOKS.

BOOK II.

The ghost of Cnigal, one of the Irish heroes who was killed in

battle, appearing to Connal, foretells the defeat of Ciithullin

in the next battle ; and earnestly advises hiin to make peace

with Swaran. Connal communicates the vision; but Cu-

thullui is inflexible ; from a principle of honour he would not

be tlie first to sue for peace, and he resolved to continue

the war. Morning comes ; Swaran proposes dishonourable

terms to CuthulUn, which are rejected. The battle begins,

and is obstuiately fought for some time, until, upon the flight

of Gruma], the whole Irish army gave way. Cuthullin and

Connal cover their retreat : Carril leads them to a neigh-

bouring hill, whither tliey are soon followed by Cuthullin

hunself, who descries the fleet of Fingal making towards the

coast ; but, night coming on, he lost sight of it again. Cu-

thulUn, dejected after his defeat, attributes his ill success to

the death of Ferda his friend, whom he had killed some

time before. Carril, to shew that ill success did not always

attend those who iimocently killed their friends, introduces

the episode of Comal and Galvina.
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CoNNAL* lay by the sound of the niountahi

stream, beneath the aged tree. A stone, with

its moss, supported his head. Shrill through the

heath of Lena, he heard the voice of night. At

distance from the heroes he lay; the son of the sword

feared no foe ! The hero beheld, in his rest, a dark-

red stream of fire rushing down from the hill. Cru-

gal sat upon the beam, a chief who fell in fight. He

fell by the hand of Swaran, striving in the battle of

heroes. Hb face is like the beam of the setting

moon. His robes are of the clouds of the liill. His

eyes are two decaying flames. Dark is the wound of

his breast! " Crugal," said the mighty Connal, son

of Dedgal famed on the hill of hinds ! " Why so

pale and sad, thou breaker of the shields? Thou

hast never been pale for fear! What disturbs tlie

departed Crugal?" Dim, and in tears, he stood and

stretched his pale hand over the hero. Faintly he

raised his feeble voice, like the gale ofthe reedy Lego!

" My spirit, Connal, is on my hills: my corse on

the sands of Erin. Thou shalt never talk with Cru-

gal, nor find his lone steps in the heath. I am

light as the blast of Cromla. I move like llie

• The scene here described will appear natural to those who have been

in the highlands of Scotland. The pact removes him to a distance from the

army, to add more horror lo the description of Crugal's ghost by tlie lonif

liiiekS of ihe place.
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shadow of mist! Connal, son of Colgar, I see a

cloud of death: it hovers dark over tlie plains of

Lena. The sons of green Erin must fall. Remove

from the field of ghosts." Like the darkened moon

he retired, iu the midst of the whistling blast.

" Stay," said the mighty Connal, " stay my dark-

red friend. Lay by that beam of heaven, son of

the windy Cromla ! What cave is thy lonely

house? What green-headed hill the place of thy re-

pose? Shall we not hear thee in the storm? In the

noise of the mountaui-stream? When the feeble

sons of the wind come forth, and scarcely seen

pass over the desert I"

The soft-voiced Connal rose, in the midst of his

sounding arms. He struck his shield above Cuthul-

lin. The son of battle waked. " Why," said the

ruler of the car, " comes Connal through my night?

INIy spear might turn against the sound; and Cuthul-

lui mourn the death of his friend. Speak, Connal;

son of Colgar, speak, thy counsel is the son of hea-

ven!" " Son of Semo!" replied the chief, " the

ghost of Crugal came from his cave. The stars dim-

twinkled through his form ! His voice was like the

sound of a distant stream. He is a messenger of

death! He speaks of the dark and narrow house!

Sue for peace, O chief of Erin! or fly over the heath

of Lena,"
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" He spoke to Connal," replied the hero, " thou<;h

stars dhii-twir.kled through his form! Son of Colgar,

it was the wind that muniiurcd across thy ear. Or if

it was the form * of Crugal, why didst thou not force

him to my sight? Hast tiiou enquired where is liis

cave? The house ofthat son ofwind? My sword niiglit

find that voice, and force his knowledge from Cru-

gal. But small is his knowledge, Connal; he was

here to-day. He could not have gone beyond our

hills! who could tell him there of our fall?"

" Ghosts fly on clouds, and ride on winds," said

Connal's voice of wisdom. " They rest together in

their caves, and talk of mortal men."

" Then let them talk of mortal men ; of every man

but Erin's chief. Let me be forgot in their cave. I

will not fly from Swaran ! If fall 1 must, my tomb

shall rise, amidst the fame of future times. The ium-

ter shall shed a tear on my stone; sorrow shall (\\\e\l

round the high-bosomed Bragela. I fear not death,

to fly I fear! Fuigal has seen me victorious ! Thou

dim phantom of the hill, shew thyself to me! come

on thy beam of heaven, shew me my death in thine

hand ; yet I will not fly, thou feeble son of the

* The iioel teaches us the opinions that prevailed in his time concerning

the state of separate souls. From Connal's cxpresiion, '• Thai the stars

(lim-twinkicil through the form of Crugal," and Culhullm'srepl),wemjy

gather thjt they both thought the soul xai mateiial; simelhiiig lik.- t!ie

«i2wXo» uf the ancient Greeks.
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%vind! Go, son of Colgar, strike the shield. It

hangs between the spears. Let ray warriors rise to

the sound, in the midstof the battles of Erin. Though

Fingal delays his coming with the race of his stormy

isles; we shall fight, O Colgar's son, and die in the

battle of heroes!"

The sound spreads wide. The heroes rise, like the

breakmg of a blue-rolling wave. Th^y stood on the

heath, like oaks with all their branches round them;

when they echo to the stream of frost, and their wi-

thered leaves are rustlmg to the wind ! High Crom-

la's head of clouds is grey. Morning trembles on

the half-enlightened ocean. The blue mist swims

slowly by, and hides the sons of Inis-fail

!

" Rise ye," said the king of the dark-brown shields,

*' ye that came from Loclilia's waves. The sons of

Erin have fled from our arms; pursue them over the

plains of Lena! Morla, go to Cormac's hail. Bid

them yield to Swaran; before his people sink to the

tomb; and silence spread over his isle." They rose

rustling like a flock of sea-fowl, when the waves ex-

pel them from the shore. Their sound was like a

thousand streams that meet in Cona's vala, when,

after a stormy eight, they turn their dark eddies,

beneath the pale light of the morn.

As the dark shades of autumn fly over hills of

grass ; so gloomy, dark, successive, came the chiefs of

Lochlia's eclioiiig woods. Tall as the stag of Mor-
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ven, moved stately before them the king. His shining

shield is on his side, like a flame on the heath at

night. When the world is silent and dark, and the

traveller sees some ghost sporting in the beam!

Dimly gleam the hills around, and shew indistinctly

tlieiroaks! A blast from the troubled ocean re-

moved the settled mist. The sons of Erin appear,

like a ridge of rocks on the coast; when mari-

ners, on shores unknown, are trembling at veering

winds!

" Go, Morla, go," said the king of Lochlin,

" offer peace to these ! Ofter the terms we give to

kings, when nations bow down to our swords. When

the valiant are dead in war ; when \irgins weep on

the field ! Tall Morla came, the son of Swarth, and

stately strode the youth along! He spoke to Erin's

blue-eyed chief, among the lesser heroes. " Take

Swaran's peace," the warrior spoke, *' the peace he

gives to kings, when nations bow to his sword. Leave

Erin's streamy plains to us, and give thy spouse and

dog. Thy spouse high-bosomed, heaving fair! Thy

dog that overtakes the wind ! Give these to prove

the weakness of thine arm; live then boieath our

power!"

" Tell Swaran, tell that heart of pride, Cuthuliiii

never yields. I give him the dark rolling sea; I give

his people graves in Erin. But never shall a stranger

have the pleasing sun-beam of my love. No deer
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shall fly on Lochlin's hills, before swift-footed

Luath." " Vain ruler of the car," said Morla,

" wilt thou then fight the kuig l The king whose ships

of many groves could cari-y off thine isle ? So little

is thy green-hilled Erin to him who rules the stormy

w aves !" " In words I yield to many, Morla. My
sword shall yield to none. Eriu shall own the

sway of Cormac, while Connal and Cuthullm live

!

O Connal, first of mighty men, thou hearest the

words of Morla. Shall thy thoughts then be of

peace, thou breaker of the shields? Spirit of fallen

Cnigal ! why didst thou threaten us with death ?

The narrow house shall receive me, in the midst of

the light of renown. Exalt, ye sons of Erin, exalt

the spear and bend the bow: rush on the foe in

darkness, as the spuits of stormy nights!"

Then dismal, roaring, fierce, and deep the gloom

of battle poured along; as mist that is rolled on a

valley, when stonns invade the silent sun-shine of

heaven ? Cuthullin moves before in arms, hke an

angry ghost before a cloud; when meteors inclose

him with fire ; w hen the dark winds are m his hand.

Carril, far on the heath, bids the horn of battle

sound. He raises the voice of song, and pours his

soul mto the minds of the brave.

" Where," said the mouth of the song, " where is

the fallen Crugal? He lies forgot on earth; the hall
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of shells * is silent. Sad is the spouse of Crugai

!

She is a strangert in the hall of her grief But who

is she, that, like a sun-beam, flies before the ranks

of the foe? It is Degrena.t lovely fair, the spouse

of fallen Crugai. Her hair is on the wmd behind.

Her eye is red ; her voice is shrill. Pale, empty b

thy Crugai now ! His form is in the cave of the hill.

He comes to the ear of rest ; he raises his feeble

voice ; like the humming of the mountain bee

!

like the collected flies of the eve ! But Dcgrcna

falls like a cloud of the morn ; the sword of Lochlin

is in her side. Cairbar, she is fallen, the rising thought

of thy youth. She is fallen, O Cairbar, the thought

of tliy youthful hours
!"

Fierce Cairbar heard the mournful soimd. He

rushed along like ocean's whale. He saw the deatli

of his daughter: He roared in the midst of thou-

sands. His spear met a son of Lochlin ! battle

spreads from wing to wing! As a hundred winds

in LocliHn's groves; as fire in the {wnes of a hun-

dred hills ; so loud, so ruinous, so vast the ranks

of men are hewn down. Cnthuliin cut off" heroes

* The ancient Scots, as well as the present Highlanders, drunk in sliell«;

hence it is that we so often meet, in the old poetry, with the chief of shelh

liadlhe halls of shtUs.

+ Crural had married Dcgrena but a liitte time before the battle, con-

se<iuently she may with propriety be called a stranger in the hall ot her

t Deo-giena signifies j .'UK-bcim,
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like thistle ; Swaran wasted Erin. Curach fell by his

hand, Cairbar of the bossy shield ! Morglan lies hi

lasting rest ! Ca-olt trembles as he dies ! His white

breast is stained with blood ; his yellow hair stretched

in the dust of his native land ! He often had spread

the feast where he fell. He often there had raised

the voice of the harp, when his dogs leapt around

for joy ; and tlie youths of the chace prepared the

bow!

Still Swaran advanced, as a stream, tliat bursts

from the desert. The little hills are rolled in its

course ; the rocks are half-sunk by its side ! But

CuthuUin stood before him, like a hill, that catches

the clouds of heaven. The wuids contend on its

head of pines ; the hail rattles on its rocks. But,

firm ui its strength, it stands, and shades the silent

vale of Cona! So Cuthullm shaded the sons of

Erin, and stood in the midst of thousands. Blood

rises like tlie fount of a rock, from panting heroes

around. But Erin falls on either wing, like snow in

the day of the sun."

" O sons of Erin," said Grmnal. " Lochlin con-

quers on the field. Why strive we as reeds agauist

the wind ? Fly to the hill of dark-brown hinds." He
fled like the stag of Morven; his spear is a trembUng

beam of light behind him. Few fled with Grumal,

chief of the little soul : they fell in the battle of

heroes, on Lena's echoing heath. High on his car^

VOL. II. £>
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of maiiy gems, the chief of Erin stood. He slew a

mighty son of Lochlin, and spoke, in haste, to Con-

nal. " O Counal, first of mortal men, thou hast

taught this arm of death! Though Erm's sons have

fled, shall we not fight the foe I Carril, son of other

tunes, carry my friends to that bushy hill. Here,

Counal, let us stand, like rocks, and save our flying

friends."

Counal mounts the car of gems. They stretch

their shields, like the darkened moon, the daughter of

the starry skies, when she moves, a dun circle,

through heaven ; and dreadful change is expected by

men. Sithfadda panted up the hill, and Sronnal

haughty steed. Like waves behind a whale behind

them rushed the foe. Now on the rising side of

Cromla stood Erin's few sad sons; like a grove

through which the flame had rushed, hurried on by

the winds of tlie stoniiy night ; distant, withered,

dark they stand, with not a leaf to shake in the

gale.

CuthuUin stood beside an oak. He rolled his red

eye in silence, and heard the wind in his bushy hair

;

the scout of ocean came, Moran the son of Fithil.

" The ships," he cried, " the ships of the lonely isles.

Fingal comes, the first of men, the breaker of the

shields! The waves foam before his black prows!

His masts witli sails are like groves in clouds!"

" Blow," said CuthuUin, " blow ye winds that rush
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along my isle of mist. Come to tlie death of thou-

sands, O king of resounding Selma ! Thy sails, my
friend, are to me the clouds of the morning ; thy ships

the light of heaven ; and thou thyself a pillar of lire

that beams on the world by night. O Connal, first

of men, how pleasing, in grief, are our friends ! But

the night is gathering around ! VVhere now are the

ships of Fingal ? Here let us pass the hours of dark-

ness ; here wish for the moon of hea\ en."

The winds come down on the woods. The torrents

rush from the rocks. Rain gathers round the head of

Cromla. The red stars tremble between the flying

clouds. Sad, by the side ot a stream whose sound is

echoed by a tree, sad by the side of a stream the chief

of Erui sits. Connal son of Colgar is there, and Car-

ril of other times. " Unhappy is the hand of Cuthul-

lin," said the son of Semo, " unhappy is the hand of

Cuthullin, since he slew his friend! Ferda, son of

Damman, I loved thee as myself
!"

" How, Cuthullin, son of Semo ! how fell the

breaker of the shields? Well I remember," said

Connal, " the son of the noble Damman. Tall and

fair he was like the rainbow of heaven." Ferda from

Albion came, the chiefof a hundred hills. In Muri's *

hall he learned the sword, and won the friendship of

Cuthullin. We moved to the chace together: oue

was our bed in the heath

!
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Deiigala was the spouse of Cairbar, chief of the

plains of Ullin. She was covered witli the Ught of

beauty, but her heart was the house of pride. She

loved that sun-beam of youth, the son of noble Dam-

man. " Cairbar," said the white-armed Deugala,

" give me half of the herd. No more «ill I remain

in your halls. Divide the herd, dark Cairbar
!"

" Let Cuthullin," said Cairbar, " divide my herd on

the hill. His breast is the seat of justice. Depart,

thou light of beauty!" I went and divided the herd.

One snow-white bull remained. I gave that bull to

Cairbar. The wrath of Deugala rose!

" Son of Damman," begun the fair, " Cuthullin

hath pained my soul. I must hear of his death, or

Lubar's stream shall roll over me. My pale ghost

shall wander near thee, and mouni the wound of my
pride. Pour out the blood of Cuthullin or pierce

this heaving breast." " Deugala," said the fair-

haired youth, " Iiow shall I slay the son of Semo?

He is the friend of my secret thoughts. Shall I then

lift the sword?" She wept three days before the

chief, on the fourth he said he would light. " I will

fight my friend, Deugala! but may I fall by his

sword! Could I wander on the hill alone? Could

I behold the grave of Cuthullin Y' We fought on

the plain of MurJ. Our swords avoid a wound.

They slide on the helmets of steel; or sound on

the slippery shirldi*. Deugala was near with a smile.
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and said to the son of Damman :
" Tliiiie arm is

feeble, sun-beam of youth! Thy years are not

strong for steel. Yield to the son of Semo. He is

a rock on Malmor."

" The tear is in the eye of youth. He faultcriiig

said to me : * Cuthullin, raise thy bossy shield. De-

fend thee from the hand of thy friend. My soul is

laden with grief: for I nmst slay the chief of men '.'

I sighed as the wuid in the cleft of a rock. I lifted

high the edge of my steel. The sun-beam of battle

fell : the first of Cuthullin's friends ! Unhappy is

the hand of Cuthullin suice the hero fell
!"

" Mournful is thy tale, son of the car," said Carril

of other times. " It sends my soul back to the ages

of old, to the days of other years. Often have I

heard of Comal, who slew the friend he loved ; yet

victory attended his steel : the battle was consumed

in his presence

!

" Comal was a son of Albion ; the chief of an hun-

dred hills! His deer drunk of a thousand streams.

A thousand rocks replied to the voice of his dogs.

His face was the mildness of youth. His hand the

death of heroes. One was his love, and fair was she!

the daughter of mighty Conloch. She appeared like

a sun-beam among women. Her hair was the wing

of the raven. Her dogs were taught to the cliace.

Her bow-string sounded on the winds. Her soul was

fixed on Comal. Often met their eyes of love. Their
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course iu the cliace was one. Happy were their

words in secret. But Grumal loved the maid, the

dark cliief of the gloomy Ardven. He watciied her

lone steps in the heath ; the foe of unhappy Comal

!

" One day, tired of the chace, when the mist had

concealed their friends, Comal and the daughter of

Conloch met, hi the cave of Ronan. It was the

wonted haunt of Comal. Its sides were hung with

Ins arms. A hundred shields of thongs were there ;

a hundred helms of sounding steel. " Rest here,"

he said, " my love, Galbina : thou light of the cave

of Ronan ! A deer appears on Mora's brow. I go

;

but I w ill soon return." " I fear, ' she said, " dark

Grumal my foe : he haunts the cave of Ronan ! I

will rest among the arms; but soon return, my
love."

" He went to the deer of Mora. The daughter of

Conloch would try his love. She cloatliod her fair

sides with his armour ; she strode from the cave

of Ronan ! He thought it was his foe. His heart

beat high. His colour changed, and darkness dim-

med his eyes. He drew the bow. The arrow flew.

Galbina fell in blood ! He run with wildness in his

steps: he called the daughter of Conloch. > o an-

swer in the lonely rock. Where art thou, ' > my
love? He saw, at length, her heaving hearr. beat-

ing around the arrow he threw. " O Conloch's

daughter, is it thou? He sunk upon her breast!
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The hunters found the hapless pair ; he afterwards

walked the hill. But many and silent were his steps

round the dark dwelling of his love. The fleet of the

ocean came. He fought, the strangers fled. He

searched for deatli along the field. But who could

slay the mighty Comal ! He threw away his dark-

brown siiield. An arrow found his manly breast.

He sleeps with his loved Galbina at the noise of

the sounding surge ! Their green tombs are seen

by the mariner, when he bounds on the waves of

the north."
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Cuthullin, pleased with the story of Carril, insists with tliat

bard for more of his songs. He relates tlie actions of Fin-

gal in Lochlin, and death of Agandecca,the beautiful sister

of Swaran. He had scarce finislied when Calroar the son of

Matha, who had advised the fust battle, came wounded

fioni the field, and told them of Swaran's design to sun>risc

the remains of the Irish army. He himself proposes to with-

stand singly the whole force of the enemy, in a narrow pass,

till the Iris^h should make good their retreat. Ciitlmllin,

touciied with tlie gallant proposal of Calmar, resolves to ac-

company him, and orders Carril to cany off the few that re-

mained of tlie Irish. Morning comes, Calmar dies of his

woxmds ; and, the ships of tlie Caledonians appealing, Swa-

ran gives over the pursuit of the Irisli, and returns to op-

pose Fingal's laiuhng. Cuthullin ashamed, after his defeat,

to appear before Fingal, retires to tlie cave of Tura. Fin-

gal engages the enemy, puts them to flight; but tlie coming

on of night makes the victory not decisive. The king, who
had observed the gallant behaviour of his grandson Oscar,

gives him advices concerning iiis conduct in peace and war.

He recommends to him to place the example of liis fatliers

before his eyes, as the best model for his conduct ; which

introduces the episode concerning FainasoUis, the daughter

of the king of Craca, whom Fingal had taken under his

protection, in his youth. Fillan and Oscar are dispatched

to observe the motions of the enemy by night; Gaul the son

of Momi desu-es the command of the army in the next

battle ; which Fingal promises to give him. Some general

reflections of the poet close the tliird day.
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" Pleasant are the words of the song," said

Cuthulhn !
" lovely the tales of other times! They

are, like the calm dew of the morning on the hill of

roes ; when the sun is faint on its side, and the lake

is settled and blue in the vale. O Carril, raise again

tliy voice! let me hear the song of Selma: which

was sung in my halls of joy, when Fingal king of

shields was there, and glowed at the deeds of his

fathers."

" Fingal! thou dweller of battle," said Carril,

.

" early were thy deeds in arms. Lochlin was con-

sumed in thy wrath, when thy youth strove with the

•The second night, since the opening of the poem,

Cuthullin, Connal, and Carril still sit in the place described

ceding book. The story of Agandecca is introduced here wii

as great use is made of it in the course of the poem, and as

measure, brings about the catastrophe.
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beauty of maids. They smiled at the fair-blooming

face of the hero; but death was in his hands. He

was strong as the waters of Lora. His followers

were the roar ofa thousand streams. They took the

king of Lochlin in war; they restored him to his

ships. His big heart swelled with pride ; the death

of the youth was dark in his soul. For none ever,

but Fiugal, had overcome the strength of the mighty

Starno.* He sat in the hall of his shells in Lochlin's

woody land. He called the grey-haired Snivan, that

often sung round the circlet of Loda: when tlie

stone of power heard his voice, and battle turned in

the field of the valiant
!"

"Go, grey-haired Snivan," Starno said, "go to

Ardven's sea-surrounded rocks. Tell to the king of

Selnia; he the fairest among his thousaiuis, toll him

I give him my daughter, the loveliest maid that ever

heaved a breast of snow. Her arms are white as the

foam of my waves. Her soul is generous and mild.

Let him come with his bravest heroes, to the daugh-

ter of the secret hall!" Snivan come to Selma's hall

:

Fair-haired Fingal attended his steps. His kuidled

soul flew to the maid, as he bounded on the waves

of the north. " Welcome," said the dark-brown

• Surno was ilii- falher of Swaran as well as Agandccca. His fierce

andcriirl cliaractcr is well marked in other poems concerning the times.

+ This passage most certainly alludes to thi- religion of Lochlin, and

til stone nf power here mentioned is the image of one of the deitiet oi

Scandinavia.
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Starno, " welcome, king of rocky Mon'en : welcome

his heroes of might, sons of the distant isle ! Three

days within my halls shall ye feast; three days

pursue my hoars; that your fame may reach the

maid who dwells in the secret hall."

Starno designed their death. He gave the feast of

shells. Fiugal, who doubted the foe, kept on his

arms of steel. The sons of death were afraid : They

fled from the eyes of the king. The voice of sprightly

mirth arose. The trembling harps of joy were

strung. Bards sung the battle of heroes: they sung

the heavmg breast of love. Ullin, Fingal's bard,

was there : the sweet voice of resounding "Cona. He

praised the daughter of Lochlm ; and Morven's* high-

descended chief. The daughter of Lochlin over-

heard. She left the hall of her secret sigh! She

came in all her beauty, like the moon from the cloud

of the east. Loveliness was around her as light.

Her steps were tiie music of songs. She saw tlie

youth and loved him. He was the stolen sigh of

her soul. Her blue eye rolled on hira in secret:

she blest the chief of resounding Morven.

The third day with all its beams, shone bright on

the wood of boars. Forth moved the dark-browed

Starno; and Fingal, king of shields. Half tlie day

they spent in the chace ; the spear of Selma was

* AH the nortli-west coast of Scolland probably went of old under the

flame of Morven, which signifies a ridge of very hijli hills.
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red in blood. It was then the daughter of Starno,

witli bhie eyes rolHiig in tears; it was then she came

witli her voice of love, and spoke to the king of

Morven. " Fingal, high-descended chief, trust not

Starno's heart of pride. Within that wood he has

placed his chiefs. Beware of the wood of death.

But remember, son of the isle, remember Agandecca:

save me from the wratli of my father, king of the

windy Morven !"

The youth, with unconcern, went on; his heroes by

his bide. The sons of death fell by his hand;

and Gonnal echoed around! Before the halls of

Stanio the sons of the chace convened. The king's

dark brows were like clouds. His eyes like meteors

of night. " Bring hither," he said, " Agandecca to

her lovely king of Monen ! His hand is stained

with the blood ofmy people ; her words have not

been in vain !" She came witli the red eye of tears.

She came with loosely flowing locks. Her white

breast heaved with broken sighs, like the foam of the

streamy Lubar. Starno pierced her side with steel.

She fell, like a wreath of snow, which slides from the

rocks of Ronan; when the woods are slill, and echo

deepens in the vale ! Then Fingal eyed his valiant

chiefs, his valiant chiefs took arms. The gloom of

battle roared; Lochhn fled or died. Pale, in his

bounding bhip he closed the maid of the softest soul.
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Her tomb ascends on Ardveu : the sea roars round

her narrow dwelling.

" Blessed be her soul," said Cuthullin ;
" blessed

be the mouth of the song ! Strong was the youth of

Fingal ; strong is his ann of age. Lochlm shall fall

again before the king of echoing Morven. Shew thy

face from a cloud, O moon ! light his white sails on

the wave : and if any strong spirit * of heaven sits on

that low hung cloud; turn his dark ships from the

rock, thou rider of the storm !"

Such were the words of Cuthullin at the sound of

the mountain-stream; when Calmar ascended the

hill, the wounded son of Matha. From the field he

came in his blood. He leaned on his bending spear.

Feeble is the arm of battle ! but strong the soul of

the hero! " Welcome! O son of Matha," said Con-

nal, " welcome art thou to thy friends ! Why bursts

that broken sigh, from the breast of him who never

feared before? And never, Connal, will he fear,

chief of the pointed steel ! My soul brightens in

danger: in the noise of arms. I am of the race of

battle. My fathers never feared.

" Cormar was the first of my race. He sported

through the storms of waves. His black skiiF

•This is the only passage in the poem that has the appearance of religion.

But Cuthullin>s apostrophe to this spirit is accompanied with a doubt, so

that it is not easy to determine whether the hero meant a superior being,

or the ghosts of deceased warriors, who were supposed in those times to

rule the storms, and to transport themselves in a gust of wind frsm one

country to another.
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bounded on ocean; he travelled on the wings of the

wind. A spirit once embroiled the night. Seas

swell, and rocks resound. Winds drive along the

clouds. The lightning flies on wuigs of fire. He
feared, and came to land : then blushed that he fear-

ed at all. He rushed again among the waves to find

the son of the wind. Three youths guide the bound-

uig bark; he stood with sword unsheatlied. When

the low-hung vapour passed, he took it by the curling

head. He searched its dark womb with his steel.

The sun of the « ind forsook the air. The moon and

stars returned ! Such was the boldness of my race.

Calmar is like his fathers. Danger flies from the

lifted sword. They best succeed who dare!

*' But now, ye sons of green Erin, retire from

Lena's bloody heath. Collect the sad remnant of

our friends, and join the sword of Fingal. I heard

the sound of Lochlin's advancing arms! Calmar will

remaui and fight. My voice shall be such, my friends,

as if thousands were behind me. But, soli of Semo,

remember nie. Remember Calmar's lifeless corse.

When Fingal shall have wasted the field, place me by

some stone of remembrance, that future times may

hear my fame ; that the mother of Calmar may re-

joice in my renown."

" No: son of Matha," said Cuthullin, " I will

never leave thee here. My joy is in unequal fight

:

my soul increases in danger. Connal, and Carril of
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other times, cany off the sad sons of Etui. When

the battle is over, search for us in this narrow way.

For near this oak we shall fall, in the stream of the

battle of thousands!" "O Fithil's sou, with flying

speed rush over the heath of Lena. Tell to Fiugal

that Erin is fallen. Bid the king of IMon en come.

O let him come, like the sun in a storm, to lighten,

to restore the isle !"

Morning is grey on Cromla. The sons of the sea

ascend. Calmar stood forth to meet them in the

pride of his kindling soul. But pale was the face of

the chief. He leaned on his father's spear. That

spear which he brought from Lara, when the soul of

his mother was sad ; the soul of the lonely Alcletha,

waining in the sorrow of years. But slowly now the

hero falls, like a tree on the plain. Dark Cuthullin

stands alone like a rock in a sandy vale. The sea

comes with its waves, and roars on its hardened sides.

Its head is covered with foam; the hills are echoing

around.

Now from the grey mist of the ocean, the white-

sailed ships of Fingal appear. High is the grove of

their masts, as they nod, by turns, on the rolling

wave. Swaran saw them from the hill. He returned

from the sons of Erin, As ebbs the resounding sea,

through the hundred isles of Inistore ; so loud, so

vast, so immense returned the sons of Lochlin agauist

the king. But bending, weeping, sad, and slow, and

VOL. II. E
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dragging his long spear behind, Cuthulhn sunk ia

Cronila's wood, and mourned his fallen friends. He
feared the face of Fingal, who was wont to greet

him from tlie fields of renown

!

" How many lie thereof my heroes! the chiefs of

Erin's race! they that were cheerful in the hall, when

the sound of the shells arose ! No more shall I find

their steps in the heath. No more shall I hear their

voice in the chace. Pale, silent, low on bloody beds,

are they who were my friends! O spirits of the lately

dead, meet CuthuUin on his heath ! Speak to him on

the wind, when the rustling tree of Turn's cave re-

sounds. There, far remote, I shall lie unknown.

No bard shall hear of me. No grey stone shall

rise to my renown. Mourn me «ith the dead, O
Bragela! departed is my fame." Such were the

words of Cuthullui, when he sunk in the woods of

Cromla

!

Fingal, tall in his ship, stretched his bright lance

before him. Terrible was the gleam of the steel : it

was like tlie green meteor of death, settuig in the

heath of Malinor, when the traveller is alone, and the

broad moon is darkened in heaven.

" The battle is past," said the king. " I behold

the blood of my friends. Sad is the heath of Lena

!

Hiournful the oaks of Cromla 1 The hunters have

laileiiin tlicir strength: the son of Senio is no more.

11 ynu and Fillun, my sons, sound the horn of Fingal.
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Ascend that hill on the shore; call the children of the

foe. Call them from the grave of Lamdarg, the

chief of other times. Be yonr voice like that of your

father, when he enters the battles of his strength. I

wait for the mighty stranger. I wait on Lena's shore

for Swaran. Let him come with all his race ; strong

in battle are the friends of the dead !"

Fair Ryno as lightning gleamed along : Dark Fillan

rushed like the shade of autumn. On Lena's heatii

their voice is heard. The sons of ocean heard the

horn of Fingal. As the roaring eddy of ocean re-

turning from the kingdom of snows ; so strong, so

dark, so sudden came down the sons of Lochlin.

The king in their front appears, in the dismal pride

of his arms! Wrath burns on his dark-brown face:

his eyes roll in the fire of his valour. Fingal beheld

theson of Starno: he remembered Agandecca. For

Swaran with the tears of youth had mourned his

white-bosomed sister. He sent UUin of songs to bid

him to the feast of shells: For pleasant on Fingal's

soul returned the memory of the first of his loves !

Ullin came m\\\ aged steps, and spoke to Starno's

son. " O thou that dwellest afar, surrounded, like

a rock, with thy waves! come to the feast of the king,

and pass the day ui rest. To-morrow let us fight,

O Swaran, and break the echoing shields." " To-

day," said Starno's wrathful son, " we break the

edioing shields: to-morrow my feast shall be spread

;

but Fingal shall lie ou earth." *' To-morrow
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let his feast be spread," said Fingal with a smile*

" To-day, O my sons ! wc shall break the efchoing

shields. Ossian, stand thou near my arm. Gaul,

Kft thy terrible sword. Fergus, bend thy crook-

ed yew. Throw, Fillan, thy lance through hea-

ven. Lift your shields, like the darkened moon.

Be your spears the meteors of death. Follow me

in the path of my fame. Equal my deeds in

battle."

As a hundred winds on Mor\cn : as the streams of

a hundred hills ; as clouds fly successive over heaven

;

as the dark ocean assails the shore of the desert: so

roajing, so vast, so terrible, the annies mixed on

Lena's echoing heath. The groan of the people

spread over the hills: It was like the thunder of

night, when the cloud biusts on Cona; and a thou-

sand ghosts shriek at once on the hollow wind. Fin-

gal rushed on in his strength, terrible as the spirit of

Trenmor ; when in a whirlwind, he comes to Morven,

to see the children of his pride. The oaks resound

on their mountains, and the rocks fall down before

him. Dimly seen, as lightens the night, he strides

largely from hill to hill. Bloody was the hand of my

father, when he whirled the gleam of his sword. He

remembers the battles of his youth. The field is

w asted in his course

!

Ryno went on like a pillar of fire. Dark is the

brow of Gaul. Fergus rushed forward with feet of

vviu<l. Fillan like the mist of the hill. Ossian, likr
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a rock, came down. I exulted in the strength of

the king. Many w ere the deaths of my arm ! dis-

mal the gleam of my sword ! My locks were not

then so grey ; nor trembled my hands with age. My
eyes were not closed in darkness ; my feet failed not

in the race

!

Who can relate the deaths of the people? Who
the deeds of inighty heroes ? when Fingal, burning in

his wrath, consumed the sons of Lochlin? Groans

swelled on groans from hill to hill, till night had co-

vered all. Pale, staring like a herd of deer, the sous

of Lochlin convene on Lena. We sat and heard the

sprightly harp, at Lubar's gentle stream. Fingal

himself was next to the foe. He listened to the tales

of his bards. His godlike race were in the song, the

chiefs of other times. Attentive, leaning on his

shield, the king of Morven sat. The wind whistled

through his locks ; his thoughts are of the days of

other years. Near him on his bending spear, my

young, my valiant Oscar stood. He admired the king

of MorA-en : his deeds were swelling in his soul

!

" Son of my son," begun the king, " O Oscar,

pride of youth ! I saw the shining of thy sword. I

gloried in my race. Pursue the fame of our fathers;

Be thou what they have been, when Trennior lived,

the first of men, and Trathal the father of heroes

!

They fought the battle in their youth. They are the

song of bards. O Oscar! bend the strong in arm:

but spare the feeble hand. Be thou a stream of
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n:any tides against the foes of tliy people; but like

the gale that moves the grass, to those who ask thine

aid. So Trenmor lived; such Trathal was; and sudi

has Fingal been. My arm was the support of the in-

jured; the weak rested behind the lightning of my
steel.

" Oscar! I was young like thee, when lovely Fain-

asoHis came: that sun-beam! that mild Ught of love!

tjie daughter of* Craca'sking! I then returned from

Cona's heath, and few were in my train. A white-

sailed boat apj^eared far oft'; we saw it like a mist,

that rode on ocean's wind. It soon approached. We
saw the fair. Her white breast heaved with sighs.

The w ind was in her loose dark hair : her rosy cheek

had tears. " Daughter of beauty," calm I said,

" what sigh is in thy breast ? Can I, young as I am,

defend thee, daughter of the sea ? My sword is not

unmatched in war, but dauntless is my heart."

" To thee I fly," with sighs she said, " O prince

of mighty men ! To thee I fly, chief of the generous

shells, supporter of the feeble hand ! The king of

Craca's echoing isle owned me the sunbeam of his

race. Cromla's hills have heard the sighs of love

for unhappy FainasoUis ! Sora's chief beheld me

fair ; he loved the daughter of Craca. His sw ord is

a beam of light upon the warrior's side. But dark is

* What ihc Craca here menliuncd was, is not, at (his distance of time,

rasy to determine. The most probable opinlqn is, that it was one of the

a story concerning a daughter of the king of Craca
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his brow; and tempests are in his soul. I shun him,

on the roaring sea ; but Sora's chief pursues."

" Rest thou," I said, " behind my shield ; rest in

peace, thou beam of light ! The gloomy chief of

Sora will fly, if Fingal's arm is like his soul. In some

lone cave I might conceal thee, daughter of the sea

!

but Fingal never flies. Where the danger threatens,

I rejoice in the storm of spears. I saw the tears upon

her cheek. I pitied Craca's fair. Now, like a dread-

ful wave afar, appeared the ship of stormy Borbar.

His masts high-bended over the sea behuid their

sheets of snow. White roll the waters on either side.

The strength of ocean sounds. " Come thou," I

said, " from the roar of ocean, thou rider of the

storm ! Partake the feast within my hall. It is the

house of strangers."

The maid stood trembling by my side. He drew

the bow. She fell. " Unerrmg is thy hand," I said,

" but feeble was the foe!" We fought, nor weak

the strife of death ! He sunk beneath my sword.

We laid them in two tombs of stone; the hapless

lovers of youth! Such have I been in my youth,

O Oscar ! be thou like the age of Fingal. Never

search thou for battle; nor shun it when it comes.

" Fillan and Oscar of the dark-brown hair! ye,

that are swift in the race! fly over the heath in

my presence. View the sons of Lochlin. Far oflT

J hear the noise of their feet, like distant sounds
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in woods. Go : that they may not fly from my
sword, along the waves -of the north. For many

chiefs of Erin's race lie here on the dark bed of

death. The children of war are low; the sons of

echoing Cronila."

The heroes flew like two dark clonds : two dark

clouds that are the chariots of ghosts; when air's

dark children come forth to frighten hapless men.

It was then that Gaul,* the son of Momi, stood like

a rock in night. His spear is glittering to the stars;

his voice like many streams.

" Son of battle," cried the chief, " O Fingal, king

of shells! let the bards of many songs sooth Erin's

friends to rest. Fingal, sheath thou thy sword of

death; and kt thy people fight. We wither away

without our fame; our king is the only breaker of

shields! When morning rises on our hills, behold,

at a distance, our deeds. Let Lochlin feel the

sword of Morni's son; that bards may sing of me.

Such was the custom heretofore of Fingal's noble

race. Such was thine own, thou king of swords, in

battles of the spear."

" O son of Morni," Fingal replied, " I glory in

• Gaul, the son of Morni, was chief of a tribe that disputed long the

pre-eminence with Fingal himself. They were reduced at last to obedi-

ence, and Gaul, from an enemy, turned Fingal's best friend and greatest

hero. Ills character Is something like that of Ajax in the Iliad ; a hero of

more strength than conduct in batilc. Me was very fond of military fame,

and here he demands the next battle to himself. 'Jhe poet, by an artifice

remuves Fingal, thai his return may be U>e more magnificent.
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thy fame. Fight ; but my spear shall be near, to aid

thee in the midst of danger. Raise, raise the voice,

ye sons ofsong! and lull me into rest. Here will Fin-

gal lie, amidst the wind of night. And if thou, Agan-

decca, art near, among the children of thy land; if

thou sittest on a blast of wind, among the - high-

shrouded masts of Lochlin; come to my dreams,*

my fair one. Shew thy bright face to my soul."

Many a voice and many a haip, in tuneful sounds

arose. Of Fingal's noble deeds they sung ; of Fin-

gal's noble race : And sometimes, on the lovely

sound, was heard the name of Ossian. I often

fought, and often won, in battles of the spear. But

blind, and tearful, and forloni I walk with little men

!

O Fingal, with thy race of war I now behold thee

not ! The wild roes feed on the green tomb of tlie

mighty king of Morven ! Blest be thy soul, thou

king of swords, thou most renowned on the hills of

Cona

!

* The I'oei prepares us for the dream of FiDgal in the next book.
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ARGUMENT.

The action of tlio poem being suspended by night, Ossian

takes that opportunity to relate his own actions at the lake

of Lego, and his cointship of Everallin, who was the mo.

tlicr of Oscar, and had died some time before tiie expedi-

tion of Fingal into Ireland. Her ghost appears to him, and

tells him that Oscar, who had been sent, the beginning of

the night, to observe the enemy, was engaged witli an ad-

vanced party, and almost oveipowered. Ossian relieves liis

son ; and an alarm is given to Fingal of tlie approach of

Swai-an. The king rises, calls his army together, and, as he

had promised the preceding night, devolves the command

on Gaul tlie son of Momi, while he himself, after charging

his sons to behave gallantly and defend his people, retires

to a hill, from whence he could have a view of the battle.

The battle joins ; the poet relates Oscar's great actions.

But when Oscar, in conjunction with his father, conquered

in one wing, Gaul, who was attacked by Swaran in person,

was on tlie jioint of retreating in the other. Fingal sends

Ullin his bard to encourage him with a warsong, but notwith-

standing Swaran prevails ; and Gaul and his army are obliged

to give way. Fingal, descencUng from the hill, rallies them
again : Swaran desists fiom tlie pursuit, possesses himself of

a rising ground, restores the ranks, and waits the approach

of Fingal. The king, having encouraged his men, gives the

ntcessary orders, and renews the battle. Cuthullin, who,

with his friend Connal, and Carril his bard, had retired to

the cave of Tura, hearing the noise, came to the brow
of the hill, which overlooked tlie field of battle, where

he saw Fingal engaged v^ith the enemy. He, being hindered

by Connal from joining Fingal, who was himself u|)on the

point of obtaining a complete vicloiy, sends Carril to con-

gratulate that hero on his success.
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Who comes with her songs from the hill, like the

bow of the showery Lena? It is the maid of the

voice of love ! The white-armed daughter of Tos-

car! Often hast thou heard my song; often given

the tear of beauty. Dost thou come to the wars of

thy people? to hear the actions of Oscar? When

shall I cease to mourn, by the streams of resounding

Cona? My years have passed away in battle. My
age is darkened with grief!

* Fingal being asleep, and the action suspended by night, the poet in-

troduces the story of his courtship of Everallin the daughter of Branno.

The episode is necessary to clear up several passages that follow in the

poem; at the same time that it naturally brings on the action of the book,

which may be supposed to begin about the middle of the third night from

the opening of the poem. This book, as many of pssian's other compo-

sitions, is addressed to the beautiful Malvina, the daughter of Toscar, Siie

appears to have been in love wiih Oscar, and to have affected the com-

pany of the father after the death of the son.
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" Dauglitcr of the hand of snow! I was not s«

mournful and blind. I was not so dark and forlorn,

when EverdUin loved me ! Everallin with the dark-

brown hair, the white-bosomed daughter of Branno!

A thousand heroes sought the maid, she refused her

love to a thousand. The sons of the sword were de-

spised: for graceful in her eyes was Ossian! I went,

in suit of the maid, to Lego's sable surge. Twelve

of my people were there, the sons of streamy Mor-

ven! We came to Branno, friend of strangers!

Branno of the sounding mail! " From whence,"

he said, " are the arms of steel ? Not easy to win

is the maid, who has denied the blue-eyed sons of

Erin ! But blest be thou, O son of Fiiigal ! Happy

is the maid that waits thee I Though twelve daugh-

ters of beauty were mine, thine were the choice, thou

son of fame
!"

He opened the hall of the maid, the dark-haired

Everallin. Joy kindled in our manly breasts. We
blest the maid of Branno. " Above us on the hill

appeared the people of stately Cormac. Eight were

the heroes of the chief. The heath flamed wide

with their arms. There Colla; there Durm of wounds,

there mighty Toscar, and Tago, there Frestal the vic-

torious stood; Dairo of the happy deeds: Dala the

battle's bulwark in the narrow way ! The sword

flamed in the hand of Cormac. Graceful was the

look of tjbe hero ! Eijht wer« the heroes of Ossian.
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Ullin stormy son of war. Mullo of the generous

deeds. The noble, the graceful Scelacha. Oglan,

and Cerdal the wrathful. Dumariccan's brows of

death! And why should Ogar be the last; so wide

renowned on the hills of Ardven V
" Ogar met Dala the strong, face to face, on the

field of heroes. The battle of the chiefs was, like

wind, on ocean's foamy waves. The dagger is re-

membered by Ogar; the weapon which he loved.

Nine times he drowned it in Dala's side. The

stormy battle turned. Three times I broke on

Cormac's shield : three times he broke his spear.

But, unhappy youth of love ! I cut his head away.

Five times I shook it by the lock. The friends of

Cormac fled. Whoever would have told me, lovely

maid, when then I strove in battle ; that blind, for-

saken, and forlorn I now should pass the night; firm

ought his mail to have been; unmatched his arm in

war
!"

" On* Lena's gloomy heath, the voice of music died

away. The unconstant blast blew hard. The high

oak shook its leaves around. Of Everallin were my
thoughts, when in all the light of beauty she came.

Her blue eyes rolling in tears. She stood on a cloud

• The poet returns to his subject. If one could fix the lime of the year

in which the action of tlie poem hippeneii', fr(.;nthe scene desciibed here,

1 sliould be tempted to place it in autumn. The trees shed iheir leaves,

and the winds are variable, both which tircumstancea agree with that ;ea-

JTjn of the ysar.
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before my sight, ami s])oke with feeble voice!

" Rise, Ossian, rise, and save my son ; save Oscar

prince of men. Near the red oak of L\iba's stream,

he fights with Lochlin 's sons." Siie sunk uito her

cloud again. I covered me -with steel. My spear

supported my steps ; my rattling armour rung. I

hummed, as I was wont in danger, the songs of he-

roes of old. Like distant thunder Lochlin heard.

They fled ; my son pursued.

" I called him like a distant stream. Oscar, return

over Lena. No further pursue the foe," I said,

" though Ossian is behind thee." He came ; and

pleasant to my ear was Oscar's sounding steel.

" Why didst thou stop my hand," he said, " till

death had covered all ? For dark and dreadful by

the stream they met tliy son and Fillan! They

watched the terrors of the night. Our swords have

conquered some. But as the winds of night pour the

ocean over the white sands of Mora, so dark advance

the sons of Lochlin, over Lena's rustling heath ! The

ghosts of night shriek afar: V have seen the meteors

of death. Let me awake the king^of Morveii, he that

smiles in danger! He that is like the son of Iieaven,

rising in a stornj
!"

Fingal had started from a dream, and leaned on

Trenmor's shield ; the dark-brown shield of his fa-

thers; which they had lifted of old in war. The hero

had seen, in his rest, the mournful form of Agan--
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tlccca. She came from the way of the ocean. She

slowly, lonely, moved over Lena. Her face was pale

like the mist of Cromla. Dark were the tears of her

cheek. She often raised her dim hand from her

robe : her robe which was of the clouds of the de-

sert: she raised her dim hand over Fingal, and turned

away her silent eyes !
" Why weeps the daughter of

Starno]" said Fingal, with a sigh; " why is thy face

so pale, fair wanderer of the clouds?" She departed

on the wind of Lena. She left him in the midst of

the night. She mourned the sons of her people, that

were to fall by the hand of Fingal.

The hero started from rest. Still he beheld her

in his soul. The sound of Oscar's steps approached.

The king saw the grey shield on his side : For the

faint beam of the morning came over the waters of

Ullin. " What do the foes in their fear?' said the

rising king of Morven; " or fly they through ocean's

foam, or wait they the battle of steel? But why

should Fingal ask? I hear their voice on the early

winfl ! Fly over Lena's heath : O Oscar, awake our

friends!"

The king stood by the stone of Lubar. Thrice he

reared his terrible voice. The deer started from the

fountains of Cromla. The rocks shook on all their

hills. Like the noise of a hundred mountain-streams,

that burst, and roar, and foam ! like the clouds, that

gather to a tempest on the blue face of the sky ! so

VOL. rr. F
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met the sons of the desert, round the terrible voice of

Fingal. Pleasant was the voice of the king of Mor-

ven to the warriors of his land. Often had he led

them to battle; often returned with tlie spoils of

the foe!

" Come to battle," said the king, " ye children of

echoing Selraa ! Come to the death of thousands.

Comhal's son will see the fight. My sword shall wave

on the hill, the defence of my people in war. But

never may you need it, warriors : while the son of

Morni fights, the chief of mighty men ! He shall lead

my battle ; that his fame may rise in song ! O ye

ghosts of heroes dead! ye riders of the storm of

Cromla ! receive my falling people with joy, and bear

them to your hills. And may the blaist of Lena carry

them over my seas, that tliey may come to my silent

dreams, and delight my soul in rest ! Fillan and

Oscar, of the dark-brown hair ! fair Ryno, with the

pointed steel! advance with valour to the fight.

Behold the son of Morni! Let your swords be like

his in strife: behold the deeds of his hands. Protect

the friends of your father. Remember the chiefs of

old. My children, I will see you yet, though here ye

sliould fall in Erin. Soon shall our cold, pale ghosts,

meet in a cloud on Cona's eddying winds!"

Now like a dark and stormy cloud, edged round

with the red lightning of heaven ; flying westward

from the morning's beam, the king of Selma re-
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moved. Terrible is the light of his aniiour; two

si)ears are in his hand. His grey hair falls on the

wind. He often looks back on the war. Three bards

attend the son of fame, to bear his words to the

chiefs. High on Cromla's side he sat, wa\iiig the

lightning of his sword, and as he waved we moved.

Joy rises in Oscar's face. His cheek is red. His

eye sheds tears. The sword is a beam of fire in his

hand. He came, and smiluig, spoke to Ossian. " O
ruler of the fight of steel ! my father, hear thy son !

Retire with Morven's mighty chief Give me the

fame of Ossian. If here I fall : O chief, remember

that breast of snow, the lonely sun-beam of my love,

the white-handed daughter of Toscar ! For, with red

cheek from the rock, bending over the stream, her

soft hair flies about her bosom, as she pours tlie sigh

for Oscar. Tell her I am on my hills, a lightly-

bounding son of the wind ; tell her, tliat in a cloud, I

may meet the lovely maid of Toscar." Raise, Oscai.,

rather raise my tomb : I will not yield the war to

thee. The first aud bloodiest in the strife, my arm

shall teach the how to fight. But, remember, my
SOD, to place this sword, this bow, the horn of my
deer, within that dark aud narrow bouse, whose mark

is one grey stone ! Oscar, I have no love to lea\e to

the care of my son. Evirallin is no more, the lovely

daugliler of Branno

!
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Sucli were our words, when Gaul's loud voice came

growing on the wind. He waved on iiigh llie sword

of Ills fatiior. We ruslied to death and wounds. As

waves, white bubbling over the deep, come swelling,

roaring on ; as rocks of ooze meet roaring waves: so

foes attacked and fought. Man met with man, and

steel with steel. Shields sound, and warriors fall.

As a hundred hammers on the red son of the fur-

nace, so rose, so rung their swords

!

Gaul rushed on, like a whirlwind in Ardven. Th«

destruction of heroes is on his sword. Swaran was

like the fire of the desert in the echoing heath of

Gormal ! How can 1 give to the song the death of

jnany spears ? My sword rose high, and flamed in the

strife of blood. Oscar, terrible wert thou, my best,

my greatest son! I rejoiced in my secret soul, «hen

his sword flamed over the slain. They fled amaui

through Lena's heath. We pursued and slew. As stones

that bound from rock to rock ; as axes in echoing

woods; as thunder rolls from liill to hill, in dismal

broken peals; so blow succeeded to blow, and death

to death, from the hand of Oscar and mine.

But Swaran closed round INIonii's son, as the

strength of the tide of Inistore. The king half-rose

from his hill at the sight. He hulf-assumetl the

ipcar. " Go, Ullin, go, my aged bard," begun the

kin;; of Morvcn. " Remind tlic mighty Gaul of
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war. Remind him of his fathers. Suppoit the

yielding fight witli song; for song enlivens wai*." Tall

UUiti went, with step of age, and spoke to the king

of swords. " Son * of the chief of generous steeds !

high-bounding king of spears. Strong arm in every

perilous toil. Hard heart that never yields. Chief

of the pointed arms of death. Cut down the foe;

let no white sail bound round dark Inistore. Be

thine arm like thunder, thine eyes like fire, thy heart

of solid rock. Whirl round thy sword as a meteor

at night; lift thy shield like the flame of death. Son

of the chief of generous steeds, cut down the foe.

Destroy !" The hero's heart beat high. But Swaran

came with battle. He cleft the shield of Gaul in

twain. The sons of Selma fled.

Fingal at once arose in arms. Thrice he reared his

dreadful voice. Cromla answered around. The sons

of the desert stood still. They bent their blushing

faces to earth, ashamed at the presence of the king.

He came, like a cloud of ram in the day of the sun,

when slow it rolls on the hill, and fields expect the

shower. Silence attends its slow progress aloft; but

the tempest is soon to arise. Swaran beheld the ter-

rible king of INIorven. He stopped in the midst of

his course. Dark he leaned on his spear, rolling his

• The custom of encouraging men in battle with extempore rhymes,

has been carried down almost to our own times. Several of these war
songs are extant, but the most of them are only a group of epithets, witliout

either beauty or harmony, utterly destitute of poetisal merit.
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red eyes around. Silent and tall he seemed ai an oak

on tiu' banks of Lubar, which had its branches blasted

of oUl by the lightnii>a; of heaven. It bends over the

stream: the grey moss whistles in the wind : so stood

the king. Then slowly he retired to the rising heath

of Lena. Ilis thousands pour around the hero.

Darkness gathers on the hill

!

Fingal, like a beam from heaven, shone in the

midst of his people. His heroes gather around him.

He sends forth the voice of his power. " Raise my

standards on high ; spread them on Lena's wind, like

the flames of an hundred hills! Let them sound on

the winds of Erin, and remind us of the fight. Ye

«ons of the roaring streams, that pour from a thou-

sand hills, be near the king of Morven! attend to

the words of his power! Gaul strongest arm of

death! O Oscar, of the future fights! Connal, son

of the blue shields of Sora ! Dermid of the dark-

brown hair! Ossian king of many songs, be near

your father's arm !" We reared the sun-beam * of

battle; the standard of the king! Each hero exulted

with joy, as, wa\ing, it flew on the wind. It was

studded with gold above, as the blue wide shell of

the nightly sky. Each hero had his standard too

;

and each his gloomy men

!

" Behold," said the king of generous shells, " how

• Fing.il's standard was distinguished by the name of sun-benm
;
pro-

bably on account of its bright colour, and its being studded with gold. T«
bcsin a bitili; is expressed, in old composiiion.by lifims nftkt sun-beam.
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Lochlin divides on Lena! They stand like brokai

clouds ou a hill ; or an half consumed grove of oaks

;

when we see the sky through its branches, and the

meteor passing behind ! Let every chief among the

friends of Fmgal take a dark troop of those that

frown so high : Nor let a son of the echoing groves,

bound on the waves of Inistore
!"

" Mine," said Gaul, " be tlie seven chiefs, that

came from Lano's lake." " Let Inistore's dark king,"

said Oscar, " come to the sword of Ossian's son."

" To mine the king of Iniscon," said Connal, " heart

of steel!" " Or Mudan's chief or \,'' said brown-

haired Dermid, " shall sleep on clay-cold earth."

" My choice, though now so weak and dark, was

Terman's battling king ; I promised with my hand to

win the hero's dark-brown shield." " Blest and vic-

torious be my chiefs," said Fingal of the mildest

look. " Swaran, king of roaring waves, thou art the

choice of Fingal!"

Now, like an hundred different winds, that pour

through many vales ; divided, dark the sons of Selma

advanced. Cromla echoed around !
" How can I

relate the deaths, when we closed in the strife of

arms! O daughter of Toscar! bloody were our

hands ! The gloomy ranks of Lochlin fell, like the

banks of the roaring Cona ! Our arms were victo-

rious on Lena: each chief fulfilled his promise! Be-

side the murmur of Branno then didst often sit, O
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maid! tliy white bosom rose frequent, like the (io«n

of tlie swan when slow she swims on the lake, and

sidelong winds blow on her rutfled wing. Thou hast

seen the sun retire, red aiid slow behind his cloud:

night gathering round on the mountain, while the

imfrequcnt blast roared in the narrow vales. At

length the rain beats hard : thunder rolls in peals.

Lightning glances on the rocks! Spirits ride on

beams of fire! The strength of the mountain-streams

comes roaring down the hills. Such was the noise of

battle, maid of the arms of snow ! Why, daughter

of Toscar, why that tear? The maids of Lochlin

have cause to weep I The people of their country

fell. Bloody were the blue swords of the race of my

heroes ! But I am sad, forlorn, and blind : no more

the companion of heroes. Give, lovely maid, to me

thy tears. 1 have seen the tombs of all my friends!"

It was then, by Fingal's hand, a hero fell, to his

grief! Grey-haired he rolled in the dust. He lifted

his faint eyes to the king: " And is it by me thou

hast fallen," said the son of Comhal, " thou friend

of Agaiidecca! I have seen thy tears for the maid

of my love in the halls of the bloody Stanio! Thon

hast been the foe of the foes of my love, and hast

thou fallen by my hand? Raise, Ullin, raise the

grave of Mathon; and give his name to Agandecca's

song. Dear to my soul hast thon been, thon darklvr

dwelling maid of Ardven !"
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Cutliulliu, from the cave of Cromla, heard the

noise of the troubled \var. He called to Connal chief

of swords; to Carril of other times. The grey-haired

heroes heard his voice. They took their pointed

spears. They came, and saw the tide of battle, like

ocean's crowded waves: when the dark wind blows

from the deep, and rolls the billows through the

sandy vale! CuthuUin kindled at the sight. Dark-

ness gathered on his brow. His hand is on the sword

of his fathers: his red rolluig eyes on the foe. He
thrice attempted to rush to battle. He thrice was

stopt by Connal. " Chief of the isle of mist," he

«aid, " Fingal subdues the foe. Seek not a part of

the fame of the king ; himself is like the storm
!"

" Then, Carril, go," replied the chief, " go, greet

the king of Morven. When Lochhn falls away like

a stream after rain : when the noise of the battle is

past. Then be thy voice sweet in his ear to praise

the king of Selma! Give him the sword of Caithbat.

Cutlmllm is not worthy to lift the arms of his fathers!

Come, O ye ghosts of the lonely Cromla ! ye souls

of chiefs that are no more! be near the steps of Cu-

thuUin; talk to him in the cave of his grief. Never

more shall I be renowned, among the mighty m the

land. I am a beam that has shone; a mist that

has fled away: when the blast of the morning

came, and brightened the shaggy side of the hill:

Connal! talk of arms no more: departed is my
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fame. My sig^is shall be on Croiiila's wiud ; till my

footsteps cease to be seen. And thou, white-bo-

somed Bragela, mourn over the fall of my fame:

vanquished, I will never return to tliee, thou sun-

b€ani of my soul
!"
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Cuthullin and Connal still remain on the liill. Fingal and

Swaran meet; the combat is described. Swaran is over-

come, bound and delivered over as a prisoner to the care

of Ossian and Gaul the son of Monii ; Fins:al, his younger

sons, and Oscar, still pursue the enemy. The episode of

Orla, a chief of I^ochlin, who was mortally wounded in the

battle, is introduced. Fiugal, touched witli the death of

Orla, orders tlie pmsuit to be discontinued ; and calling

his sons together, he is informed that Ryno, the youngest

of them, was slain. He laments his death, hears the story

pf Lamdaig and Gelchossa, and returns towards the place

where he had left Swaran. Carril, who had been sent

by Cuthullin to congratidate Fingal on his victory, comes

in the mean time to Ossian. The conversation of the two

poets closes the action of the fourth day.

On Cromla's resounding side, Connal spoke to the

chief of the noble car. Why that gloom, son of
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Serao ? Our frioiuls are the mighty in fight. Re-

nowned art thou, O warrior ! many were the deaths

of thy steel. Often has Bragela met, vith bhie-roll-

ing eyes of joy: often has she met her hero, return-

ing in the midst of the valiant ; w hen his sword was

red with slaughter; when liis foes were silent in tlie

fields of the tomb. Pleasant to her ears were thy

bards, when tliy deeds arose in song.

But behold the king of Mor^•en! He moves, be-

low, like a pillar of fire. His strength is like the

stream of Lubar, or the wind of the echoing Crom-

la; when the branchy forests of night are torn

from all their rocks ! Happy are thy people, O
Fiiigal! thine arm shall finish their wars. Thou art

the first in their dangers: the wisest in the days

of their peace. Thou speakest, and thy thousands

obey: armies tremble at the sound of thy steel.

Happy are thy people, O Fiiigal ! king of resound-

ing Selma! Who is that so dark and terrible

coming in the thunder of his course? who but

Starno's son to meet the king of Morven? Behold

the battle of the chiefs! it is the storm of the

ocean, w hen two spirits meet far distant, and contend

for the rolling of waves. The hunter hears the noise

on his hill. Ho sees the high billows advancing to

Ardven's shore!

Such were the words of Connal, when the heroes

met in fight. There was the clang of arms ! there
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every blow, like the hundred hammers of the fur-

nace! Terrible is the battle of the lings; dread-

f\d tlie look of their eyes. Their dark-brown shields

are cleft m twain. Their steel flies, brolten, from

their helms. They fling their weapons down. Each

rushes to his hero's grasp: Their sinewy arms bend

round each other: they turn from side to side, and

strain and stretch their large spreading limbs be-

low. But when the pride of their strength arose,

they shook the hill with their heels. Rocks tumble

from their places on high; the green-headed bushes

are overturned. At length the strength of Swaran

fell : the king of the groves is bound. Thus have I

seen on Cona; but Cona I behold no more! thus

have I seen two dark hills, removed from their place,

by the strength of the bursting stream. They turn

from side to side m their fall ; their tall oaks meet

one another on high. Then they tumble together

^'ith all their rocks and trees. The streams are turned

by their side. The red rum is seen afar.

" Sous of distant Morven," said Fingal : " guard

the king of Lochlin! He is strong as his thousand

waves. His hand is taught to war. His race is of

the times of old. Gaul, thou first of my heroes;

Ossian king of songs, attend. He is the friend of

Agaudecca; raise to joy his grief But, Oscar, Fil-

ian, and Ryao, ye children of the race! pursue
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Lochlin over Lena; that no vessel may hereafter

bouml, oil the dark-rolliug waves of Iiiistoic!"

They flew sudden across the heath. He slowly

moved, like a cloud of thunder, when the sultry

plain of summer is silent and dark ! His sword it

before him as a sun-beam ; terrible as the streaming

meteor of night. He came toward a chief of Loch-

lin. He spoke to the son of the wave. " Who is

that so dark and sad, at the rock of the roaring

stream? He cannot bound over its course: How
stately is the chief! His bossy sliiold is on his side;

his spear, like the tree of the desert! Youth of tlic

dark-red hair, art tiiou of the foes of Fingall"

" I am a son of Lochlin," he cries, " strong is lay

ann in war. My spouse is weeping at home. Orla

shall never return !" " Or fights or yields the hero,"

said Fingal of the noble deeds? " foes do not con-

quer in my presence: my friends are renowned in the

hall. Son of the wave, follow me, partake the feast

of my shells: pursue the deer of my desert: be thou

the friend of Fingal." " No:" said the hero, " I

assist the feeble. My strength is with the weak in

arms. My sword has been always uimiatched, O
warrior! let the king of Mor\'en yield!" " I never

yielded, Orla! Fiugal never yielded to man. Draw

thy sword and chuse thy foe. Many are my heroes!"

" Does then tin; king refuse the fight?" said Orla
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of the dark-brown shield. " Fingal is a match for

Orla: and he alone of all his race!" " But, king of

Morven, if I shall fall ; as one time the warrior must

die; raise my tomb in the midst: let it be the

greatest on Lena. Send, over the dark-blue wave,

the sword of Orla to the spouse of his love ; that she

may shew it to her son, with tears, to kindle his soul

to war." " Son of the mournful tale," said Fingal,

" why dost thou awaken my tears? One day tlie

warriors must die, and the children see their useless

arms in the hall. But, Orla ! thy tomb shall rise.

Tliy white-bosomed spouse shall weep over thy

sword."

They fought on the heath of Lena. Feeble was

the arm of Orla. The sword of Fingal descended,

and cleft his shield in twain. It fell and glittered on

the ground, as the moon on the raffled stream.

" King of Morven," said the hero, " lift thy sword

and pierce my breast. Wounded and faint from

battle, my friends have left me here. The mournful

tale shall come to my love, on the banks of the

streamy Lota; when she is alone in the wood; and

the rustling blast in the leaves
!"

" No ;" said the king of Morven, " I will never

Wound thee, Orla. On the banks of Lota let her

see thee, escaped from the hands of war. Let tJiy

grey-haired father, who, perhaps, is blind with age.

Let him hear the sound of tliy voice, and brighten
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witliin his hall. Witii joy let the hero rise, and scarrh

for his son with his hands!" " But never \\iil he

find him, Fingal," said the youth of the streamy

Lola. " On Lena's heath I must die: foreign bards

shall talk of me. My broad belt covers my wound

of death. I give it to the wind!"

The dark blood poured from his side, he fell pale

on the heath of Lena. Fingal bent over him as he

dies, and called his younger chiefs. " Osrar and

Fillan, my sons, raise high the memoiy of Orla.

Here let the dark-haired hero rest, far from the

spouse of his love. Here let hun rest in his narrow

house far from the sound of Lota. The feeble will

find his bow at home; but will not be able to bend

it. His faithful dogs howl on his hills ; his boars,

which he used to pursue, rejoice. Falleu is the arm

of battle ! the mighty among the valiant is low

!

Exalt the voice and blow the horn, ye sons of the

king of Morven ! Let us go back to Swaran, to send

the night away on song. Fillan, Oscar, and Ryno,

fly over the heath of Lena. ^Vhere, Ryno, art thou,

young son of fame ? Thou art not wont to be the

last to answer thy father's voice 1"

" Ryno," said UUin, first of bards, " is with the

awful forms of his fathers. With Trathal king of

shields ; with Trenmor of mighty deeds. The youth

b low, the youth is pale, he lies on Lena's heath !"

" Fell the swiftest in the race," s^id tie king, " llue
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first to bend the bow ? Thou scarce hast been known

to me ? why did young Ryno fall 1 But sleep thou

softly on Lena, Fingal shall soon behold thee. Soon

shall my voice be heard no more, and my footsteps

cease to be seen. The bards will tell of Fingal's

name. The stones will talk ofme. But, Ryno, thou

art low indeed! thou hast not received thy fame.

Ullin, strike the harp for Ryno ; tell what the chief

would have been. Farewel, thou first in every field !

No more shall I direct thy dart ! Thou that hast

been so fair ! I behold thee not. Farewel." The

tear is on the cheek of the king, for terrible was

his son in war. His sou ! that was like a beam

of fire by night on a hill; when the forests sink

down in its course, and the traveller trembles at the

sound ! But the winds drive it beyond the steep. It

sinks from sight, and darkness prevails.

" Whose fame is in that dark-green tomb ?" begun

the king of generous shells ; " four stones with their

heads of moss stand there ! they mark the narrow

house of deatli. Near it let Ryno rest. A neigh-

bour to the brave let him lie. Some chief of fame is

here, to fly, with my son, on clouds. O Ullm! raise

the songs of old. Awake their memory in their

tomb. If in the field they never fled, my -son shall

rest by their side. He shall rest, far-distant fioi*

Morven, on Lena's resounding plains !"

VOL. II. G
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" Here," said the bard of song, " here rest the first

of heroes. Silent is Lamderg* in this place: dumb

is Ullin, king of swords: And who, soft smiling from

her cloud, shews me her face of love 1 Why, daugh-

ter, \^hy so pale art thou, first of the maids of

Cromla? Dost thou sleep with the foes in battle,

white-bosomed daughter of Tuathal? Thou hast

been the love of thousands, but Lamderg was thy

love. He came to Tura's mossy towers, and, striking

his dark buckler, spoke: •' Where isGelchossa, my
love, the daugliter of the noble Tuathal ? I left her

in the hall of Tura, when I fought with great Ulfiida.

' Return soon, O Lamderg!' she said, 'for here 1 sit in

grief.' Her white breast rose with sighs. Her cheek

was wet with tears. But I see her not coming to

meet me; to soothe my soul after war. Silent is the

hall of my joy! I hear not the voice of the bard.

Brant does not shake his chains at the gale, glad at

the coming of Lamderg. Where is Gelchossa, my

love, the mild datighter of the generous Tuathal ?"

" Lamderg !" says Ferchios, son of Aidon, " Geb

chossa moves stately on Cromla. She and the maids

of the bow pursue the flying deer!" " Ferchios!" re-

• Lamh-dhearg signifies i/oorfy A<7n<y. Gclchoi^a, -while Ifgged. Tuallial,

mr/y. Ulfadda, long beard. Ferchios, l/ie conqueror of men.

+ Bran is a common name of grey-hounds to tliis day. It is a custom

ill ihL- north of Scotland, to give the names of the heroes mentioned in

this jKjem, to their dops; a proof that they are familiar to the car, and

llieirfamc generally known.
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plied the chief of Cromla, " no noise meets the ear

of Laniderg ! No sound is in the woods of Lena.

No deer fly in my siglit. No panting dog pursues.

I see not Gelchossa, my love, fair as tlie full moon

setting on the hills. Go, Ferchios, go to Allad,* the

grey-haired son of the rock. His dwelling is in the

circle of stones. He may know ofthe bright Gelchossa!"

" Tli€ son of Aidon went. He spoke to the ear

of Age. Allad! dweller of rocks: thou that

tremblest alone ! what saw thine eyes of age V " I

saw," answered Allad the old, "Ullin the son of

Cairbar. He came in darkness, from Cromla. He

hummed a surly song, like a blast in a leafless wood.

He entered the hall of Tura. " Lamderg," he said,

"most dreadfulofmen, fight or yield to UlUn." "Lam-

derg," replied Gelchossa, "the son of battle isnothere.

He fights Ulfada, mighty chief. He is not here, thou

first of men! But Lamderg never yields. He will

fight the son of Cairbar !" " Lovely art thou," said

terrible Ullin, " daughter of the generous Tuathal.

I carry thee to Cairbar's halls. The valiant shall have

Gelchossa. Three days I remain on Cromla, to wait

that son of battle, Lamderg. On the fourth Gel-

chossa is miue; if the mighty Lamderg flies."

* Allad is a druid : he is called the son of the rock, from his dwelling

in a cave ; and the circle of stones here mentioned is the pale of Ite

druidical temple. He is here consulted as one who had a supernatural

knowledge of tilings; from the druids, no doubt, came the ridiculous

notion of the second sijht, which prevailed in (he highlands and isles.
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" Allad !" said the chief of Cronila, " peace to thy

dreams in the cave. Ferchios, sound the horn of

Lauiderg, that Ullin may hear in his halls." Lam-

derg, like a roaring storm, ascended the hill fi-om

Tura. He hummed a surly song as he went, like the

noise ofa falling stream. He darkly stood upon tlie

hill, like a cloud varying its form to the wiiul. He

rolled a stone, the sign of war. Ullin heard in Cair-

bar's hall. The hero heard, ^vith joy, his foe. He
took his father's spear. A smile brightens his dark-

brown cheek, as he places his sword by his side. The

dagger glittered in his hand. He whistled as he went.

Gelchossa saw the silent chief, as a wreath of mist

ascending the hill. She struck her white and heaving

breast ; and silent, tearful, feared for Lanuierg.

" Cairbar, hoary chief of shells," said the maid of the

tender hand, " I must bend the bow on Cromla. I

see the dark-brown hinds !" She hasted up the hill.

In vain ! tlie gloomy heroes fought. Why should I

tell to Selma's king, how wrathful heroes fight ?

Fierce Ullin fell. Young Lamderg came, all pale, to

the daughter of generous Tuathal ! " What blood,

my love?" she trembling said : "what blood runs

down my warrior's sidel" " It is Ulliu's blood," the

chief replied, " thou fairer than the snow! CIol-

chossa, let mc rest here a little while." The miglity

Lamderg died! " And slcepest thou so soon on earth,

O ciiief of shady Tura !" Three days she mourned
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beside her love. The hunters found her cold. They

raised this tomb above the three. Thy son, O king

of Morven, may rest here with heroes
!"

" And here my son shall rest," said Fingal. " The

voice of their fame is in muie ears. Fillaii and Fer-

gus! bring hither Orla ; the pale youth of the stream

of Lota ! Not unequalled shall Ryno lie m earth,

when Orla is by his side. Weep, ye daughters of

Mon en ! ye maids of the streamy Lota weep ! Like

a tree they grew on the hills. They have fallen like

the oak of the desert ; when it lies across a stream,

and withers in the wind. Oscar ! chief of every

youth ! thou seest how they have fallen. Be thou

like them, on earth renowned. Like them the song

of bards. Terrible v. ere their forms in battle ; but

calm was Ryno in the days of peace. He was like

the bow ofthe shower seen far distant on the stream;

when the sun is setting on Mora ; when silence dwells

on the hill of deer. Rest, youngest of my sons

!

rest, O Ryno ! on Lena. We too shall be no more.

W^arriors one day must fall
!"

Such was thy grief, thou king of swords, when

Ryno lay on earth. What must the grief of Ossian

be, for thou thyself art gone! I hear not thy distant

voice on Cona. My eyes perceive thee not. Often

forlorn and dark I sit at thy tomb ; and feel it wilh

Miy hands. When I think I hear thy voice, it is but
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the passing blast. Fingal has long since fallcit

asleep, the ruler of the war!

Then Gaul and Ossian sat with Swaran, on the

soft green banks of Lubar. I touched the harp to

please the king. But gloomy was his brow. He
rolled his red eyes towards Lena. The hero mourned

his host. I raised mine eyes to Cromla's brow. 1

saw the son of generous Semo. Sad and slow he re-

tired, from his hill, towards the lonely cave of Tura.

He saw Fingal victorious, and mixed his joy with

grief. The sun is bright ou his armour. Connal

slowly strode behind. They sunk behind the hill,

like two pillars of the fire of night: when winds

pursue them over the mountain, luid the flaming

heath resounds ! Beside a stream of roaring foam his

cave is in a rock. One tree bends above it. The

rushing winds echo against its sides. Here rests the

chief of Erin, the son of generous Semo. His

thoughts are on the battles he lost. The tear is ou

his cheek. He mourned the departure of his fame,

that fled like the mist of Cona. O Bragela! thou

art too far remote, to cheer the soul of the hero.

But let him see thy bright form in his mind : that

his thoughts may return to the lonely sun-beam of

his love

!

Who comes witli the locks of age? It is the son of

Bongs. " Hail, Carril of other times ! Thy voice is
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like the harp in the halls of Tura. Thy words are

pleasant as the shower, which liills on the sunny

field. Carril of the times of old, why comest thou

from the son of the generous Semol"

" Ossian, king of swords," replied the bard, " thou

best can raise the song. Long hast thou been known

to Carril, thou ruler of war ! Often have I touched

the har}} to lovely Everallin. Thou too hast often

joined my voice, in Branno's hall of generous shells.

And often, amidst our voices, was heard the mildest

Everallin. One day she sung of Connac's fall, the

youth, who died for her love. I saw the tears on her

cheek, and on thine, thou chief of men! Her soul

was touched for the unhappy, though she loved him

not. How fair among a thousand maids, was the

daughter of generous Branno
!"

" Bring not, Carril," I replied, " bring not her

memory to my mmd. ' My soul must melt at the re-

membrance. My eyes must have their tears. Pale

in the earth is she, the softly-blushing fair of my
love! but sit thou on the heath, O bard! and let us

hear thy voice. It is pleasant as the gale of spring,

that sighs on the hunter's ear; when he awakens

from dreams ofjoy, and has heard the music of tli^e

spirits of the hill
!"
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ARGUMENT.

Night comes on. Fingal gives a feast to his army, at which

Swai-an is present. The king commands UlHn, his bard, to

give the song of peace ; a custom always obsen/ed at tlie

end of a war. UHiii relates tlie actions of Trenmor, great

grandfather to Fingal, in Scandinavia, and his marriage with

Inibaca, the daughter of a king of Lochlin, who was ances-

tor to Swaran ; which consideration, together with his

being brother to Agandecca, with whom Fmgal was in love

in his youth, indiKcd tlie king to release him, andperniithim

to return, with the remains of his army, into Lochlin, upon

his promise of never returning to Ireland, in a hostile man-

ner. The night is spent in settling Swaran's departure, in

songs of bards, and in a conversation in which tlie stoiy of

Grumal is introduced by Fingal. Morning comes. Swa-

ran departs ; Fingal goes on a hunting partj , and finding

Cuthullin in the cave of Tura, comforts hun, and sets sail,

the next day, for Scotland ; which concludes the poem.

The clouds of night came rolling down. Dark-

ness rests on the steeps of Cronila. The stars of th<<
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north arise over the rolling of Erin's waves: they

shew their heads of fire, through the flying mist of

heaven. A distant wind roars in the wood. Silent

and dark is the plain of death ! Still on the dusky

Lena arose in my ears the voice of Carril. He sung

of the friends of our youth ; the days of former

years; when we met on the banks of Lego: when we

sent round the joy of the shell. Cromla answered to

his voice. The ghosts of those he sung came in

their rustling winds. They were seen to bend with

joy, towards tiie sound of their praise!

Be thy soul blest, O Carril ! in the midst of thy

eddying winds. O that thou wouldst come to my
hall, when I am alone by night ! And thou dost

come, my friend. I hear often thy light hand on my

haip; when it hangs on the distant wall, and the

feeble sound touches my ear. Why dost thou not

speak to me in my grief, and tell when I shall behold

my friends? But thou passest away in thy murmur-

ing blast; the wind whistles through the grey hair of

Ossian

!

Now, on the side of Mora, the heroes gathered

to the feast. A thousand aged oaks are burning to

the wind. The strength* of the shells goes round.

* The ancieni Celtse brewed beer, and lliejr were no strangers to mead.

Several ancient poems mention wax lights and wine as common in llio

halls of Finjal. The Caledonians, in their frequent incursions to the pro-

vince, might become acquainted with those convenienciesof life, and in-

troduce ihem into their own country, among the booty which they carried

from S( uth Britain.
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The souls of warriors brighten with joy. But the

king of Lochhn is silent. Sorrow reddens in the eyes

of his pride. He often turned toward Lena. He

remembered that he fell. Fingal leaned on the

shield of his lathers. His grey locks slowly waved on

the wind, and glittered to the beam of night. He

saw the grief of Swaran, and spoke to the first of

bards.

" Raise, Ullin, raise the song of peace, O sooth

my soul from war ! Let mine ear forget, in the soimd,

the dismal noise of arms. Let a hundred harps be

near to gladden the king of Lochlin. He must de-

part from us with joy. None ever went sad from

Fingal. Oscar ! the lightning of my sword is against

the strong in fight. Peaceful it lies by my side when

warriors yield in war."

" Trenmor,"* said the mouth of songs, " lived in

the days of other years. He bounded over the

waves of the north : companion of the storm ! The

high rocks of the land of Lochlhi ; its groves of

murmurnig sounds appeared to the hero through

mist: he bound his white-bosomed sails. Treamor

pursued the boar, that roared through the woods of

Gormal. Many had fled from its presence: but it

rolled in death on the spear of Trenmor. Three

chiefs, who beheld the deed, told of the mighty

iigal. The story is introduced to
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stranger. They told tliat he stood, like a pillar of

fire, in the bright arras of his valour. The king of

Locidiii prepared the feast. He called the blooming

Treninor. Three days he feasted at Gonual's windy

towers: and received his choice in the combat. The

land of Lochlin had no hero, that yielded not to

Trenmor. The shell of joy went round with songs,

in praise of the king of Morven. He that came

over the waves, the first of migjjty men

!

" Now when the fourth grey morn arose, the hero

launched his ship. lie walked along the silent shore,

and called for the rushing wind; for loud and dis-

tant he heard the blast murmuring behind the groves.

Covered over with arms of steel, a son of the woody

Gormal appeared. Red was his eheek and fair his

hair. His skhi like the snow of Morven. Mild

rolled his blue and smiling eye, when he spoke to the

king of swords.

" Stay, Trenmor, stay tliou first of men, thou hast

not conquered Lonval's son. My sw ord has often

met the brave. The wise shun the strength of my
bow." " Thou fair-haired youth," Trenmor re-

plied, " I will not fight with Lonval's son. Thine

arm is feeble, sun-beam of youth! Retire to Gonual's

dark-brown hinds." •' But I will retire," replied the

youth, " with the sword of Trenmor: and exult in

the sound of my fame. The virgins shall gather

with smiles, around him who conquered mighty
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Trenmor. They shall sigh with the sighs of love, and

admire the length of thy spear ; when I shall carry

it among thousands ; when I lift the glittering point

to the sun."

" Thou shalt never carry my spear," said the

angiy king of Mor\'en. " Thy mother shall find

thee pale on the shore; and, looking over the dark-

blue deep, see the sails of him that slew her son!"

*' I will not lift the spear," replied the youth, " my
arm is not strong with years. But, w itli the feathered

dart, I have learned to pierce a distant foe. Throw

down that llea^'y mail of steel. Trenmor is covered

from death. I first, vill lay my mail on earth.

Throw now thy dart, thou king of Morven!" He saw

the heaving of her breast. It was the sister of the

king. She had seen him in tlie hall : and loved his

face of youth. The spear dropt from the hand of

Trenmor: he bent his red cheek to the ground. She

was to him a beam of light that meets the sons of the

cave ; w hen they revisit the fields of the sun, and

bend their aching eyes !

"Chiefof the windyMorven," begun the maid ofthe

arms of snow, " let me rest in thy bounding ship, far

from the love of Corlo. For he, like the thunder of

the desert, is terrible to Inibaca. He loves me in the

gloom of pride. He shakes ten thousand spears !"

" Rest thou in peace," said the mighty Trenipor,

" rest behind the shield of mv fathers. 1 \\ ill not
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fly from the chief, though he shakes ten thousand

spears!" Three days he waited on tlie shore. He

sent his horn abroad. He called Corlo to battle,

from all his echoing hills. But Corlo came not to

battle. The king of Lochlin descends from his hall.

He feasted on the roaring shore. He gave the maid

to Trenmor

!

" King of Lochlin," said Fingal, " thy blood flows

in the veins of thy foe. Our fathers met in battle,

because they loved the strife of spears. But often

did they feast in the hall: and send round the joy of

the shell. Let thy face brighten with gladness, and

thine ear delight in the harp. Dreadful as the storm

of thine ocean, thou hast poured thy valour forth ;

thy voice has been like the voice of thousands when

they engage in war. Raise, to-morrow, raise thy

white sails to the wind, thou brother of Agandecca

Bright as the beam of noon, she comes on my mourn-

ful soul. I have seen thy tears for the fair one. 1

spared thee in the halls of Stamo ; when my sword

was red with slaughter ; when my eye was full of

tears for the maid. Or dost thou chuse the fight?

The combat which tliv (vithers gave to Treimior is

tliiuc! that thou maye.>! depart renowned, like the

sun setting in the west!"

" King of the race of IMorven," said tlie chief of

resounding Lochlin! " never will Swaran fight with

thee, first of a thousand heroes! I have seen thee in
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the halls of Starno: few were thy years beyond my

own. When shall I, I said to my soul, lift the spear

like the noble Fingal ? We have fought heretofore,

O warrior, on the side of the shaggy Malmor; after

my waves had carried me to thy halls, and the feast

of a thousand shells was spread. Let the bards send

his name who overcame to future years, for noble

was the strife of Malmor! But many of the ships

of Lochlin have lost their youths on Lena. Take

these, thou king of Morven, and be the friend of

Swaran ! When thy sons shall come to Gormal, the

feast of shells shall be spread, and the combat offered

on the vale."

" Nor ship," replied the king, " sl}all Fingal take,

nor laud of many hills. The desert is enough to me,

with all its deer and woods. Rise on thy waves again,

thou noble friend of Agandecca ! Spread thy white

sails to the beam of the morning; return to the echo-

ing lulls of Gormal." " Blest be thy soul, thou king

of shells," said Swaran of the dark-brown shield.

" In peace thou art the gale of spring ; in war the

mountain-storm. Take now my hand in friendship,

king of echoing Selnia! Let thy bards mourn those

who fell. Let Erin give the sons of Lochlin to earth.

Raise high the mossy stones of their fame : that the

children of the north hereafter may behold the place

where their athers fought. The hunter may sav,

when he leans on a mossy tomb, here Fiujial and
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Swaian foiiglit, the heroes of other years. Thus here-

after shall lie say, and our fame shall last for ever!"

" Swaran," said the kuig of hills, " to-day our

fame is greatest. We shall pass away like a dream.

No sound will remain in our fields of war. Our

tombs will be lost in the heath. The hunter shall not

know the i)lace of our rest. Our names may be heard

in song. What avails it, when our strength hath

ceased? O Ossian, Carril, and UUin! you know of

heroes that are no more. Give »is the song of other

years. Let the night pass away on the sound, and

morning retuni with joy."

We gave the song to the kings. An hundred harps

mixed their sound w ith our voice. The face of Swa-

ran brightened, like the full moon of hea^en; when

the clouds vanish away, and leave her calm and

broad, in tlie midst of the sky !

" Where, Carril," said the great Fingal, " Carril

of other times ! Where is the son of Semo, the

king of the isle of mist? has he retired, like the

meteor of death, to the dreary cave of Tural"

" CulhuUiu," said Carril of other times, " lies in

the dreary cave of Tura. His hand is on the sword

of his strengtli. His thoughts on the battles he losl.

Mournful is the king of s]>ears; till now unconqiiorod

in war. He sends his sword to rest on the side of

ringal : For, like the storm of the desert, thou hast

scattered all his foes. Take, O Fingal! the sword
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of the hero. His fame is departed like mist, when

it flies, before the rustHng wind, along the brighten-

ing vale."

" No:" replied tlie king, " Fingal shall never

take his sword. His arm is mighty in war: his

fame shall never fail. Many have been overcome

in battle; whose renown arose fi-oni their fall. O
Swaran! king of resounding woods, give all thy

grief away. The vanquished, if brave, are renowned.

They are like the sun in a cloud, when he hides his

face m the south, but looks again on the hills of grass

!

" Grumal was a chief of Cona. He sought the

battle on every coast. His soul rejoiced iu blood.

His ear in the din of arms. He poured his war-

riors on Craca; Craca's king met him from his

grove: for then, within the circle of Brumo,* he

spoke to the stone of power. Fierce was the bat-

tle of the heroes, for the maid of the breast of

snow. The fame of the daughter of Craca had

reached Grumal at the streams of Cona : he vowed

to have (he white-bosomed maid, or die on echo-

ing Craca. Three days they strove together, and

Grumal on the fourth was bound. Far from his

friends they placed him, in the horrid circle of

Brumo; where often, they said, the ghosts of the

dead howled round the stone of their fear. But

he afterwards shone, like a pillar of the light of

• TKis passage alludes to the religion of the king of Craca.

OL. II. H
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heaven. Tiiey fell by his mighty hand. Grumal

had all his fame!"

" Raise, ye bards of other times," continued Ihc

great Finqal, " raise high the praise of heroes:

that my soul may settle on their fame; that the

mind of Swaran may cease to be sad." They lay

ill the heath of Mora. The dark winds rustled

over the chiefs. A hundred voices, at once, arose:

a hundred harps were strung. They sung of other

times; the mighty chiefs of former years! When

now shall I hear the bard 1 When rejoice at the fame

of my fathers? The haip is not strung on Morven.

The voice of music ascends not on Cona. Dead,

with the mighty, is the bard. Fame is in the desert

no more.

Morning trembles with the beam of the east; it

glimmers on Cromla's side. Over Lena is heard

the horn of Swaran. The sons of the ocean gather

around. Silent and sad they rise on the wave.

The blast of Erin is behind their sails. White, as

the mist of Morven, they float along the sea.

" Call," said Fingal, " call my dogs, the long-

bounding sons of the chace. Call white-breasted

Bran and the surly strength of Luath ! Fillan, and

Ryno; but he is not here! My son rests on the

bed of death. Fillan and Fergus ! blow the horn,

that the joy of the chace may arise: that the deer of

Croiula may heai- and start at the lake of rocs."
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Tlie shrill sound spreads along the wood. The

sons of heathy Cromla arise. A thousand dogs fly

oft' at once, grey-bounding through the heath, A

deer fell by every dog ; three by the white-breasted

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 Ryuo. The grief of Fingal re-

turned. He saw how peaceful lay the stone of

him, who was the first at the chace !
" No more

shalt thou rise, O my son ! to partake of the feast

of Cromla. Soon will thy tomb be hid, and the

grass grow rank on thy grave. The sons of the feeble

shall pass along. They shall not know where the

mighty lie.

" Ossian and Fillan, sons of my strength! Gaul,

chief of the blue steel of war ! let us ascend the hill

to the cave of Tura. Let us find the chief of the

battles of Erin. Are these the walls of Tura? grey

and lonely they rise on the heath. Tlie chief of

shells is sad, and the iialls are silent and lonely.

Come, let us find Cuthullin, and give him all our

joy. But is that Cuthullin, O Fillan, or a pillar

of smoke on the heath ? The wind of Cromla is

on my eyes. I distinguish not my friend."

" Fingal!" replied the youth, " it is the son of

Serao! Gloomy and sad is the hero ! His hand is

on his sword. Hail to the son of battle, breaker of

the shields!" " Hail to thee," replied Cuthullin,
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" hail to all the sons of Morvcn ! Delightful is th\

presence, O Fingal ; it is the sun on Ciomla; \\hen

the hunter mourns his absence for a season, and sees

him between the clouds. Thy sons are like stars that

attend thy course. They give light in the night. It

is not thus thou liast seen me, O Fingal! returning

from the wars of thy land: when the kings of the

world * had fled, and joy returned to the hill of

hmds !" " Many are thy words, CuthuUin," said

Connanf of small renown. " Thy words are many,

»on of Semo, but where are thy deeds in amis? Why

did we come, over ocean, to aid thy feeble sword 1

Thou flyest to thy cave of grief, and Connan fights

thy battles. Resign to me these arms of light. Yield

tliem, thou chief of Erin." " No hero," replied the

chief, " ever sought the arms of CuthuUin! and had

a thousand heroes sought them, it were in vain, thou

gloomy youth! I fled not to the ca\e of grief, till

Erin faile<l at her streams."

" Youth of the feeble arm," said Fingal, " Connan

cease thy words! CuthuUin is renowned in battle;

terrible over the world. Often have 1 heard thy

fame, thou stormy chief of Inis-fail. Sjiread now thy

white sails for the isle of mist. See Bragela leaning

* This ii tlie only pas?agc in the poem wherein the wars of Fingal

af-ainei ihe Romans arc alluded to : the Roman emperor is dislinguishcd

in old composition by the lille of ting of the woild.

+ Connan was of the family of Morni. He is mentioned in several other

poems, and always appears with the same character. 1 he poet passed him

•T«T in silence till now, an<l hit bthaviour lierc deserves no better usage.
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on her rock. Her tender eye is in tears; the wmds

lift her long hair from her heaving breast. She listens

to the breeze of night, to hear the voice of thy

rowers;* to hear the song of the sea! the sonnd of

thy distant harp
!"

" Long shall she listen in vain. Ciithullin sliall

never return! How can I behold Bragela, to raise

the sigh of her breast 1 Fingal, I was always vic-

torious, in battles of other spears!" " And here-

afiter thou shall be victorious," said Fingal of ge-

nerous shells. " The fame of Cuthullin shall grow,

like the branchy tree of Cromla. Many battles

await thee, O chief! Many shall be the wounds

of thy hand ! Bring hither, Oscar, the deer ! Pre-

pare the feast of shells. Let our souls rejoice after

danger, and our friends delight in our presence \"

We sat. We feasted. We sung. The soul of

Cuthullin rose. The strength of his arm returned.

Gladness brightened along his face. Ullin gave the

song; Carril raised the voice. I joined the bards,

and sung of battles of the spear. Battles! where I

often fought. Now I fight no more ! The fame of

my former deeds is ceased. I sit forlorn at the tombs

of my friends

!

Thus the night passed away in song. We brought

back the morning with joy. Fingal arose on the

* The practice of singing when they row is universal among the inhabi-

tants of the northwest coast of Scotland and the isles. It deceives liiac, am!

iuspiritsilie rowers.
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heath, aud shook his glittering spear. He moved first

toA\ ard tlie plains of Lena. We followed in all our

arms.

" Spread the sail," said the king, " seize the wind*

as they pour from Lena." We rose on the wave with

songs. We rushed, witli joy, through the foam of tlie

deep.



LATHMON:
A POEM.

ARGUMENT.

Lathmon, a British prince, taking advantage of Fingal's ab-

sence on an expedition in Ireland, made a descent on ]\Ior-

ven, and advanced witliin sight of Selnia, the royal resi-

dence. Fingal arrived in the mean time, and Lathmon

retreated to a hill, where his army was surprized by night,

and himself taken prisoner by Ossian and Gaul the son

of Morni. The poem opens, with the first appearance of

Fingal on the coast of Morven, and ends, it may be sup-

posed, about noon the next day.

Selma, thy halls are silent. There is no sound in

the woods of Morven. The wave tumbles alone on

the coast. The silent beam of the sun is on the field.

The daughters of Morven come forth, like the bow

of the shower; they look towards green Erin for the

white sails of the king. He had promised to return,

but the winds of the north arose

!

Who pours from the eastern hill, like a stream of

darkness ? It is the host of Lathmon. Ht* has heard

of the absence of Fingal. He trusts in the wind of

the north. His soul brightens with joy. Why dost

thou come, O Lathmon? The mighty are not in

Selma. Why comest thou with thy fonvard spear ?
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Will the daughters of Morven fight? But stop, O
miillify stream, in thy course! Does not Lathnion

behold these sails? Why dost thou vanish, Lathnion,

like the mist of the lake ? But the squally storm is

behind thee ; Fiiigal pursues thy steps!

Tiie king of Morven had started from sleep, as «e

rolled on the dark-blue «ave. He stretched his hand

to his spear, his heroes rose around. We knew that

he had seen his fathers, for they often descended to

his dreams, when the sword of the foe rose o\er the

land ; and the battle darkened before us. " ^^'hithcr

hast thou fled, O wind?" said the kuig of Morven.

" Dost thou rustle in the chambers of the south,

pursuest thou the shower in other lands ? \Miy dost

thou not com • to my sails? to the blue face of my

seas? The foe is in the land of Mor\en, and the king

is absent far. But let each bind on his mail, and each

assume his shield. Stretch every spear over the wave;

let every sword be unsheathed. Lathmon * is before

us with his host: lie that fledf from Fingal on the

plains of Lona. But he returns, like a collected

stream, and his roar is between our hills."

Such were the words of Fingal. We rushed into

Carniona's bay. Ossian ascended the hill: lie thrice

»truck his bossy shield. Tlic rock of Morven replied;

* Ii is said by tradition, ll.at it was the inlfl'.igencc of Laihmon's iri\a-

fiion, tlijt occasioned FingaPs return from Ireland; though Ossian, tiior*

l-<iclic3lly, ascribes ihe cause of I in^al's knowledge lohis ilrcam.

+ He alludes to a Laiile wherein Kiiigal'iad defeated Laihmoa.
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the bounding roes came forth. The foe was troubled

in my presence: he collected his darkened host. I

stood, like a cloud on the hill, rejoicing in the arms

of my youth.

]Momi * sat beneath a tree, at the roaring waters

of Stnmion:t his locks of age are grey: he leans

forward on his staff; young Gaul is near the hero,

hearing the battles of his father. Often did he rise,

in the fire of his soul, at the mighty deeds of Morni.

The aged heard the sound of Ossian's shield : he

knew the sign of war. He started at once from his

place. His grey hair parted on his back. He re-

membered the deeds of other years.

" My son," he said to fair-haired Gaul, " I hear

the sound of war. The king of Morven is returned,

his signals are spread on the wind. Go to the halls

of Strumon ; bring his arms to Monii. Bring the

shield of my father's latter years, for my arm begins

to fail. Take thou thy armour, O Gaul ! and rush

to the first of thy battles. Let thine arm reach to the

renown of thy fathers. Be thy course iu the field,

like the eagle's wing. Why shouldst thou fear death,

my son? the valiant fall with fame; their shields turn

tlie dark stream of danger away; renown dwells on

* Morni wa^ chief of 3 numerous Iribe, in tli? d'.ys of Fingal, and his

father Comhal. 'J'he last-mentioned hero was killed in battle against Mor--

ni's tribe; but tlie valour and conduct of Fingal reduced them, at last, to

obedience. We find the two heroes perfectly reconciled in this poem.

+ Slru'-mone, strtam rf the hill. Here the proper name of a rivulet

in the neighbourhood of Sclma.
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their aged hairs. Dost thou not see, O Gaul ! how

the steps of my age are honoured? Morni moves

fortli, and the voung meet him, with awe, and turn

their eyes, with silent joy, on his course. But I never

fled from danger, my son! my sword lightened

through the darkness of war. The stranger melted

before me; the mighty were blasted iu my presence."

Gaul brought the arras to Morni: the aged war-

rior is covered with steel. He took the spear in his

hand, which was stained with the blood of the va-

liant. He came tow ards Fingal, his son attended his

steps. The son of Comhal arose before him with

joy, when he came in his locks of age.

" Chief of roaring Strumon!" said the rising soul

of Fingal ;
" do I behold thee in arms, after thy

strength has failed ? Often has Morni shone in light,

like the beam of the ascending sun; when he dis-

perses the storms of the hill, and brings peace to the

glittering fields. But why didst thou not rest in thine

age? Thy renown is in the song. The people be-

hold thee, and bless the departure of mighty Morni.

Why didst thou not rest in thine age ? The foe will

vanish before Fingal
!"

" Son of Comhal," replied the chief, "the strength

of Morni's arm has failed. 1 attempt to draw the

sword of my youth, but it remains iu its place. I

throw the spear, but it falls short of the mark. I

feel the weight of my shield. We decay like the



A POEM. 107

grass of the hill : our strength returns no more. I

have a son, O Fingal ! his soul has delighted in Mor-

ni's deeds ; but his sword has not been lifted against

a foe, neither has his fame begun. I come with him

to war; to direct his arm in fight. His renown will

be a ligiit to my soul, in the dark hour of my de-

parture. O that the name of Morni were forgot

among the people! that the heroes would only say,

" Behold the father of Gaul I"

" King of Strumon," Fingal replied, '• Gaul shall

lift the sword in fight. But he shall lift it before

Fingal ; my arm shall defend his youth. But rest

thou in the halls of Selma ; and hear of our renown.

Bid the harp to be strung, and the voice of the bard

to arise, that those who fall may rejoice in their fame;

and the soul of Morni brighten with joy. Ossian!

thou hast fought in battles : the blood of strangers is

on thy spear: thy course be with Gaul, in the strife;

but depart not from the side of Fingal! lest the foe

should find you alone, and your fame fail in my pre-

sence.

" I saw * Gaul in his arms ; my soul was mixed

with his. The fire of the battle was in his eyes! he

looked to the foe with joy. We spoke the words of

friendship in secret; the lightning of our swords

* Ossian speaks. The contrast between the old and young heroes is

strongly marked. The circumstance of the latter's drawing their sworns is

well imagined, and agrees with the impatience of young soldier?, just en-

tered upon action.
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poured together ; for we drew them behind the wood,

and tried tiie strength of our arms on the empty air."

Night came down on Morven. Fingal sat at the

beam of the oak. Momi sat by his side with all his

grey waving locks. Their words were of other times,

of the mighty deeds of their fathers. Three bards,

at times, touched the harp : Ullin was near with his

song. He sung of the mighty Conihal ; but dark-

ness* gathered on Morni's brow. He rolled his red

eye on Ullin : at once ceased the song of the bard.

Fingal observed the aged hero, and he mildly spoke.

" Chief of Strumon, why that darkness ? Let the

days of other years be forgot. Our fathers contended

in war; but we meet together, at the feast. Our

swords are turned on the foe of our laud: he melts

before us on the field. Let the days of our fathers

be forgot, hero of mossy Strumon!"

" King of Morven," replied the chief, " I remem-

ber thy father with joy. He was terrible in battle;

t he rage of the chief was deadly. My eyes were full

of tears, when the king of heroes fell. The valiant

fall, O Fingal ! the feeble remain on the hills ! How
many heroes have passed away, in the days of Momi!

Yet I did not shuu the battle; neither did I fly from

• Ullin liad chosen ill the subject of his song The darkness which gj-

fhertd Ml Morni's brow, did not proceed from any dislike he liad to Com-
hal's name, though they were foes, but from his fear that the song would
awaken Fingal to a remembrance of the feuds which had subsisted of old

between the tamilies. Fitigal's speech on this occasion abounds with gene-

rosity and good sense.
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the strife of tlie valiant. Now let the friends of Fin-

gal rest; for the night is around; that they may rise,

with strength, to battle against car-borne Lathmon.

I hear the sound of his host, like thunder moving on

the hills. Ossian! and fair-haired Gaul! ye are

young and swift in the race. Observe the foes of

Fingal from that woody hill. But approach them

not, your fathers are not near to shield you. Let not

your fame fall at once. The valour of youth may

fail
!"

We heard the words of the chief with joy. We
moved in the clang of our anus. Our steps are on

the woody hill. Heaven burns with all its stars. The

meteors of death fly over the field. The distant noise

of the foe reached our ears. It was then Gaul spoke,

in his valour : his hand halt-unsheathed the sword.

" Son of Fingal!" he said, " why burns the soul

of Gaul ? My heart beats high. My steps are dis-

ordered ; my hand trembles on my sword. When I

look towards the foe, my soul lightens before me. I

see their sleepmg host. Tremble thus the souls of

the valiant in battles of the spear ? How uould the

soul of Morni rise if we should nish on the foe ! Our

renown would grow in song: Our steps would be

stately in the eyes of the brave."

" Son of Morni," I replied, " my soul delights in

war. I delight to shine in battle alone, to give my

name to the bards. But what if the foe should pre-
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vail: can J behold the eyes of the khig? They are

terrible in his displeasure, and like the flames of

death. But I will not behold them in his wrath

!

Ossian shall prevail or fall. But shall the fame of

the vanquished rise ? Tliey pass like a shade away.

But the fame of Ossian shall rise ! His deeds shall

be like his fotlier's. Let us rush in our arms; son of

Morni, let us rush to fight. Gaul! if thou shouldst

return, go to Selma's lofty hall. Tell to Evirallin

that I fell witli fame ; carry tliis sword to Branno's

daughter. Let her give it to Oscar, when the years

of his youth shall arise."

" Son of Fingal," Gaul rej^lied N\ith a sigh ;
" shall

I return after Ossian is low ? What would my father

say, what Fingal the king of men? The feeble would

turn their eyes and say, " Behold Gaul who left his

friend in his blood !'' Ye shall not behold me, yc

feeble, but in the midst of my renow n ! Ossian ! I

have heard from my father the mighty deeds of he-

roes ; their mighty deeds when alone ; for the soul

increases in danger."

" Son of Morni," I replied, and strode before

him on the heath, " our fathers shall praise our

valour, when they mourn our fall. A beam of

gladness shall rise on their souls, when their eyes

are full of tears. They will say, " Our sons ha\e

not fallen unknown: they spread death around them."

But why should we think of tlie narrow house I
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The sword defends the brave. But death pursues

the flight of the feeble; their renown is never heard."

We rushed fonvard through night; we came to the

roar of a stream, whicli bent its biue course round

the foe, through trees that echoed to its sound.

We came to tlie bank of the stream, and saw the

sleeping host. Their fires were decayed on the plain ;

the lonely steps of their scouts were distant far. I

stretched my spear before me to support my steps

over the stream. But Gaul took my hand, and spoke

the words of tlie brave. " Shall the son of Fingal

rush on the sleeping foe ? Shall he come like a blast

by night, when it overturns the young trees in secret ?

Fingal did not thus receive his fame, nor dwells re-

nown on the grey hairs of INIorni, for actions like

these. Strike, Ossian, strike the shield, and let

their thousands rise! Let them meet Gaul in his

first baltle, that he may try the strength of his arm."

My soul rejoiced over the waiTior: my bursting

tears came down. " And the foe shall meet thee,

Gaul !" I said :
" the feme of Momi's son shall

arise. But rush not too fer, my hero: let the gleam

of thy steel be near to Ossian. Let our hands join

in slaughter. Gaul! dost thou not behold that rock?

Its grey side dimly gleams to the stars. Should the

foe prevail, let our back be towards the rock. Then

shall they fear to approach our spears ; for death i*

in our hands!"
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I struck thrice n»y echoiiig shield. Tlie starting;

foe arose. We rushed on iu the sound of our

arms. Their crowded steps fly over the heath.

Tliey thought tliat the mighty Fingal was come.

The strength of their arms withered away. The

sound of their flight was like that of flanio, >\hen

it rushes through the blasted groves. It was then

the spear of Gaul flew in its strength ; it was then

his sword arose. Cremor fell ; and mighty Leth»

Dunthormo struggled in his blood. The steel rushed

through Crotho's side, as bent, he rose on his spear;

the black stream poured from the wound, and hissed

on the half-extinguished oak. Cathuiin saw the steps

of the hero behmd him, he ascended a blasted tree

;

but the spear pierced him from behind. Shrieking,

panting, he fell. Moss and withered branches pur-

sue his fall, and strew the blue anus of CJaul.

Such were thy deeds, son of Morni, in the first of

thy battles. Nor slept the sword by thy side, thou

last of Fingal's race! Ossian rushed for\vard in his

strength; the people fell before him ; as the grass by

the staft'of the boy, when he whistles along the field,

and the grey beard of the thistle falls. But careless

the youth moves on ; his steps are towards the de-

sert. Grey morning rose around us; the winding

streams are bright along the heath. The foe gathered

on a hill; and the rage of Lathmon rose. He bent

the red eye of liis wrath: 4ie is silent iu his rising
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grief. He often struck his bossy shield; and liis

steps are unequal on the heath. I saw the distant

darkness of the hero, and I spoke to Momi's son.

" Car-bonie chief of Strunion, dost thou behold the

foe ? They gather on the hill iu their wrath. Let

our steps be towards the king.* He shall rise in his

strength, and the host of Lathnion vanish. Our fame

is around us, warrior, the eyes of the aged f will re-

joice. But let us fly, son of Morni, Lathmon

descends the hill." " Then let our steps be slow,"

replied the fair-haired Gaul ; " lest the foe say, with

a smile, " Behold the warriors of night. They are,

like ghosts, terrible in darknes's; they melt away be-

fore the beam of the east. Ossian, take the shield

of Gormar who fell beneath thy spear. The aged

heroes will rejoice beholding the deeds of theii'

sons."

Such were our words on the plain, when Sulmath I

came to car-borne Lathmon : Sulmath chief of Du-

tha at the dark-rolling stream of Duvranna.
||

" Why
dost thou not nish, son of Nuiith, with a thousand of

thy heroes? Why dost thou not descend with thy

host, before the warriors fly 1 Their blue arms are

* Fingal. + Fingal and Morni.

t Suil-mhatli, a man of good eye-sight.

II Dubli-bhranna, dark immniain-stream. A river in Scotland, w'lich

falls into the sea at Bantf, st 11 retains the name of Duvrana. If that is

meant in this passage, Lathmon miist have been a prince of the Pictish na-

tion, or those Caledonians who iuliabiced of old the eastern coast of Scot-

land.
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beaming to the rising liglit, and their steps are before

us on the heath!"

" Son of the feeble hand," said Lathnion, " shall

my host descend ! They are but two, son of Dutlia!

shall a thousand lift their steel! Nuath would mourn,

in his hall, for the departure of his fame. His eyes

would turn from Lathmon, when the tread of his feet

approached. Go thou to the heroes, chief of Dutha!

I behold the stately steps of Ossian. His fame is

worthy of my steel ! let us contend in fight."

The noble Sulmath came. I rejoiced in tlie words

of the king. I raised the shield on my arm; Gaul

placed in my hand the sword of Morni. We returned

to the murmuring stream ; Lathmon came down in

his strength. His dark host rolled, like clouds, behind

him: but the son of Nuiitli was bright in his steel

!

" Son of Fingal," said the hero, " lliy fame has

grown on our fall. How many lie there of my peo-

ple by thy hand, thou king of men ! Lift now thy

spear against Lathmon ; lay the son of Nuath low

!

Lay him low among his warriors, or thou thyself

must fall ! It shall never be told in my halls that my

people fell in my presence ; that they i'oU in tiic pre-

sence of Lathmon when his sword rested by his side:

the blue eyes of Cutha would roll in tears: her steps

be lonely in the vales of Dunlathmon !"

" Neither shall it be told," I replied, " that the

son of Fingal fled. W ere his stops covered with
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darkness, vet would not Ossiaii flv ! his soul would

meet hiin and say, " Does the bard of Selma fear

the foe?" No : he does not fear the foe. His joy

is in the midst of battle!"

Lathnion came on w ith his spear. He pierced the

shield of Ossiau. I felt the cold steel by my side. I

drew the sword of Morni. I cut the spear in twain.

The bright point fell glittering on earth. The son of

Nuath burnt in his wrath. He lifted liigh his sound-

ing shield. His dark eyes rolled above it, as bending

forward, it shone like a gate of brass! But Ossian's

spear pierced the brightness of its bosses, and sunk

in a tree that rose beliind. Tlie shield hung on the

quivering lance ! but Lathmon still advanced ! Gaul

foresaw the fall of the chief. He stretched his buck-

ler before my sword; wlien it descended, in a stream

of light, over the king of Dunlathmon!

Lathmon beheld the son of Mornfc The tear

started from his eye. He threw the sword of his fa-

thers on earth, and spoke the words of the brave.

' Why should Lathmon tight against the first cf

men 1 Your souls are beams from heaven ; your

swords the flames of death! Who can equal tfu.-

renown of the heroes, whose deeds are so great in

youth ? O that ye were ia the halls of Nuiith, in

the green dwelling of Lathmon! then would my
father say, that his son did n,ot yield to the weak:

But who comes, a mighty stream, along the echo-
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iiig lieatli ? the little hills arc troubled before liim;

a tlionsuiul <,'hosts are on the beams of his steel;

the ghosts of those who are to fall, * by the arm

of tiie king of resounding IMorven. Happy art thou,

O ringal ! thy sons shall fight thy wars. They go

fortli before thee ; they return with the steps of

their renown!"

Fingal came, in his mildness, rejoicing in secret

over the deeds of his son. Morni's face brightened

•with gladness; his aged eyes look f^iijitly through

tears of joy. We came to the-halls of Schna. We
sat around the feast of shells. The maids of song

came into our presence, and the mildly blushing

Evirallin ! Her hair spreads on her neck of snow, her

eye rolls in secret on Ossian. She touched the liarp

of music; we blessed the daughter of Bnunio!

Fingal rose in his place, ajidspoketo Lathinon king

of spears. The sword of Trenmor shook by his side,

as high he raised his mighty arm. " Son of Nuiith,"

he said, "why dost thou search for fame in Morvenl

We are not of the race of the feeble; our swords

gleam not over the weak. When did we rouse thee,

O Lathmon ! with the sound of war? Fingal does

not delight in battle, though his arm is strong! My
renown grows on the fall of the haughty. The light

of my steel pours on the proud in arms. The battle

• 11 was thought, in Oseian's time, that each person had his aticndiiij

«)>ii it. 1 he traditions concerning lliis opirjiun are iijuY. and unsatisfaciorf
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oomes ! and the tombs of the valiant rise ; the tomq

of my people rise, O my fathers! I at last must re-

main alone ! But I will remain renowned ; the de-

parture of my soul shall be a stream of light. Lath-

mon ! retire to thy place ! Turn thy battles to other

lands ! The race of Morven are reno\>'ned ; their foes

are the sons of the unhappy
!''





DAR-THULA:

A POEM.



ARGUMENT.

It may not be iuiproper here, to give the story \vliich is the

foundation of this poem, as it is handed down by tradition.

Usuotli,loid of Etha, whicli is probably that part ofArgyle-

shire which is near Locli Eta, an arm of the sea in Lorn,

had three sons, Nathos, Althos, and Ardan, by Sliss^ma,

the daughter of Serao and sister to the celebrated Cu-

tliulhn. The tlircc brothers, when very young, were sent

over to Ireland, by their father, to leain tlie use of arms,

under their uncle, Cutliullin, who made a threat figure in

that kingdom. Tliey were just landed in Ulster when the

news of CutluiUin's death arrived. Natlios, though very

young, took the command of Cutlmllin's anny, made head

against Cairbar the usurper, and defeated him in several

battles. Cdirbar at last having found means to murder

Cormac the lawful king, tlie army of Nathos shifted sides,

and he himself was obliged to return into Ulster, in order

to pass over into Scotland.

Dai-thula, the daughter of CoUa, with whom Cairbar

was in love, resided, at that time, in Selama, a castle m
Ulster: she saw, fell jn love, and fled witli Nathos; but

a storm rising at sea, they were unfortunately driven back

on tliat part of tlie coast of Ulster, where Cairbar was

encamped with his anny. The tluee brothers, after hav-

ing defended tliemselves, for some time, with great bra-

very, were overpowered and slain, and the unfortunate

Dai-thula killed herself upon the body of her beloved Na:

thos.

The poem opens, on the night preceding the deatJi of

the sons of Usnotli, and brings in, by way of episode,

what passed before. It relates tlie deatk of Dar-thula

differently from the common tradition ; this account is the

most probable, as suicide seems to havx; been unknown in

those early times: for no traces of it are found in the old

poetry.
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Daughter of heaven, fair art thou ! the silence

of thy face is pleasant ! Thou comest forth in love-

liness. The stars attend thy blue course in the

east. The clouds rejoice in thy presence, O moon

!

They brighten their dark-brown sides. Who is like thee

in heaven, light of the silent night? The stars are

ashamed in thy presence. They turn away their

sparkling eyes. Whither dost thou retire from thy

course, when the darkness of thy countenance grows?

Hast thou thy hall, like Ossian? Dwellest thou in

the shadow of grief? Have thy sisters fallen from

heaven? Are tiiey who rejoiced with thee, at night,

no more? Yes! they have fallen, fair light! and

thou dost often retire to mourn. But thou thyself

shalt fail, one night ; and leave thy blue path in hea-

ven. The stars will then lift their heads: they, who

were ashamed in thy presence, will rejoice. Thou art

now clothed with thy brightness. Look from thy

gates in the sky. Burst the cloud, O wmd ! that the

daughter of night may look forth ! that the shaggy
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mountains may brigliten, and the ocean roll its white

waves, in light.

Natlios * is on the deep, and Althos, that beam of

youtli. Ardan is near his brothers. They move in

the gloom of their course. Tiie sons of Usnoth

move in darkness, from the wrath of Cairbar f of

Erin. Wlio is that, dim by their side ? The night

has covered her beauty ! Her hair sighs on ocean's

wind. Her robe streams ui dusky wreatJis. She

is like the fair spirit of heaven in the midst of his

shadowy mist. Who is it but Dar-thula,t the first of

Erin's maids? Siie has fled from the love of Cairbar,

with blue-shielded Natlios. But the winds deceive

tliee, O Dar-thula! They deny the woody Etha, to

thy sails. These are not the momilains of Natlios ;

nor is that the roar of his climbing waves. The halls

of Cairbar are near : the towers of the foe lift their

heads! Erin stretches its green head iiito the sea.

Tura's bay receives the ship. Where have ye been,

ye southern winds ! when the sons of my love were

deceived? But ye have been sporting on plains, pur-

suing the thistle's beard. O that ye had been rust-

ling in the sails of Nathos, till the hills of Etha arose

!

• Nathos sisnifics >')«/*/;//, Aillho!., fxquisite beauly, Ardin, pride.

+ Cairbar, who murdered Cormac king of Ireland, and usiwped the

Ihroiic. He was afterwards killed by Oscar the son of Ossian in a single

combat. The poet, upon otlier occasions, gives liim the epithet of rcd-

t Dar-lhula, or Dart-'huilc, o woman -with fine tyes. She was the most

famous beauty of aniiciuity. To this day, when a woman is piaised for

hcj beauty, the common phrase is, that jAf <j ai lovtly as Uar-tkula.
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till they arose in their clouds, and saw their returning

chief! Long hast thou been absent, Nathos! The

day of thy return is past

!

But the land of strangers saw thee, lovely ! thou

wast lovely in the eyes of Dar-thula. Thy face was

like the light of the nioniiug. Thy hair like the ra-

ven's wing. Tiiy soul was generous and mild, lilie

the hour of the setting sun. Thy words were the

gale of the reeds; the gilding stream of Lora! But

when the rage of battle rose, thou wast a sea in a

storm. The clang of thy anus was terrible : the host

vanished at the sound of thy course. It was then

Dar-thula beheld thee, from the top of her mossy

tower: from the tower of Selama,* where her fathers

dwelt.

" Lovely art thou, O stranger !" she said, for her

trembling soul arose. " Fair art tliou in thy battles,

friend of the fallen Cormac ! f VViiy dost tliou rush

on, in thy valour, youth of the ruddy look ? Few are

thy hands, in fight, agauist the dark-browed Cairbar

!

O that I might be freed from his lovelt that I might

rejoice hi the presence of Nathos! Blest are the

rocks of Etha ! they will behold his steps at the chace

;

* The word sigirfies ciiher beautiju! to behold, or a jjlace with a pUaiant

or wide prospect. In early limes, they built their houses upon eminences,

to command a view of the country, and to prevent their being surprized :

many of them, on that account, Wfere called Selama. The famous Selma of

Fingal is derived from the same root.

+ Cormac the young kmj of Ireland, who was privately murdered by

J 1 hat is, of the love of Cairbar.
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lliey \^ ill see his white bosom, when the winds hft liis

flowing hair!" Such were thy words, Dar-tluila, in

Selania's mossy towers. But, now, the night is around

thee. The winds have decei\cd thy sails. Tlie winds

have deceived thy sails, Dar-tluila ! Their blustering

sound is high. Cease a Httle while, O north wind!

Let me hear the voice of the lovely. Thy voice is

lovely, Dar-thula, between the rustling blasts

!

" Are these the rocks of Nathos V she said, " This

the roar of his mountain-streams? Comes that beam

of light from Usnoth's nightly hall? The mist spreads

around ; the beam is feeble and distant far. But llie

light of Dar-thula's soul dwells in the chief of Etha!

Son of the generous Usnoth, why that broken sigh?

Are we in the land of strangers, chief of echoing

Etha
!"

" These are not the rocks of Nathos," he replied,

" nor this the roar of his streams. Xo liglit comes

t"rom Elba's halls, for they are distant tar. We are iu

the land of strangers, in the land of cruel Cairbar.

The winds have deceived ns, Dar-thula. Eiin lilts

here her hills. CJo towards the north, Altlios: be

thy steps, Ardan, along the coast; that the foe may

not come in darkness, and our hopes of Etha fail."

" I will go towards that mossy tower, to see who

dwells about the beam. Rest, Dar-thula, on the

shore! rest in peace, thou lovely light! the sword of

Nathos is around thee, like the lightning of hcaveni"
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He went. She sat alone ; she heard the rolling of

the wave. The big tear is in her eye. She looks for

returning Nathos. Her soul trembles at the blast.

She turns her ear towards the tread of his feet. The

tread of his feet is not heard. " Where art thou, son

of my love ! The roar of the blast is around me.

Dark is the cloudy night. But Nathos does not re-

turn. What detains thee, chief of Etha? Have the

foes met the hero in the strife of the night?"

He returned, but his face was dark. He had seen

his departed friend ! It was the wall of Tura. The

ghost of Cuthullin stalked there alone ; The sighing

of his breast was frequent. The decayed flame of

his eyes was terrible! His spear was a column ol'

mist. The stars looked dim through his form. His

voice was like hollow wind in a cave : his eye a light

seen afar. He told the tale of grief The soul of

Nathos was sad, like the sun in the day of mist, when

his face is watry and dim.

" Why art thou sad, O Nathos I" said the lovely

daughter of CoUa. " Thou art a pillar of light to

Dar-thula. The joy of her eyes is in Etha's chief.

Where is my friend, but Nathos ? My father, my
brother is fallen ! Silence dwells on Selama. Sad-

ness spreads on the blue streams of my land. My
friends have fallen, with Comiac. The mighty Avere

slain in the battles of Erin. Hear, son of Usnoth

!

hear, O Natlios ! my tale of grief.
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" Evening darkened on the plain. Tlic blue

streams tailed before mine eyes. The unfrequeut

blast came rustling, in the tops of Selama's groves.

My seat was beneath a tree, on the walls of my

fathers. Truthil past before my soul: the brother

of my love: He that was absent in battle, against

the haughty Cairbar! Bending on his spear, the

grey-haired CoUa came. His downcast face is dark,

and sorrow dwells in his soul. His sword is on

the side of the hero: the helmet of his fathers on

his head. The battle grows in his breast. He

strives to hide the tear."

" Dar-thula, my daughter," he said, " thou art the

last of CoUa's race ! Truthil is fallen in battle. The

chief of Selama is no more! Cairbar conies, with

his thousands, towards Selama's walls. Colla will

meet his pride, and revenge his son. But where shall

I find thy safety, Dar-thula with the dark-bro«n

Jiair! thou art lovely as the sun-beam of heaven, and

thy friends are low !" " Is the son of battle fallen,"

I said, with a bursting sigh ? " Ceased the generous

soul of Truthil to lighten through the field? My
safety, Colla, is in that bow. I have learned to pierce

the deer. Is not Cairbar, like the hart of tlie desert,

father of fallen Truthi I r
" The face of ago brightened with joy. Tiie

crowded tears of his eyes poured down. Tiie lips of

Colla trembled. His grey beard whistled in tlie
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blast. " Thou art the sister of Truthil," he said

;

" thou burnest in tlie fire of his soul. Take,

Dar-thula, take that spear, that brazen sliield, that

burnished helm : they are the spoils of a warrior,

a son of early youth ! When the light rises on Sela-

nia, we go to meet the car-borne Cairbar. But keep

thou near the arm of CoUa, beneath the shadow of

my shield. Thy father, Dar-thula, could once de-

fend thee; but age is trembling on his hand. The
strength of his arm has failed. His soul is darkened

with grief."

" We passed the night in sorrow. The light of

morning rose. I shone in the arms of battle. The

grey-haired hero moved before. The sons of Selama

convened, around the sounding shield of Colla. But

few were they in the plain, and their locks were grey.

Tlie youths had fallen with Truthil, in the battle of

car-borne Corraac. " Friends of my youth !" said

Colla, " it was not thus you have seen me in arms.

It was not thus I strode to battle, when the great

Confadan fell. But ye are laden with grief. The

darkness of age comes like the mist of the desert.

My shield is worn w ith years ! ray sword is fixed * in.

its place ! I said to my soul, thy evening shall be

calm: Thy departure like a fading light. But the

* It was the custom of ancient timei, that every warrior at a certain age,

or wlieii lie became unfit for tlie field, fixed his arms, in the great hall,

where the tribe feasted upon joyful occasions. He was afterwards never

to appear in battle ; and this ^tage of Ufe was called the lime of fixing uf
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storm has returned. I beiul like an aged o«k. My
bouglis are talleii on Scl^nia. I tremble in my place.

Where art thou, witii thy fallen heroes, O my be-

loved Truthil ! Thou answercst not from thy rush-

ing blast. The soul of thy father is sad. But I will

be sad no more, Cairbar or Colla must fall ! I feel

the returning strength of my arm. My heart leaps

at the sound of war."

" The hero drew his sword. The gleaming blades

of his people rose. They moved nlong the plain.

Their grey hair streamed in the wind. Cairbar sat at

the feast, in tiie silent plain of Lona.* He saw the

coming of t;ie heroe*. He called his chiefs to war.

Why t should I tell to Nathos, how tiie strife of bat-

tle grew ? I have seen thee, in the midst of thou-

sands, like the beam of heaven's fire : it is beautilul,

but terrible ; the people fall in its dreadful course.

The spear of Colla tlew. He remembered the battles

of his youth. An arrow came with its sound. It

pierced the hero's side. He fell on his echoing

shield. My soul started with fear. I stretched my

buckler over him; but my heaving breast was seen

+ Lona, a manhy plain. Cairbar had just provided an entertainment

for his army, upon the defeat of Truihil the son of Colla, and the rest of

the party of Connac, when Colla and his aged warriors arrived to give him

batile.

+ The poet, by an arlifice, avoids the description of the battle of Lona,

as it would be improper in the m«utli of a woman, and could have nottiin^;

new, after the numerous descriptions, of that kind, in the rest of the poems,

lie, at the same time, gives an opportunity to Dar-lhula to pass a fine

compliment on her lover.
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Cairbar came, with his spear. He beheld Selama's

maid. Joy rose on his dark-brown face. He stayed

tlie hfted steel. He raised the tomb of CoUa. He
brouglit me weeping to Selama. He spoke the words

of love, but my soul was sad. I saw the shields of

my fathers ; the sword of car-borne Truthil. I saw

the arms of the dead; the tear was on my cheek!

Then thou didst come, O Nathos! and gloomy

Cairbar fled. He fled lilie the ghost of the desert

before the morning's beam. His host was not near:

and feeble was his arm against thy steel! Why art

thou sad, O Nathos! said the lovely daughter of

Colla?"

" I have met," replied the hero, " the battle in

my youth. My arm could not lift the spear, when

danger first arose. My soul brightened in the pre-

sence of war, as the green narrow vale, when the

sun pours his streamy beams, before he hides his

head in a storm. The lonely traveller feels a

mournful joy. He sees the darkness, that slowly

comes. My soul brightened in danger before I saw

Selama's fair; before I saw thee, like a star, that

shines on the hill, at night: the cloud advances,

and threatens the lovely light ! We are m the land

of foes. The winds have deceived us, Dar-thulal

The strength of our friends is not near, nor the

mountains of Etha. Where shall I find thy peace,

daughter of mighty Colla ! The brothers of Na-

YQL. II. K
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thos are brave!- and liis own sword has slione iu

fight. But what are the sons of Usnoth to tlie host

of (hirk-browed Cairbar! O that the winds had

brought thy sails, Oscar * king 6f men! Thou didst

promise to come to tl>e battles of fallen Cormac

!

Then would my hand be strong, as the flaming

arm of death. Cairbar would tremble in his halls,

and peace dwell round the lovely Dar-thula. But

why dost thou fall, my soul? The sons of Usnoth

may prevail
!"

" And they will prevail, O Nathos!" said the

rising soul of the maid. " Never shall Dar-thula

behold the halls of gloomy Cairbar. Give me those

arms of brass, that glitter to the passing meteor.

I see them dimly in tlie dark-bosomed ship. Dar-

thula will enter the battle of steel. Ghost of the

noble Colla! do I behold thee on that cloud?

Who is that dim beside theel Is it the car-borne

Truthil ? Shall I behold the halls of him that slew

Sclama's chief? No : I will not behold them, spi-

rits of my love
!"

Joy rose in the face of Nathos, when he heard th*

white-bosomed maid. " Daughter of Selama! thou

shinest along my soul. Come, with thy thousands,

Cairbar! tlie strength of Nathos is returned ! Thou,

• Oscar, ihe son of Oss an, had long resolved on the cxpedilion into

Jrcland, a^ainsi Cairbar, who had assasiinalcd his frisnd Caihol, the son of

Moran, an Iriohiuan oS nobit extraction, and in the inierent of the fataWf
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aged Usnoth! shalt not hear that thy son has fled.

1 remember thy n\ ords on Etha ; when my sails began

to rise : when I spread them towards Erin, towards

the mossy walls of Tura !
" Thou goest," he said,

" O Nathos, to the king of shields ! Thou goest to

Cuthullin, chief of men, who never fled from danger.

Let not thine arm be feeble : neither be thy thoughts

of flight ; lest the son of Semo should say, that Etha's

race are weak. His words may come to Usnoth, and

sadden his soul in the hall." The tear was on my
father's cheek. He gave this shining sword !

' I came to Tura's bay : but the halls of Tura were

silent. I looked around, and there was none to tell

of the son of generous Semo. I went to the hall of

shells, where the arms of his fathers hung. But the

arms were gone, and aged Lamhor * sat ui tears.

" Whence are the. arms of steel 1" said the rising

Lamhor. " The light of the spear has long been ab-

sent from Tura's dusky walls. Come ye from the

rolling sea? Or from Temora's f mournful halls ]"

" We come from the sea," I said, " from Usuoth's

rising towers. We are the sons of Slis-sama,t the

daughter of car-borne Semo. Where is Tura's chief,

sou of the silent hall ? But why should Nathos ask?

* Lamh-mhor, mighty hand.

+ Teinora was the residence of tlie supreme kings of Ireland. It is here

colled mournful, on account of the death of Cormac, who was murdered
there by Cairbar, who usurped his throne.

J Slis-seamha, sn/t bosnm. She was the wife of Usnoth, and daughter of

Semo the chief of th,- ide nf mist.



132 DAR-THULA:
for I behold thy tears. How did the mighty fall,

soil of the lonely Tura?" " He fell not," Lanihor

replied, " like the silent star of night, when it flies

through darkness and is no more. But he was like a

meteor that shoots into a distant land. Death at-

tends its dreary course. Itself is the sign of wars.

Mournful are the banks of Lego ; and the roar of

streamy Lara ! There the hero fell, son of the noble

Usnoth !" " The hero fell in the midst of slaughter,"

I said with a bursting sigh. " His hand was strong

in war. Death dimly sat behind his sword."

We came to Lego's sounding banks. We found his

rising tomb. His friends in battle are there : liis

bards of many songs. Three days we mourned over

the hero : on the fourth, I stmck the shield of Caith-

bat. The heroes gathered around with joy, and

shook their beamy spears. Corlath was near with

his host, the friend of car-borne Cairbar. We came

like a stream by night. His heroes fell before us.

When tiic people of the valley rose, they saw their

blood with morning's light. But we rolled away, like

wreaths of mist, to Cormac's echoing hall. Our swords

rose to defend the king. But Tcmora's halls were

tniply. Cormac had fallen in h\. youth. The king

of Erin was no more !

Sadness seized the sons of Erin. They slowly,

gloomily retired : like clouds that, long having llireat-

rucd rain, vanish beliind the hilU. The sons of Vi'
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iiotli moved, in their grief, towards Tura s sounding

bay. We passed by Selama. Cairbar retired like

Lano's mist, when driven before the winds. It was

then I beheld thee, O Dar-thula! like the light of

Etha's sun. " Lovely is that beam !" I said. The

crowded sigh of my bosom rose. " Thou camest iu

thy beauty, Dar-thula, to Etha's mournful chief. But

the winds have deceived >is, daughter of CoUa, and

the foe is near!"

" Yes, the foe is near," said the rushing strength

ofAlthos.* " I heard their clanging arms on the

coast, I saw the dark wreaths of Erhi's standard

Distinct is the voice of Cairbar. f Loud as Cromla's

falling stream. He had seen the dark ship on the

sea, before the dusky night came down. His people

watch on Lena's plain. They lift ten thousand

swords." " And let them lift ten thousand swords,"

said Nathos with a smile. " The sons of car-borne

Usnoth will never tremble in danger! Why dost thou

roll with all thy foam, thou roaring sea of Erin? Why
do ye rustle, on your dark wings, ye whistling storms

of the sky? Do ye think, ye storms, that ye keep

Nathos on the coast? No: his soul detains him,

• Althos had Just refurneil from viewing the coast of Lena, whither he

had been sent hy Nathos, the beginning of the night.

+ Cairbar had gathered an army, to the coast of Ulster, in order to op-

pose Fingal, who prepared for an expedition into Ireland to re-establish

the house of Cormac on the throne, which Cairbar had usurped. Between
the wings of Cairbar's army was the bay of Tura, into wliich the ship of

the sons of Usnoth was driven: so that there was no possibility of their

escaping.
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children of tlie uiglit ! Althos! bring my father's

arms : thou seest them beaming to the stars. Bring

the spear of Semo.* It stands in the dark-bosomed

ship '."

He brought the arms. Nathos covered liis limbs,

in all their shining steel. The stride of the chief is

lovely- The joy of his eyes was terrible. He looks

towards the coming of Cairbar. The wind is rustling

in his hair. Dar-thula is silent at his side. Her look

is fixed on the chief. She strives to hide the rising

sigh. Two tears swell in her radiant eyes!

" Althos!" said the chief of Etha, " I see a cave in

that rock. Place Dar-thula there. Let thy arm, my
brother, be strong. Ardan ! we meet the foe ; call

to battle gloomy Cairbar. O that he came in his

sounding steel, to meet the son of Usnoth! Dar-

thula! if thou shalt escape, look not on the fallen

Nathos! Lift thy sails, O Althos! towards the

echoing groves of my land.

«' Tell the chief,t that his son fell with fame; that

my sword did not shun the fight. Tell him I fell in

the midst of thousands. Let the joy of his grief be

great. Daughter of Colla ! call the maids to Etha's

echoing hall! Let their songs arise for Nathos, when

shadowy autumn returns, O that the voice of Cona,

" Scmo was grandfather to Nallios by the mother's side. The spear men-

lioned here was given to Vsnolh on his niariiage, it being the cuttuiB then

for the father of flic lady to give his arms to liis son-in-law.
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that Ossian, might be heard in my praise! then

would my spirit rejoice in tlie midst of the rushing

wiuds." " And my voice shall praise thee, Nathos,

chief of the woody Etlia ! The voice of Ossian shall

rise in thy praise, son of the generous Usnolh! Why
was I not on Lena, when the battle rose] Then

would the sword of Ossian defend thee ; or himself

fall low!"

We sat, that night, in Selma round the strength of

the shell. The wind was abroad, in the oaks. The

spirit of the mountain * roared. The blast came rust-

luig through the hall, and gently touched my harp.

The sound was mournful and low, like the song of

the tomb. Fingal heard it the first. The crowded

sighs of his bosom rose. " Some of my heroes are

low," said the grey-haired king of Morven. " I hear

the sound of death on the harp. Ossian, touch the

trembluig string. Bid the sorrow rise ; that then-

spirits may fly, with joy, to ISIorveu's woody hills!"

I touched the harp before the king, the sound was

mournful ai.d low. " Bend forward from your

clouds," I said, " ghosts of my fathers ! bend. Lay

by the red terror of your course. Receive the falling

chief; whether he comes from a distant land, or rises

from the rolling sea. Let his robe of mist be near;

his spear that is formed of a cloud. Place an halt-

* By the spirit of the moi
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extinguished meteor by his side, in the form of the

hero's sword. And, oh! let his countenance be love

ly, that his friends may delight in his presence. Beud

from your clouds," I said, " ghosts of my fatliers

!

bend
!"

Such was my song, in Selma, to the lightly-tremb-

ling harp. But Nathos was on Erin's shore, sur-

rounded by the night. He heard the voice of the

foe, amidst the roar of tumbling waves. Silent he

heard their voice, and rested on his sj)ear! Morning

rose, with its beams. The sons of Erin appear, like

grey rocks, with all their trees, they spread along the

coast. Cairbar stood in the midst. He grimly smiled

when he saw the foe. Nathos rushed forward, in his

strength: uor could Dar-thula stay behind. She

came with the hero, lifting her shining spear. " And

who are these, in their armour, in the pride of youth ?

Who but the sons of Usnoth, Althos and dark-haired

Ardenr'

" Come," said Nathos, " come ! chief of high

Temora! Let our battle be on the coast, for the

white-bosomed maid. His people are not with Na-

thos; they are behind these rolling seas. Why dost

thou bring thy thousands against the chief of Etha ?

Thou didst fly * from him, in battle, when his friends

were around his spear." " Youth of the heart of

pride, shall Erin's king fight with thee? Thy fathers

• He alludes to ilie flight of Cairbar from ScUm».
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were not among the renowned, nor of the kings of

men. Are the arms of foes in their halls ? Or the

shields of other times? Cairbar is renowned in Te-

uiora, nor does he fight with feeble men!"

The tear started from car-borne Nathos. He

turned his eyes to his brothers. Their spears flew at

once. Three heroes lay on earth. Then the light of

their swords gleamed on high. The ranks of Erin

yield; as a ridge of dark clouds before a blast of

wind ! Then Cairbar ordered his people, and they

drew a thousand bows. A thousand arrows flew. The

sons of Usnoth fell in blood. They fell like three

young oaks, which stood alone on the hill: The tra-

veller saw the lovely trees, and wondered how they

grew so lonely: the blast of the desert came, by

night, and laid their green heads low ; next day he

returned, but they were withered, and the heath was

bare!

Dar-thula stood in silent grief, and beheld their

fall ! No tear is in lier eye. But her look is \\ ildly

sad. Pale was her cheek. Her trembling lips broke

short an half-formed word. Her dark hair flew on

wind. Tlie gloomy Cairbar came. " Where is thy

lover now? the car-borne chief of Etha? Hast thou

beheld the halls of Usnoth ? Or the dark-brown

hills of Fingal ? My battle would have roared on

Morven, had not the winds met Dar-thula. Fingal

himself would have been low, and sorrow dwelling
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inSeliua!" Iler shield fell from Dar-tluila's arm.

Her breast of snow appeared. It appeared; but it

was stained with blood. An arrow was fixed in her

side. She fell on the fallen Nathos, like a wreath

of snow! Her hair spreads wide on his face. Their

blood is mixing round

!

•' Daughter of Colla! thou art low!" said Cair-

bar's hundred bards. " Silence is at the blue streams

of Selama. Truthil's * race have failed. When wilt

thou rise in thy beauty, first of Erin's maids? Thy

sleep is long in the tomb. The morning distant far.

The sun shall not come to thy bed and say, " Awake

Dar-thula! awake, thou first of women! the wind of

spring is abroad. The flowers shake their heads on

the green hills. The woods wave their growing leaves.

Retire, O sun! the daughter of Colla is asleep. She

will not come forth in her beauty. She will not move

in the steps of her loveliness!"

Such was the song of the bards, when they raised

the tomb. I sung over the grave, when the king of

Morven came ; when he came to green Erm to fight

with car-borne Cairbar!

» Tfuthll was ibtf founder of DarthuU's family.
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DEATH OF CUTHULLIN:
A FOEM.

ARGUMENT.

Cuthuliin, after the arms of Fingal liad expelled Swaran

from Ireland, continued to manage the affairs of that king-

dom as the guardian of Cormac, the young king. In the

tliird year of CuthuUin's administration, Torlath, the son

of Cantela, rebelled in Comiaught ; and advanced to Te-

mora to dethrone Cormac. Cuthuliin marched against

him, came up with him at the lake of Lego, and totally

defeated Ids forces. Torlath fell in battle by CuthuUin's

hand ; but as he too eagerly pressed on the enemy, he

was mortally wounded. Tlie alikirs of Cormac, though,

for some time, supported by Nathos, as mentioned in the

preceding poem, fell into confusion at the death of Cu-

thuliin. Comiac hunself was slain by the rebel Cairbar;

and the re-establishment of tlie royal family of Ireland,

by Fingal, furnishes the subject of the epic poem of Te-

" Is the wind on the shield of Fingal? Or is

the voice of past times in my hall ? Sing on, sweet

voice! for thou art pleasant. Thou carriest away

my night w ith joy. Sing on, O Bragela, daughter of

car-borne Sorglan

!

" It is the white wave of the rock, and not Cu-

tliullin's sails. Often do the mists deceive me, fof
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the ship of my love! when tliey rise round some

ghost, and spread their grey skirts on the wind.

Why dost thou delay thy coming, son of the ge-

nerous Semo? Four times has autumn returned

witii its winds, and raised the seas of Togornia, *

since thou hast been in the roar of battles, and Bra-

gela distant far? Hills of the isle of mist! when will

ye answer to his hounds? But ye are dark in your

clouds. Sad Bragela calls in vain ! Night comes

rolling down. The face of ocean fails. The heath-

cock's head is beneath his wing. The hind sleeps,

with the hart of the desert. They shall rise with

morning's light, and feed by the mossy stream. But

my tears return witii the sun. My sighs come on

with the night. When wilt thou come in thine arms,

O chief of Erin's wars ?"

Pleasant is thy voice in Ossian's ear, daughter of

car-borne Sorglan ! But retire to the hall of shells;

to the beam of the burning oak. Attend to the

nuirmur of the sea: it rolls at Dunscai's walls: let

sleep descend on thy blue eyes. Let the hero arise

in thy dreams !

CuthuUin sits at Lego's lake, at the dark rolling of

waters. Night is around the hero. His thousands

• Togorcna, /. t. thr Ulandofhhu waves, one of the Hebrides, was sub-

ject to Connal, the son of Cathhat, Culhullin's friend. He is sometimes

called the son of Colgar, fronn one of that name who was the founder of

the family. Connal, a few days before the news of Torlalh's revolt came
•o I cmiira, had sailed to Togorma, his native isle ; where he was detained

¥> contrary windt during die war in which CuthuUin was killed.
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spread on the heath. A hundred oaks bum, iu the

midst. The feast of sliells is smoking wide. Carril

strikes the harp, beneath a tree. His grey locks ght-

ter in the beam. The rustling blast of night is near,

and lifts his aged hair. His song is of the blue To-

gonna, and of its chief, Cuthulliu's friend! " Why
art thou absent, Connal, in the day of the gloomy

storm? The chiefs of the south have convened,

against the car-borne Cormac. The wmds detain

thy sails. Tliy blue waters roll around thee. But

Cormac is not alone. The son of Semo fights his

wars! Semo's son his battles fights! the terror of

the stranger ! He that is like the vapour of death,

slowly borne by sultry winds. The sun reddens in

his presence: The people fall around."

Such was the song of Carril, when a son of the foe

appeared. He threw down his pointless spear. He

spoke the words of Torlath! Torlath, chief of he-

roes, from Lego's sable surge ! He that led his

thousands to battle, against car-borne Cormac. Cor-

mac who was distant far, in Temora's * echoing halls,

he learned to bend the bow of his fathers; and to

lift the spear. Nor long didst thou lift the spear,

mildly-shining beam of youth ! death stands dim be

hind thee, like the darkened half of the moon, behind

its growing light! CuthuUin rose before the bard, f
• The rojal palace of the Irish kings; Teamhraih, according to some of

the bards.

+ The bards were the heralds of ancient times; and their persons were

sacred on account of ibeir oUiJS In lattci limes, il)cy jbuscJ Ibat privi-
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that came from generous Torlath. He offered hirrt

tlie shell of joy. He honoured the son of songs.

«' Sweet voice of Lego!" he said, " what are the

words of Torlath ? Conies he to our feast or bat-

tkj the car-home son of Cantelal"*

" He comes to thy battle," replied the bard,

•' to the sounding strife of spears. When morning is

grey on Lego, Torlath will fight on the plain. Wilt

thou meet him in thine arras, king of the isle of mist I

Terrible is the spear of Torlath! it is a meteor of

uight. He lifts it, aiid the people fall! death sits in

the lightning of his sword!" " Do I fear," replied

CuthuUin, " the spear of car-borne Torlath ? He is

brave as a thousand heroes : but my soul delights in

war ! The sword rests not by the side of CuthuUin,

bard of the times of old I Morning shall meet me

on the plain, and gleam on the blue arms of Semo's

son. But sit thou, on the heath, O bard ! and let us

hear thy voice. Partake of tlie joyful shell ; and

hear the songs of Temora!"

•' This is no time," replied the bard, " to hear the

song of joy : when the mighty are to meet in battle,

like the strength of the waves of Lego. WJiy art

thou so dark, Slimoralt with all thy silent woods'?

lege; end as tlit-ir persons were inviolable, they satirised and lampooned

•o freely those who were not liked by their patrons, that they became a

public nui8ani:c. Screened under the character of heralds, they RroiSljr

abused the enemy when he would not a -cept the terms thev ofTeh'tl.

• Cean-'oola', hend of n fomHy.
+ Slij'mo., freai hill.
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No star trembles on tliy toj>. No moon-beam on thy

side. But the meteors of death are there : the grey

watry forms of ghosts. Why art thou dark, Slimora i

witli thy silent woods]" He retired, in the sound of

his song. Carril joined his voice. The music was

like the memory ofjoys that are past, pleasant and

mournful to the soul. The ghosts of departed bards

heard on Slimora's side. Soft sounds spread along

the wood. The silent valleys of night rejoice. So,

when he sits in the silence of the day, in the valley of

his breeze, the humming of the mountain bee comes

to Ossian's ear: the gale drowns it in its course; but

the pleasant sound returns again! Slant looks the

»un on the field ! gradual grows the shade of the hill

!

" Raise," said Cuthullin, to his hundred bards,

** the song of the noble Fingal : that song which he

hears at night, when the dreams of his rest descend

:

when the bards strike the distant harp, and the faint

light gleams on Selma's walls. Or let the grief of

Lara rise : the sighs of the mother of Calmar,* when

he was sought, in vain, on his hills; when she beheld

his bow in the hall. Carril, place the shield of Caitb-

bat on that branch. Let the spear of Cuthullin

be near; that the sound of my battle may rise,

* Calmar, the son of Maiha. His death is related at large in tlie third

book of Fingal. lie was the only son of Matha; and the family was extinct

in him. The seat of the family was on the banks of the river Lara, in the

neighbourhood of Lego, and probably near the place where Cuthullin lay;

which circumstance sui;jeitcj to him, the lamentation of Alelclha over
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Mitli the grey beam of tlie east." Tlie hero leaned

on liis father's shield: the song of Lara rose! The

Luiulred bards were distant far: Carril alone is near

the chief. The words of the song were his: the

sound of his harp was mournful.

" Alcletha* with the aged locks! mother of car-

borne Calmar! why dost thou look toward the de-

sert, to behold the return of thy sou? These are not

his heroes, dark on the heath : nor is tliat the voice

of Calmar. It is but the distant grove, Alcletha!

but the roar of the mountain wind!" " Who f

bounds over Lara's stream, sister of the noble Cal-

mar 1 Does not Alcletha behold his spear ? But

her eyes are dim ! Is it not the son of Matha,

daughter of my love?"

" It is but an aged oak, Alcletlia!" replied the

lovely weepuig Alona.J " It is but an oaV, Al-

cletha, bent over Lara's stream. But who comes

along the plain? sorrow is in his speed. He lifts

high the spear of Calmar. Alcletha, it is covered

with blood !" " But it is covered with the blood

of foes, § sister of car-borne Calmar ! His spear

never returned unstained with blood: nor his bow

Ald-da'llia, decaying beauty: probal'Iy a poetical name given the

mollicr of Calmar, by ihe bard hlm:elf.

+ Alclelha speaks. Calmar had promised to return, by a certain day, and

liis raotlicr and his sister Alona arc represented as luokinfr, with impati-

ence, towards tbat quarter where they expected Calnar should make is

t Aluinc, exquisiltly btaiUiful.

I AlcIcUu spcakt.
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from the strife of the mighty. The battle is con-

sumed in his presence : he is a flame of death, AIo-

na ! Youth * of the mournful speed ! where is the

sou of Alclctha? Does he return with his fame, in

the midst of his echoing shields ? Thou art dark and

silent! Calniar is then no more! Tell me not, war-

rior, how he fell. I must not hear of his wound !"

Why dost thou look towards the desert, mother of

low-laid Calmar ?

Such was the song of Carril, when Cuthullin lay

on his shield. The bards rested on their harps. Sleep

fell softly around. The son of Semo was awake

alone. His soul was fixed on war. The buruiug

oaks began to decay. Faint red light is spread

around. A feeble voice is heard! The ghost of

Calmar came! He stalked dimly along the beam.

Dark is the wound in his side. His hair is disordered

and loose. Joy sits pale on his face. He seems to

invite Cuthullin to his cave.

" Son of the cloudy night!" said the rising chief

of Erin, " Why dost thou bend thy dark eyes on

me, ghost of the noble Calmar? Wouldst thou

frighten me, O Matha's son! from the battles of

Cormac? Thy hand was not feeble in war: neither

was thy voice for peace. How art thou changed,

chief of Lara! if thou now dost advise to fly!

But, Calmar, I never fled. 1 never feared the

* She addresses herself to Larnir, Calmar's friend, who had returned

with the news of his dealh.

VOL. II. L
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ghosts of night. Small is their knowledge, weak

their hands; their dwellhig is in the wind. But

my soul grows in danger, and rejoices in the noise

(if steel. Retire thou to thy cave. Thou art not

Calmar's ghost. He delighted in battle. His ann

was like the thunder of heaven '." He retired in his

blast with joy, for he had heard the voice of his

praise.

The faint beam of the moniing rose. The sound

of Caithbat's buckler spread. Green Erin's warriors

convened, like the roar of niany streams. The horn

of Mar is heard over Lego. The mighty Torlath

came? " Why dost thou come with thy thou-

sands, CulhuUin," said the chief of Lego. I know

the strength of thy arm. Thy soul is an unextin-

guished fire. Why fight we not on the plain, and

let our hosts behold our deeds ? Let them behold us

like roaring waves, that tumble round a rock: the

juarincrs hasten away, and look on their strife with

fear."

" Thou riscst, like the sun, on my soul," replied

the son of Semo. " Thiuo arm is mighty, O Tor-

lath! and worthy of my wralh. I'clire, ye men of

Ullin, to Slimora's shady side. Behold the chief of

Erin, in the day of his fauje. Carril! toll to mighty

Connal, if Cuthullin must fall, tell him I accused the

winds, which roar on Togornia's waves. Never was

he iibstut in battU", when the strife of iiiv fame arose.
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Let his sword l)e before Corniac, like the beam of

heaven. Let his counsel sound in Temora, in the day

of danger
!"

He rushed, in the sound of iiis arms, Hke the terri-

ble spirit of Loda,* when he comes, in the roar of a

thousand storms, and scatters battles from his eyes.

He sits on a cloud over Lochlin's seas. His mighty

hand is on his sword. Winds lift his flaming locks

!

The waining-mooH half lights his dreadful face. His

features blended in darkness arise to view. So ter-

rible was CuthuUin in the day of his fame. Torlath

fell by his hand. Lego's heroes mourned. They

gather around the chief, like the clouds of the desert.

A thousand swords rose at once ; a thousand arrows

flew: but he stood like a rock in the midst of a roar-

ing sea. They fell around. He strode in blood.

Dark Slimora echoed wide. The sons of Ullin came.

The battle spread over Lego. Tlie chief of Erin

overcame. He returned over the field with his fame.

But pale he returned! The joy of his face was dark.

He rolled his eyes in silence. The sword hung, un-

sheathed, in his hand. His spear bent at every step!

" Carril," said the chief in secret, " the strength of

CuthuUin fails. My days are with the years that are

past. No morning of mine shall arise. They shall

* Loda, in the third book of Fingal, is mentioned as a place of worship
ill Scandinavia: by the spiiit of Loda, the poet probably means Odin,
the ijreat deity of ihe nonheru nations. He is described here \vitli"all his
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:

seek mc at Teinora, but I shall not be foviiul-

Cormac « ill weep in his hall, aiid say, " Where is

Erin's chief]" But my name is renowned! my fame

in the song of bards. The youth will say in secret,

*' O let me die as Cuthuliiii died ! Renown clothed

him like a robe. The light of his fame is great.

Draw the arrow from my side. Lay Cutlmllin be-

neath that oak. Place the shield of Caithbat near,

that they may behold me amidst the arms of my fa-

thers !"

" And is the son of Semo fallen 1" said Carril w ith

a sigh. " Mournful are Tura's walls. Sorrow

clwclls at Dunscai. Thy spouse is left alone in her

youth. The son * of thy love is alone ! He shall

come to Bragela, and ask her why she weeps? He

shall lift his eyes to the wall, and see his father's

sword. *' Whose sword is that?" he will say. The

soul of his mother is sad. Who is that, like the hart

<)f the desert, in the murmur of his course ? His eyes

look \\ildlY round ui search of his friend. Counal

son of Colgar, where hast thou been, when the

mighty fell i Did the seas of Cogorma roll around

thee? Was the wind of the south in thy sails? The

mighty have fallen in battle, and thou wast not there,

• Conloch, wI;o wa? af'ern-ards very fjmous for hisgr<;at exploits in Itc-

Und. lie was so remarkable for his dcxteri'.y in hamiling iho jjvclin, ihat

»lien a good marksman is described, it has passe<l iiilo a piovcrb, m ihc

north oj Stotlaiid, Jie it tincrrlns as tht mm q/ Coijlu^h.
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Let none tell it in Selma, nor in Morven's woody

land. Fingal will be sad, and the sons of the desert

mourn '."

By the dark rolling waves of Lego they raised the

hero's tomb. Luath,* at a distance, lies. The song

of bards rose over the dead.

" Blest t be thy soul, son of Serao ! Thou wert

mighty in battle. Thy strength was lilve the strength

of a stream: thy speed like the eagle's wing. Thy

path in battle was terrible: the steps of death were

behind thy sword. Blest be thy soul, son of Seme,

car-borne chief of Dunscai ! Thou hast not fallen

by the sword of the mighty, neither was thy blood

on the spear of the brave. The arrow came, like the

sling of death in a blast : nor did the feeble hand,

which drew the bow perceive it. Peace to thy soul, in

thy cave, chief of the isle of mist
!"

" The mighty are dispersed at Temora: there is

none in Cormac's hall. The kuig mourns in his youth.

He does not behold thy return. The sound of thy

shield is ceased : his foes are gathering round. Soft

be thy rest in thy cave, chief of Erin's wars ! Bragela

will not hope for thy return, or see thy sails in

* U was of old, the custom to bury the favourite dog near the master.

This was not peculiar to the ancient Scots, for we tind it practised by many
otjier nations in their ages of fieroisra. There is asionestill shewn at Dun-
scai in the isle of Sky, to whicli CuthulUn commonly bound his dog Luath.

The stone goes by his name to ilus day.

+ This is the son:? of the bards over CuthuUin's tomb. Every stanza closes

with some remarkable oUe of tlie hero, which was always the cusiom in

funeral elegies.



15.5 THE DEATH OF CUTHULLIN.

ocean's foam- Her steps are not on the shore: nor

her ear open to the voice of thy rowers. She sits in

the hall of shells. She sees the arms of him that is

no more. Thine eyes are full of tears, dauqhtcr of

car-borne Sorglan! Blest be thy soul in death, O
chief of shady Tnra!"
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Fingal, on his retHrn from Irelami. after be had expelled Swa-
rau fiom tliat kingdom, made a feast to all his heroes ; he
forgot to invite Bla-ronnan aiid Aldo, two chiefs, who had
not been along with him in his expedition. They resented

his neglect; and went over to Erragou king of Sora, a

country of Scandinavia, the declaied enemy of Fingal.

The valour of Aldo foon gained him a great reputation

in Sora : and Lornia the beautiful v.ife of EiTagon fell in

love with him. He found means to escape witli her, and to

come to Fingal, wlio resided then in Sehna on tlie west-

ern coast. Erragon invaded Scotland, and was slain in

battle by Gaul the son of Morni, after he had rejected

terms of peace offered him by Fingal. In this war Aldo

fell, in a single combat, by the liands of his rival Erra-

gon, and the unfortunate Lormo aftenvards died of grief.

Son of the distant land, who dwcllest in the

secret cell! do I hear the sound of thy grove? or

is it thy voice of songs? The torrent was loud iii

my ear; but I heaid a tuneful voice. Dost thou

praise the chiefs of thy land : or tlie spirits * of the

wind? But, lonely dweller of rocks! look thou on

that heathy plain. Thoa sccst green tombs, with

• Alluding to tlie religious hymns of lbs Culdecs.
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their iai)k, whistling grass: Avilh their stones of

mossy hciuls. Thou seest tlieui, son of the rock,

but Ossian's eyes have failed.

A mountaui-streani comes roaring dow n, and scuds

its waters round a green hill. Four mossy stones, in

the midst of withered grass, i-ear their heads on the

top. Two trees, « hicli the storms have bent, spread

their whistling branches around. This is thy dwell-

ing, Erragon;* this thy narrow liouse; the sound of

thy shells have been long forgot in Sora. Thy shield

is become dark in thy hall. Eiragon, king of ships!

chief of distant Sora ! how hast thou fallen on our

mountains? IIow is the mighty low? Son of the

secret cell! dost thou delight in songs? Hear the

battle of Lora. The sound of its steel is long since

past. So thunder on the darkened hill roars and is

no more. The sun returns with his silent beams.

The glittering rocks, and green heads of the moun-

tains smile.

The bay of Cona received our ships t from Erin's

rolling waves. Our while sheets hung loose to the

]nasts. The boisterous winds roared behind the

groves of Morven, The horn of the king is sounded ;

the deer start from their rocks. Our arrows flew in

the woods. The feast of the hill is spread. Our joy

• Firagon, or Fcrg-tlionn, signifies M£ rngf of tU v.ivrs ; prob .lilv s

rociical name given him by Ossian himself j for he goes by ihe name at

t This was at lingal's return from his war rigainsi Swaran.
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was great on our rocks, for the fall of the terrible

Swaran. Two heroes were forgot at our feast. The

rage of their bosoms burned. They rolled their red

eyes in secret. The sigh bursts from their breasts.

They were seen to talk together, and to throw their

spears on earth. They were two dark clouds, in the

midst of our joy; like pillars of mist on the settled

sea. They glitter to the sun, but the mariners fear

a storm.

" Raise my white sails," said Ma-ronnan, raise

them to the winds of the west. Let us rush, O
Aldo ! through the foam of the northern wave. We
are forgot at the feast ; but our arms have been red

in blood. Let us leave the hills of Fingal, and serve

the king of Sora. His countenance is fierce. War
darkens around his spear. Let us be renowned, O
Aldo, in the battles of other lands!"

They took their swords, their shields of thongs.

They rushed to Lumar's resounding bay. They came

to Sora's haughty king, the chief of bounding steeds.

Erragon had returned from the chace. His spear was

red in blood. He bent his dark face to the ground

;

and whistled as he went. lie took the strangers to

his feasts: they fought and conquered in his wars.

Aldo returned with iiis fame towards Sora's lofty

walls. From her tower looked the spouse of Erra-

gon, the humid, rolling eyes of Lorma. Her yellow

hair flies on the wind of ocean. Her whjie breast
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heaves, like snow on lieatli ; wlieu tbe gentle w inds

arise, and slo\\ ly move it in tlic ligiit. She saw young

Aldo, hke the beam of Sora's setting sun. Her soft

heart sighed. Tears filled her eyes. Her white arm

supported her head. Three days she sat within the

Jiail, and covered her grief with joy. On the fourtli

she fied with the hero, along the troubled sea. They

came to Cona's mossy towers, to Fingal kuig of spears.

" Aldo of the heart of pride!" said Fingal rising

in wrath : " shall I defend thee from the rage of

Sora's injured king? who will now receive my people

into their halls? 'Wiio will give the feast of strangers,

since Aldo, of the little soul, has dishonoured my

name in Soi-a? Go to thy hills, thou feeble hand

!

Go: hide thee in thy caves. Mournful is the battle

we must fight, with Sora's gloomy king. Spirit of

the noble Trenmor? When will Fingal cease to fight?

I V. as bom in the midst of battles, * and my steps

must move in blood to the tomb. But my hand did

not injure the weak, my steel did not touch the fee-

ble in arms. I behold thy tempests, O Morven

!

«!ilch will ovcrlurn my halls; when my children are

dead in battle, and none remains to dwell in Selma.

Then will the feeble come, but they will not know

my tomb. My renown is only in song. My deeds

shall be as a dream to future times '."

• Comlul the fallier of Fingal was slain in batt'c, against the tribe of

Morni, ihe very day ilui Finjal was born : so that he may, with iuoi>ri;ty,

p<c ui<l to have bcso born in tkt iniditof balitti.
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His people gathered around Erragon, as the storms

round the ghost of uight; when he calls them, from

the top of Rlorven, and prepares to pour them on the

land of the stranger. He ciune to the shore of Cona.

He sent his bard to the king; to demand the combat

of thousands; or the land of many hills! Fingal sat

in his hall with the friends of his youth around hi:r..

The young heroes were at the chace, far distant in

the desert. The grey-haired chiefs talked of other

times ; of the actions of their youth ; when the aged

Nartmor * came, the chief of streamy Lora.

" This is no time," said Nartmor, " to hear the

songs of other years: Erragon frowns on the coast,

and lifts ten thousand swords. Gloomy is the king

among his chiefs! he is like the darkened moon,

amidst the meteors of night; when they sail along

her skirts, and give the light that has failed o'er her

orb." " Come," said Fingal, " from thy hall, come

daughter of my love: come from thy hall, Bosmina,;-

maid of streamy Mor\'en! Nartmor, take the steeds

of the strangers. Attend the daughter of Fingal ! Let

her bid the king of Sora to our feast, to Selnia's

shaded wall. OlTer him, O Bosmina! the peace of

heroes, and the wealth of generous Aldo. Our youths

are far distant. Age is on our trembling hands 1"

She came to the host of Erragon, like a beam of

• Neart-mor, great strength. Lora, nohy.

^o%-m\\\n3., soft and tender hand. She was the youngest of Tir.^ars

cljilcjren.
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light to a (loud. In licr right liand was seen a spark-

ling shell. In her left an arrow of gold. Tlie first,

the joyful mark of peace! The latter, the sign of

war. Erragon brightened in her presence as a rock,

licfore the sudden beams of the sun ; when they issue

from a broken cloud, divided by the roaring wind!

" Son of the distant Sora," began the mildly blush-

ing maid, " come to the feast of Morven's king, to

Selma's shaded walls. Take the peace of heroes, O
warrior! Let the dark sword rest by thy side.

Ciuisest thou the wealth of kings? Then bear the

words of generous Aldo. He gives to ErragoJi an

hundred steeds, the children of the rein : an hundred

maids from distant lands; an hundred hawks with

fluttering wing, that fly across the sky. An hun-

dred * girdles shall also be thine, to bind high-

bosomed maids. The friends of the births of he-

roes. The cure of (he sons of toil. Ten shells

studded with gems shall shine n Sora's towers: the

bright water trembles on their stars, and seems to

be sparkling wine. Tiiey gladdened once the kings

of the world,! in the midst of their echoing halls.

These, O Ikio! shall be thine; or thy Mhile-bo-

• SanrtificO girtlL^s, till very lately, were kept in many families in llic

Borlh of Scotland ; Ihcy were bound about wcmcn in labour, and wci«

supposed to alleviate tlieir pains, and to accelerate the biilli. They were

impressed with several mystical figures, and the ceremony of binding iheni

about the woman's waist, was accompanied with words and grsturi:* wUith

fhewed the cu.uora to have come orijinally from the DrniU*.

+ riie Homan rmpcror?.
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lomcd spouse. Lornia shall roll her bright eyes

m thy halls: though Fiugal loves the generous

Aldo : Fingal ! who never injured a hero, though

his arm is strong
!"

" Soft voice of Cona!"' replied the king, " tell

him, he spreads his feast m vain. Let Fingal pour

his spoils around me. Let him bend beneath my

pow er. Let him give me the swords of his fathers

:

tlie shields of other times; that my children may be-

hold them in my halls, and say, " These are the

arms of Fingal." " Never shall they behold them

in thy halls!" said the rising pride of the maid.

" They are in the hands of heroes, who never yielded

in war. King of echoing Sora ! the storm is gather-

ing on our hills. Dost thou not foresee the fall of

tliy people, son of the distant land?"

Site came to Selma's silent halls. The king beheld

her downcast eyes. He rose from his place, in his

strength. He shook his aged locks. He took the

sounding mail of Trenmor. The dark-brovvu shield

of his fathers. Darkness filled Selma's hall, when he

stretched his hand to his spear : the ghosts of thou-

sands were near, and foresaw the death of the peo-

ple. Terrible joy rose in the face of the aged he-

roes. Tiiey rushed to meet the foe. Their thoughts

are on the deeds of other years : and on the fame

that rises from death !

Now at Trathal's ancient tomb the dogs of the
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cliacc apjiearod. Fingal knew that his young heroes

followed. He stopped in the midst of his course.

Oscar appeared the first ; then Morni's son, and Ne-

nii's race. Fercutli * shewed his gloomy form. Der-

mid spread his dark hair on wind. Ossian came the

last. I hummed the song of other times. My spear

supported my steps over the little streams. My
thoughts were of mighty men. Fingal struck his

bossy shield ; and gave the dismal sign of war. A
thousand swords at once unsheathed, gleam on the

waving heath. Three grey-haired sons of song, raise

the tuneful, mournful voice. Deep and dark with

sounding steps, we rush, a gloomy ridge, along: like

the shower of a storm, when it pours on a narrow

vale.

The king of ^lorvou sat on his hill. The siuibeam

of battle flew on the ^^iIld. The friends of his youth

are near, with all their waving locks of age. Joy rose

in the hero's eyes when he beheld his sons in war:

wlien he saw us amidst the lightning of swords, mind-

ful of the deeds of our fathers. Erragon came on,

in his strength, like the roar of a whiter stream. The

battle falls around his steps : death dimly stalks along

by his side

!

" Who comes," said Fiu'ial, " like the bounding

roe, Uke the hart of echoing Cona? His shield glil-

• Fc ir-ui-,b, llie i-a-nc w:'.!' Tc\{u^,l/if min of iht wwr/jOr acoinmanJer
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ters on his side. Tiie clang of his armonr is mourn-

ful. He meets with Erragon in the strife! Be-

hold the battle of the chiefs! It is like the contend-

ing of ghosts in a gloomy storm. But fullest thou,

son of the hill, and is thy white bosom stained with

blood ? Weep, unhappy Lorma, Aldo is no more 1"

The king took the spear of his strength. He was sad

for the fall of Aldo. He bent his deathful eyes ou

the foe : but Gaul met the king of Sora. Who can

relate the fight of the chiefs I The miglity stranger

fell!

" Sons of Cona !" Fingal cried aloud, " stop the

hand of death. Mighty was he that is low. Much

is he mourned in Sora! The stranger will come

towards his hall, and wonder why it is so silent. The

king is fallen, O stranger. The joy of his house is

ceased. Listen to the sound of his woods. Perhaps

his ghost is murmuring there ! But he is far distant,

on Morven, beneath the sword of a foreign foe."

Such were the words of Fingal, v. hen the bard raised

the song of peace. We stopped our uplifted swords.

We spared the feeble foe. We laid Erragon in a

tomb. I raised the voice of grief. The clouds of

night came rolling down. The ghost of Erragon ap-

peared to some. His face was cloudy and dark ; an

half-formed sigh is in his breast. " Blest be thy

soul, O king of Sora! thine arm was terrible m war !"

Lorraa sat, ia Aldo's hall. She sat at the light of
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a llaiiiing oak. The nit;ht came down, but lie did not

retiini. The soul of Lorina is sad !
" What detains

thee, hunter of Cona? Thou didst promise to return.

Mas the deer been distant far? do the dark winds

sigh, round thee, on the heath ? I am in the land of

strangers, who is my friend, but Aldo ? Come from

thy sounding hills, O my best beloved
!"

Her eyes are turned toward the gate. She listens

to the rustling blast. She thinks it is Aldo's tread.

Joy rises in her face! But sorrow returns again, like

a thin cloud on the moon. " Wilt thou not return,

my love? Let me behold the face of the hill. The

moon is in the cast. Calm and bright is the breast of

the lake ! When shall I behold his dogs, returning

from the chace ? When shall I hear his voice, loud

and distant on the wind? Come from thy sounding

hills, hunter of woody Cona!" His thin ghost ap-

j)eared, on a rock, like a watry beam of feeble light:

When the moon rushes sudden from between two

clouds, and the midnight shower is on the tield! She

followed the empty form over the heath. She knew

that her hero fell. I heard her approaching cries on

the wind, like the mournful voice of the breeze,

w hen it sighs on the grass of the cave !

She came. She found her hero! Her voice was

l)e;nd no more. Silent she rolled her eyes. She was

pale, and wildly sad ! Few were her days on Cona.

She sunk into the tomb. Fingal commanded his bards
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they sung over the death of Lorma. The daughters

of INIorven mourned her, for one day in the year,

when the dark winds of autumn returned!

Sou of the distant land !
* Thou dwellest in the

field of fame ! O let thy song arise, at times, in praise

of those who fell. Let their thin ghosts rejoice around

thee; and the soul of Lonna come on a feeble beam if

when thou liest down to rest, and the moon looks

into thy cave. Then shalt thou see her lovely; but

the tear is still on her cheek

!

* The poet addresses liimself to the Culdee.

+ Be thou on a inoor.-heam, O Morna, nearthe window ofmy rest ; when
my thoushts are of peace ; and the din of arms is past.

—

Fi/igit/, B. I.
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ARGUMENT.

Cairbar, the son of Borbar-dutlml, lord of Atha in Connaught,

the most potent cliief of the race of the Firbolg, havuis;

murdered, at Teniora tlie royal palace, Cormac, tlie son of

Artho, the young khig of Ireland, usurped the throne. Cor-

mac was lineally descended from Conai- the son of Tronmor,

the great grandfather of Fingal, king of those Caledonians

who inhabited the western coast of Scotland. Fingal re-

sented the behaviour of Cairbar, and resolved to pass over

into Ireland, with an aniiy, to re-establish tlie royal family

on the Irish throne. Early intelligence of his designs com-

ing toCairbai-, he assembled some of his tribes in Ulster, and

at the same time ordered his brotlier Catlimor to follow him

speedily witlran army, from Tcmara. Such was the situa-

tion of affairs when the Caledonian invaders appeared on tlie

coast of Ulster.

The poem opens in the morning. Cairbar is represented

as retired from the rest of the army, Avhen one of his scouts

Lrought him news of tlie landing of Fingal. He assembles

a council of his chiefs. Foldath the chief of Moma haugh-

tily despises tlie enemy ; and is reprimanded warmly by IMal-

tlios. Cairbar, after hearing tlieir debate, orders a feast to

be prepared, to which, by his bard Olla, he invites Oscar

the son of Ossian ; resolving to pick a quan el witli that hero

and so have some pretext for killing liim. Oscar cainc to

the feast; the quarrel happened; tlie followers of both

fought, and Cairbar and Oscar fell by mutual wounds. The
noise of the battle reached P'ingal's army. The king cnme

on, to the relief of Oscar, and tlie Irish fell back to the army

of Cathmor, who was advanced to the banks of the river

Lubar, on tlic heath of IMoi-lena. Fingal, after mourning

over his grandson, ordered Ullin the chief of his bards to

carry his body to Morven, to be there interred. Night com-

ing on, Althan, the son of Conachar, relates to the king the

particulars of tlie murder of Cormac. Fillan, the son of

Fingal, is sent to observe tlie motions of Catlimor by night,

which concludes the action of the first day. The scene of

this book is a plain, near the hill of Mora, which rose on the

borders of U>e heath of IMoi-lena, in Ulster,
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The blue waves of Erin roll in light. The moun-

tains are covered with day. Trees shake their dusky

heads, in the breeze. Grey torrents pour their noisy

streams. Two green hills, with aged oaks, surround

a narrow plain. The blue course of a stream is there.

On its banks stood Cairbar * of Atha. His spear sup-

ports the king : the red eye of his fear is sad. Cor-

mac rises in his soul, \vith all his ghastly wounds.

The grey form of the youth appears in darkness.

Blood pours fi-om his airy sides. Can-bar thrice threw

Lis spear on earth. Thrice he stroaked his beard.

His steps are short. He often stops. He tosses his

• Cairbar, the son of Borbar-duthul, was descended lineally from Lathon

the chief of the Firbolg, the first coiony who settled in the south of Ireland.

The Cael were in posseision of the northern coast of that kingdom, and the

first monarchs of Ireland were of their race. Hence arose those differences

between the two nations, which terminated, at last, in the murder of Cor-

mac, and the usurpation of Cairbiir,Iord of Atha, who is mentioned in ihis

place.
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sinevvy arms. lie is like a cloud in the desert, var^'-

ing its form to every blast. Tlie valleys are sad

around, and fear, by turns, the shower! The kiuji,

at length, resumed his soul. He took his pointed

spear. He turned his eye to Moi-lena. The scouts

of blue ocean came. They came with steps of fear,

and often looked behind. Cairbar knew that the

mighty were near ! He called his gloomy chiefs.

The sounding steps of his warriors came. They

drew, at once, their swords. There Mor-Iatli * stood

with darkened face. Hidalla's long hair sighs in wind

.

Red-haired Conuar bends on his spear, and rolls his

side-long-looking eyes. Wild is the look of Malthos

from beneath two shaggy brows. Foldatii stands,

like an oozy rock, that covers its dark sides with foam.

His spear is like Slimora's fir, that meets the wind of

heaven. His shield is marked with the strokes of

battle. His red <?ye despises danger. These and a

thousand other chiefs surrounded the king of Erin,

when the scout of ocean came, ]Mor-annal,t from

streamy Moi-lena. His eyes hang forward from his

face. His lij>s arc trembling, pale

!

« Mor-Iath, ^rf^t in the day "/ hnltlf. Hiilall.i," niuJ'.y Inohng hero. Cor-

jnar, exf'ert at ifn. Mal-thns, ihw tn speak, loldaih, generotn.

Folilath, who is here strongly marked, makesa grejt fi3ure in the sequel

of the iioem. His fierce, uncomplyin? character, is sustained throuRhtiut.

He seems, from a iiassa^e in the tecond hook, lo have been C.iii [jar's

freatc'St confidant, and to have had a principal hand in the conspiracy

against Cormac king of Ireland. Hij tribe was one of tlie most cuusiUer-

hi-lc of the race of the Firbolj.

+ Mor-annzl, !ti;i's bieu.h ; a very j roper name for a scout.
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*' Do the chiefs of Erin stand," he said, '' silent

as the grove of evening ? Stand they, like a silent

wood, and Fingal oa the coast] Fingal, who is ter-

rible in battle, the king of streamy Morven!" " Hast

thou seen the warrior?" said Cairbar with a sigh.

" Are his heroes many on the coast 1 Lifts he the

spear of battle 1 Or comes the king in peace 1" *' In

peace he comes not, king of Erin ! I have seen his

forward spear. * It is a meteor of death. The blood

of thousands is on its steel. He came first to the

shore, strong in the grey hair of age. Full rose his

sinewy limbs, as he strode in his might. That sword

is by his side, which gives no second f wound. His

shield is terrible, like the bloody moon, ascendmg

through a storm. Then came Ossian king of songs.

Then Morni's sou, the first of men. Connal leaps

forward on his spear. Dermid spreads his dark-

brown locks. Fillan bends his bow, the young hun-

ter of streamy INIoruth. But who is that before them,

like the terrible course of a stream! It is the son of

Ossian, bright between his locks! His long hair falls

« Mor-annal here alludes to the particular appearance of Fingal's spear.

If a man, upon his first landing in a strange country, kept the point of his

spear forward, it denoted in those days that he came in a hostile manner,
and accordingly he was treated as an enemy ; if he kept the point behind

him, itwasa token of friendship, and he was immediately invited to the

feast, according to the hospitality of tlie times.

+ This w as the famous sword of Fingal, made by Luno, a smith of Loch-

lin, and after him poetically called the son of Luno: it is said of tliis sword,

that it killed a man at every stroke ; and that Fingal never used it but iix

tiiaes of the greatest danger.



l68 TEMORA:
on his back. His dark brows are balf-iiiclosed iii

steel. His sword hangs loose on his side. His spear

glitters as he moves. I fled from his terrible eyes,

kiiig of high Temora !"

" Then fly, thou feeble man," said Foldath's

gloomy wrath. " Fly to the grey streams of thy

land, son of the little soul ! Have not 1 seen that

Oscar? I beheld the chief in war. He is of the

mighty in danger : but there are others who lift the

spear. Erin has many sons as brave, king of Temcra

of Groves! Let Foklath meet him in his strength.

Let mc stop this mighty stream. My spear is co-

vered with blood. My shield is like the wall of

Tura
!"

" Shall Foklath * alone meet the foe?" replied t!ie

dark-browed Malthos. " Are they not on our coast,

like the waters of many streams] Are not these the

chiefs, who vanquished Swaran, when the sons of

green Erin fled? Shall Foklath meet their bravest

hero ? Foldath of the heart of pride ! take the

strength of the people ! and let Malthos come. My
sword is red with slaughter, but who has heard my

vordsTt

• The opposite ctiariiciers oJ Foldath anil Malthos are 8tron!»ly marked

in subsequent parts of the poem. They appear always in opposition, lite

tends between their families, which were the source ot their hatred to one

another, are mentioned in other poems.

+ That is, who has heard my vaunting ! lie intended the cxi'rcs.-^lon i#

.1 rehutc to the stU-iJriise of Fold iih.
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« Sons of green Erin," said Hitlalla, * " let not

Fingal hear \our words. The foe might rejoice, and

his arm be strong in the land. Ye are brave, O war>

riors ! Ye are tempests in war. Ye are, like storms,

which meet the rocks withont fear, and overturn the

woods. But let us move in our strength, slow as a

gathered cloud ! Then shall the mighty tremble ;

the spear shall fall from the hand of the valiant. We
see the cloud of deatli, tliey will say, while shadows

fly over their face. Fingal will mourn in his age. He
shall behold his flying fame. The steps of his chiefs

w ill cease in Morveu. The moss of years shall grow

in Selma."

Cairbar heard their words, in silence, like the

cloud of a shower; it stands dark on Cromla, till

the lightning bursts its side. The valley gleams

with heaven's flame; the spirits of the storm re-

joice. So stood the silent king of Temora; at

length his words broke forth. " Spread the feast

on Moi-leua. Let my hundred bards attend. Thou

red-haired 011a, take the harp of the king. Go to

Oscar, chief of swortls. Bid Oscar to our joy.

To-day we feast and hear the song: to-morrow

break the spears! Tell him that I have raised

the tomb of Cathol; f that bards gave his friend to

* Hidalla was the chief of Clonra, a small district on the banks of the

lake of Lego The beauty ot his person, his eloquence, and genias for po> -

try, are afiervvards mentioned.

+ CaUwl, the son of Ma;onnan, or Moraii, was murJcrcd bj C^itbar,
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llie wiiuls. Toll Iiiiii that Cuirbar has heard of his

fame, at the stream of resoundhigCanui.* Cathmort

my brother is not here. He is not here with his thou-

sands, and our arms are weak. Cathmor is a foe to

strife at the feast! His soul is bright as that sun!

But Cairbar must fight with Oscar, chiefs of woody

Temora! His words for Cathol were many: the

wrath of Cairbar bums. He shall fall on Moi-lena.

INIy fame shall rise in blood."

Tiieir faces brightened round with joy. They spread

over Moi lena. The feast of shells is prepared. The

songs of bards arise. The chiefs of Selnia heard their

joy. J We thought that mighty Cathuior came.

for his attachment to the family of Cormac. He had attended Oscar to the

•!o<Jr o//««-/A<in<7, where they contracted a great friendship for one ano-
ther. 0:car, immediately after the death of Caihol, had sent a furmal

challenge to Cairbar, which he prudcnily declined, but conceived a secret

hatred against Oscar, and had beforehand contrived to kill him at the feast,

to whicli he here invites him.

* He alludes to the battle of Oscar against Caros, ting of ships i who is

supposed.to be the same with Carausius the usurper.

+ CJthmor, great in battle, the son of Borbar-duthiil, and brother of
Cairbar, king of Ireland, had, before the insurrection of the Firbolg, passed
over into lni?-huna, supposed to be a part of South Britain, to assist Con-
mor, king of that place, against his enemies. Ca hmor was successful in

the war, but, in the course of it, Conmor was either killed, or died a natu-

ral death. Cairbar, up. n intelligence of the designs of Fingal to dellirone

him, had dispaiched a messenger for Cathmor, wl.o returned into Ireland

a tew days before the opening of the foem.
Caiibar here takes advantage of his brother's abience, to perpetrate his

ungenerous designs against Oscar ; for the noble spirit of Caihnior, had he

been present, would not have |)crniitted die law> of that hospitaliiy, for

vhich he was so renowned himself, to be \ iolaced. The brothers form a

contrast: we do not detest the mean soul of Cairbar more, than we admiie
the disinterested and g,.-nerous mind of Caihmor.

UngDl's army heard the joy that was in Cairbar's camp. The character

given of Ciill.nior is agtecahlu to the rimes. Some, through oslcnlaiicn,

were hospitable ; and others fell naiurally intoa cusiora haadcd down from
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Catlimor the friend of strangers ! the brother of red-

haired Cairbar. Their souls were not the same. The

light of heaven was in the bosom of Cathmor. His

towers rose on the banks of Atlia; seven paths led to

his halls. Seven ch.icfs stood on the paths, and called

the stranger to the feast ! But Cathmor dwelt in the

wood, to shun the voice of praise

!

011a came with his songs. Oscar went to Cairbar's

feast. Three hundred warriors strode along Moi-lena

of the streams. The grey dogs bounded on the

heath: their howling reached afar. Fingal saw th»

departing hero. The soul of the king was sad. He
dreaded Cairbar's gloomy thoughts, amid the feast of

shells. My son raised high the spear of Cormac. An
hundred bards met him with songs. Cairbar con-

cealed, with smiles, the death that was dark in his

from Ih^ir ancestors. But what marks strongly the character of Cathmor,

is his aversion to praise ; fcr he ii represemea to dwell in a wood to avoid

thetlunks of his guests; wliich is still a higher degree of generosity tlian

that of Axylus in Homer: for the poet does not say, but the good man
might, at the head of his own table, have heard with pleasure the praise

bestowed on him by the people he entertained.

No nation in the world carried hospitality to a greater !L'n<;th than the an-

cient Scots. It was even infimous, for many a^e~, in a nun of condition,

to have the door of his house sluu at all, /cjt, as the barris express it, f!:ir

stranger should come and behold his contracted sou'.. Some of the cliicfs

were possessed of this hospitable dispoiilion to an extravagant degree ; and
the bards, perhaps upon a private account, never failed to recommend it,

in their eulogiums. Cean iiia^ na dia', or, thepo'nt to ivlich all the mads
of the strangers lead, was an in varial)le epithet given by tl-.em to the chiefs ;

on the contrary, they distinguislied the inho»pitjble by the title of the clorid

which the strangers shtin. This last, however, was so uncomxon, that in all

the old poems 1 have ever met with, 1 found but one man branded with

this ignominious appellation; and that, perhaps, only founded upon a pri-

».'te quarrel, which subsisted between him and the patron of the bard

^ho wrote the poem.
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soul. The flast is spread. The shells resound. Joy

briglitciis the tace of the host. But it was like the

parting beam of the sun, when he is to hide his red

head in a storm !

Cairbar rises in his arms. Darkness gathers on his

brow. Tiie hundred harps cease at once. The

clang * of shields is heard. Far distant on the heath

Olla raised a song of woe. My son knew the sign of

death ; and rising seized his spear. " Oscar," said

the dark-red Cairbar, " I behold the spear f of Erin.

The spear of Temora % glitters in thy hand, son of

woody IMorven! It was the pride of an hundred §

kings. The death of heroes of old. Yield it, son of

Ossian, yield it to car-borne Cairbar
!"

" Shall I yield," Oscar replied, " the gift of Erin's

injured king: the gift of fair-haired Cormac, when

Oscar scattered his foes? I came to Cormac's halls

of joy, when Swaran fled from Fingal. Gladness

rose in the face of youth. He gave the spear of Te-

mora. Nor did he give it to the feeble : neither to

• When a chief was detrrmined to kill a person alreariy in his power, it

was usual lo signify that his lieaih was intended, by the sound of a shield

struck with the blunt end of a spear; at the same time that a bard at a dis-

tance raised the death song.

+ Cormac, the son of Arth, had given the spear, which is here the

foundation of the quarrel, lo Oscar, when he came lo congratulate him

uponSwaran's being expelled fiom Ireland.

t Ti' mor-x', the house of the great Hi,g, the name of the royal paljce of

the supreme kings of Ireland.

{ Hundred here is an indefinite number, and is only intended to express

a great many. It was probably the hyperbolical phrases of hards, that gave

the first hint to the Irish Senachies to place the oiifiin of llieii monurthy

ia ko remote a period as they have doue.
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the weak iu so«il. The darkness of thy face is no

storm to me : nor are thine ejes the flame of death.

Do I fear thy clanging siiield ? Tremble I at OUa's

song ? No : Cairbar, frighten the feeble : Oscar is

a rock
!"

" Wilt thou not yield the spear?" replied the rising

pride of Cairbar. "Are thy words so mighty, because

Fingal is near ? Fiugal with aged locks, from Mor-

ven's hundred groves ! He has fought Avith little

men. But he must vanish before Cairbar, like a thin

pillar of mist before the winds of Atha!" * " Were

he who fought with little men, near Atha's haughty

chief: Atha's chief would yield green Erin to avoid

his rage ! Speak not of the mighty, O Cairbar

!

Turn thy sword on me. Our strength is equal : but

Fingal is renowned ! the first of mortal men !"

Their people saw the darkening chiefs. Their

crowding steps are heard around. Their eyes roll in

fire. A thousand swords are half unsheathed. Red-

haired 011a raised the song of battle. The trembling

joy of Gear's soul arose: the wonted joy of his soul

when Fiugal's honi was heard. Dark as the swell-

ing wave of ocean before the rising winds, when it

bends its head near the coast, came on the host of

Cairbar

!

Daughter of Toscar! f why that tear? He is not

* Atha, shallow river: the name of Cairbar's seat in Connaught.

+ Malvina, the daughter of Toscar, to whom is addressed that part of the

poem which related to ilie death of Oscar herlovcr.
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fallen yet. INIany were the deaths of his arm before

my lioro iVU !

Behold they fall before my son, like groves in the

desert; when an angry ghost rushes through night,

and takes their green heads in his hand ! Morlath

falls. Maronnan dies. Couachar trembles in liis

blood ! Cairbar shrinks before Oscar's sword ! he

creeps in darkness behind a stone. He lifts tlie spear

in secret ; he pierces ray Oscar's side ! He falls for-

ward on his shield: his knee sustains the chief But

still his spear is in his hand. See gloomy Cairbar *

• The Irish historians place the death of Cairbar, in the latter end of the

third century : they say, he was killed in battle against Oscar the son of

Ossian, but deny that lie fell by his hand.

It is, however,certain,tliatthe Iiish bards disguise, in some measure, thi«

part of their history. An Irish poem on this subject, which, undoubtedly,

was the source of their information, concerning the battle of Gabhra, where
Cairbar fell, is just now in my bands. Asa translation of the poem (which,

though evidently no very ancient composition, does not want poetical me-
rit) would extend this note to too great a length, 1 shall only give the story

of it in brief, with some extracts from the original Irish.

Oscar, says the Irish bard, was invited to a feast, at Temora, by Cairbar

king of Ireland. A dispute arose between the two heroes, concerning the

exchange of spears, which was usually made, between the guests and their

host, upon such occasions. In the course of their altercation, Cairbar said,

in a boastful manner, that he would hunt on the hills of Albion, and carry

the spoils of it into Ireland, in spite of all the efforts of its inhabitants. Ihe

original w

Briathar biian sin ; Briathar buan

A bheireadh an Cairbre rua',

Gu tug:<' se sealg, agus creach

A h'ALBlN an la'r ua mhaireach.

replied, that, the next day, he himself would carry into A«)ion tin;

if the five provinces of Ireland; inspite of the opposition of Cairbar.

Briathar eile an aghai' sin

A bheirea' an t' Oscar, og, calma

Gu'n tugadhse sealg agus creach

Do dh'.\LBIN an la'r na mhaireach, S.C
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falls! The steel pierced his forehead, and divided

his red hair behind. He lay, like a shattered rock,

which Cromla shakes from its shaggy side ; when the

green-vallied Erin shalies its mountains, from sea to

sea!

But never more shall Oscar rise ! He leans on his

bossy shield. His spear is in his terrible hand. Erin's

sons stand distant and dark. Their shouts arise, like

crowded streams. Moi-lena echoes wide. Fingal

heard the sound. He took the spear of Selma. His,

steps are before us on the heath. He spoke the

words of woe. " I hear the noise of wai-. Young

Oscar is alone. Rise, sons of Morven : join the hero's

sword
!"

Ossian rushed along the heath. Fillan bounded

over Moi-lena. Fingal strode in his strength. The

light of his shield is terrible. The sons of Erin saw it

far distant. Tliey tiemblcd in their souls. They

knew that the wrath of the king arose: and they fore-

saw their death. We first arrived. We fought.

Erin's chiefs withstood our rage. But when the king

came, in the sound of his course, what heart of steel

could stand ? Erin fled over Moi-lena. Death pur-

Oscar , in consequence of his threats, began to lay waste Ireland ; but as he
returned with the spoil into Ulster, through the narrow pass of Gabbra
fCaoil ghkn GhbhraJ he was met by Cairbar, and a battle ensued, in

which both the heroes fell by mutual wounds. The bard gives a very cu-

rious list of the followers of Oscar, as they marched to battle. They appear
to have been five hundred in number, commanded, as tlie poet expresses

it, hy Jive heroes of the blood of kings. This poem mentions Fingal, as arriv.

ing from Scotland, before Oscar died of bis wounds.
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sued their flight. We saw Oscar on his shield. We
saw his blood around. Silence darkened every face.

Each turned his back and wept. The king strove to

bide his tears. His grey beard whistled in the wind.

He bends his head above the chief. His words arc

mixed with sighs.

" Art thou fallen, O Oscar I in the midst of thy

course? the heart of tlie aged beats over thee ! He

sees thy coming wars ! The wars which ought to

come he sees! They are cut off from thy fame?

When shall joy dwell at Selnia? When shall grief

depart from Morven? My sons fall by degrees : Fin-

gal is the last of his race. My fame begins to pass

away. Mine age will be without friends. I shall sit

a grey cloud in my hall. I shall not hear the return

of a son, in his sounding arms. Weep, \e heroes of

Morven! never more shall Oscar rise 1"

And they did weep, O Fingalj Dear was the hero

to their souls. He went out to battle, and the foes

vanished. He returned, in peace, amidst their joy.

No father mourned his son slain iu youth: no bro-

ther his brother of love. Tliey fell, without tears, for

the chief of the people is low! Bran * is howling at

his feet: gloomy Luath is sad, for he had often led

them to the chace; to the bounding roe of the desert

!

Wien Oscar saw his friends around, his heaving

breast arose. " The groans," he said, " of aged

• Eraii was one of rin;,'ars dogs. Bran signifies a moimjain sireaui.
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chiefs: the howling of my dogs: the sudden bursts of

the song of grief, have melted Oscar's soul. My soul,

that never melted before. It was like the steel of my

sword. Ossian, carry me to my hills! Raise the stones

of my renown. Place the horn of a deer: place my

sword by my side. The torrent hereafter may raise

the earth : tlie hunter may find the steel and say,

" This has been Oscar's sword, the pride of other

years !" " Fallest thou, son of my tame ! shall I never

see thee, Oscar! When others hear of their sons, shall

I not hear of thee? The moss is on thy four grey

stones. The mournful wind is there. The battle shall

be fought without thee. Thou shalt not pursue the

dark-brown hinds. When the warrior returns from

battles, and tells ofother lands; " I have seen a tomb,"

he will say, " by the roaring stream, the dark dwell-

ing of a chief. He fell by car-borne Oscar, the first

of mortal men." 1, perhaps, shall hear his voice. A
beam ofjoy will rise in my soul."

Night would have descended in sorrow, and morning

returned in the shadow of grief. Our chiefs would

have stood, like cold dropping rocks on Moi-lena, and

have forgot the war; did not the king disperse his

grief, and raise his mighty voice. The chiefs, as new-

wakened from dreams, lift up their heads around.

" How long on Moi-lena shall we weep ? How
long pour in Erin our tears? The mighty will not

return. Oscar sliull not rise in his strength. The
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> aliaiit must fall in their day, and be no more known

on their hills. Where are our fathers, O warriors !

the chiefs of the times of old ? They have set like

stars that have shone. We only hear the sound of

their praise. But they were renowned in their years

:

tlie terror of other times. Thus shall we pass away,

in the day of our fall. Tiien let us be renowned when

we may; and leave our tame behind us, like the last

beams of the sun, when he hides his red head in the

west. The traveller mourns his absence, thinking of

the flame of his beams. Ullin, my aged bard ! take

thou the ship of the king. Carry Oscar to Selma of

har})s. Let the daughters of Monen weep. We must

fight in Erin, for the race of fallen Cormac. The days

of my years begin to fail. I feel the weakness of my

arm. My fathers bend from their clouds, to receive

their grey-hair'd son. But, before I go hence, one

beam of fame shall rise. My days shall end, as my
years begun, in fame. My life shall be one stream of

light lo bards of other times !

"

Ullin raised his white sails. The wind of the south

came forth. He bounded on the waves toward Selma.

I remained in my grief, but my words were not heard.

The feast is spread on Moi-lena. An hundred heroes

reared the ton.b of Cairbar. No song is raised over

the chief. His soul had been dark and bloody. The

bards remembered the fall of Connac! what could

they say in C;iivl)ar's praisv ?
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Night came rolling down. The light of an hundred

oaks arose. Fingal sat beneath a tree. Old Althan*

stood in the midsL He told the tale of fallen Cor-

mac. Althan the son ofConachar, the friend of car-

borne CutliuUhi. He dwelt with Cormac in windy

Teraora, when Semo's son fell at Lego's stream. The

tale of Althan was mournful. The tear was in his eye,

when he spoke.

t
•' The setting sun was yellow on Dora. I. Grey

evening began to descend. Teniora's woods shook

with the blast of the inconstant wind. A cloud ga-

thered in the west. A red star looked from behind

its edge. I stood in the wood alone. I saw a ghost

on the darkening air ! His stride extended from hill

to hill. His shield was dim on his side. It was the

son of Semo. I knew the warrior's face. But he

passed away in his blast; and all was dark around!

My soul was sad. I went to the hall of shells. A
thousand lights arose. The hundred bards had strung

the harp. Corraac stood in the midst, like the morn-

ing star, when it rejoices on the eastern hill, and its

young beams are bathed in showers. Bright and

silent is its progress aloft, but the cloud, that shall

hide it, is near! The sword of Artho § was in the

* Altlian, the son of Conachar, was the chief hard of Arth king of Ire-

land. After the di;ath of Arth, Althan attended his son Corraac, and wa
present athis death. He had made his escape from Cairbar, by the mean
of Caihmur, and coming to Fmgal, related, as here, the death of his master

Cormac. + Althan speak;.

} Doira, the woody side of a mouiitaitti it is here a hill in the neigh-

bourhood of Temora.

I Aith, or Anho, the faiher of Cormac king of Ireland.
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hand of (he king. He looked with joy on its polished

studs: thrice he attempted to draw it, and tlirice he

failed; his yellow locks are spread on his shoulders :

his cheeks of youth are red. I mourned over the

beam of youth, for he was soon to set!"

" Althan!" he said, with a smile, " didst thou

behold my father? Heavy is the sword of the king

;

surely his arm was strong. O that I were like him in

battle, when the rage of his wrath arose! then \\ould

I have met with Cuthulliii, the car-borne son of Can-

ttla! But years may come on, O Althan! and my

arm be strong. Hast thou heard of Semo's son, the

ruler of high Temora? He might have returned with

his fame. He promised to return to-ni^ht. INIy bards

wait him with songs. INIy feast is spread in the hall

of kings."

I heard Comiac in silence. My tears began to flow.

I hid them with my aged locks. The king perceived

my grief. Son of Conachar!" he said, " is the son

of Semo* low? Why bursts the sigh in secret? Why

descends the tear? Comes the car-borne Torlath?

Comes the sound of red-haired Cairbar? They come,

for I behold Ihy grief. Mossy Tura's cliief is low!

Shall I not rush to battle? But I cannot lift the

spear ! O had mine arm the strengtii of Cuthullin,

soon would Cairbar fly; the fame ofmy fathers would

be renewed; and Ihe deeds of other times!"

• Ciflhnllin is called the king of Tura from a castle of ilul name on ihc

uas-t o: Uljicr, -.vlKri.- he dwell, before l-.e undertook the mar.jgonitiu »f

i>ie afl'airs vi lrcl,iiid,iii '.he minoiil;of Cormac.
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He took his bow. Tlie tears flow clown, from

both his sparkling eyes. Grief saddens round. Tlie

bards bend for^vard, from their hundred harps. The

lone blast touched their trembling strings. The

somid * is sad and low ! A voice is heard at a dis-

tance, as of one in grief. It was Carril of other times,

who came from dark Slimora. t He told of the fall

of Cuthullin. He told of his mighty deeds. The

people were scattered round his tomb. Their arms

lay on the ground. They had forgot the war, for

he, their sire, was seen no more

!

" But who," said the soft-voiced Carril, " who

come like bounding roes? Their stature is like young

trees in the valley, growing in a shower! Soft and

ruddy are their cheeks! Fearless souls look forth

from their eyes! Who but the sons of Usuoth, J cliief

of streamy Etha? The people rise on every side, like

the strength of an half-extinguished fire, when the

winds come, sudden, from the desert, on their rust-

* That prophetic sound, mentioned in other poems, which the harps of

the bards emitied before the deatli of a person worthy and renowned. It

is here an omen of the death of Cormac, which, soon after, followed.

+ Siimora, a hill in Connaught, near which Cuthullin was killed.

t Usnoth chief of Etha, a distric on the western coast of Scotland, had
three sons, Nathos, Altlios, and Ardan, by Slissama the siiter of Cuthullin.

The three brothers, when very young, were sent over to Ireland by their

father, to learn the use of arms under their uncle, whose military fame was
»ery great in that kingdom. They had just arrived in Ulster when the news
of CutliuUin's death arrived. Nathos, the el<lcst of the three brothers, took

the command of Cuthullin's army, and made head against Cairbar the chief

of Atha. Cairbar having, at last, murdered young king Ccrmac, at Te-
mora, the army of Nathos shifted sides, and the brothers were obliged to

return into Ulster, in order to pass over into Scotland. The sequel of Uieir

fflournfelsioiy is relate dj at large, in the pocin of Dar-thu!a,
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ling wings. Sudden glows the dark brow of the liill;

the passing mariner lags, on his winds. The sound

of Caithbat's * shield was heard. The warriors saw

Cuthullin t in Nathos. So rolled his sparkling eyes !

his steps were such on heath! Battles are fought

at Lego. The gword of Nathos prevails. Soon shall

thou behold hun in thy halls, king of Temora of

groves!"

" Soon piay I behold the chief!" replied the blue-

eyed king. " But my soul is sad for Cuthullin. His

voice was pleasant in mine ear. Often have we

moved, on Dora, to the chace of the dark-browTi

hinds. His bow was unerring on the hills. He spoke

of mighty men. He told of the deeds of my fathers.

I felt my rising joy. But sit thou at the feast, O
Carril! I have often heard thy voice. Sing in praise

of Cuthullin. Sing of Nathos of Etha !"
I

Day rose on Tcraora, with all the beams of the east.

Crathin came to the hall, the son of old Gellama. §

** I behold," he said, •' a cloud m the desert, king of

Erin! a cloud it seemed at first, but now a crowd of

men! One strides before them in Jiis strength. His

red liair flies in wind. His shield glitters to the beam

of the east. His spear is in his hand." " Call him

• Caiihbait was grandfather to Cuthullin ; and his shield was made use

of 10 alarm his posterity to llie battles of llie family.

+ That is, they saw a mai\ifcsthkcness between Uie person of Nathos anii

Cuthullin.

t Nathos, the son of Usnoth.

} Geal-lamha, -wkiu-handtd.
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to fhe feast of Teniora," replied the brightening king.

<' My hall is the house of strangers, son of generous

Gellama ! It is perhaps the chief of Etha, comuig

in all his renown. Hail, miglity * stranger! art thou

of the friends of Cormac? ButCarril, he is dark, and

unlovely. He draws his sword. Is that the son of

Usnotli, bard of the times of old Y'

*' It is not the son of Usnoth !" said Carril. " It

is Cairbar thy foe. Why comest thou in thy arms to

Temora? chief of the gloomy brow. Let not thy

sword rise against Cormac ! Whither dost thou turn

thy speed 1" He passed on in darkness. He seized

the hand of the king. Cormac foresaw his death

;

the rage of his eyes arose. Retire, thou chief of

Atha! Nathos comes with war. Thou art bold m
Cormac's hall, for his ann is weak." The sword en-

tered the side of the king. He fell in the halls of his

fathers. His fair hair is in the dust. His blood is

smoaking round.

" Art thou fallen in thy halls !"t said Carril. " O
son of noble Artlio ! The shield of Cuthullin was

not near. Nor the spear of thy father. INIournful

are the mountains of Erin, for the chief of the people

is low ! Blest be thy soul, O Cormac ! Thou art

darkened in thy youth."

His words came to the ears of Cairbar. He closedj

* From this expression, we understand thai Cairbar had entered the pa-

lace of Temora, in the midst of Cormac's speech.

+ AUhan speaks,

t That is, himself andCarril, as it afterwards appeajs.
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us ill the midst of darkness. He feared to stretch his

sword to the bards,* though his soul was dark. Long

wc piiied alone ! At len^tli, the noble Cathnior t

came. He heard our voice from the cave. He turned

the eye of his wrath on Cairbar.

" Brother of Cathmor," he said, " how lonj; \^ ilt

thou pain my soul? Thy heart is a rock. Thy

thoughts are dark and bloody ! But thou art tlie

brotlier of Cathmor; and Cathmor shall shine in tiiy

war. But my soul is not like thine: thou feeble hand

in fight! The light of my bosom is stained with thy

deeds. Bards will not sing of my renown : They may

say, ' Cathmor was brave, but he fought for gloomy

Cairbar.' They will pass over my tomb in silence.

My fame shall not be heard. Cairbar ! loose the

bards. They are the sons of future times. Their

voice shall be heard in other years ; after the kings of

Temora have failed. We came forth at the words of

the chief. We saw him in his strength. He wi»s

like thy youth, O Fingal ! when thou first didst lift

the spear. His face was like the plain of the sun,

when it is bright. No darkness travelled over his

brow. But he came with his thousands to aid tlie

* The persons cf the bards were so sacred, Ihat even lie, who had just

murdered his sovereign, feared to kill them.

+ Cathmor appears the same disinterested hero upon every orcasio-i. His

humanity and jenerosity were unparalleled: in short, he had no fault,

but too much attachment toso bad a brother as Cairbar. His family con-

nection with Cairbar prevails, as he expresses it, over every other consi-

deration, aitd m;tlics '.lim engage iti a war, of which he docs not aiiprovc.
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red-haired Cairbar. Now he comes to revenge his

death, O king of woody INlorven !"

" Let Cathnior come," replied the king. " I love

a foe so great. His soul is bright. His arm is

strong. His battles are full of fame. But the little

soul is a vapour that hovers round the marshy lake.

It never rises on the green hill, lest the winds

should meet it there. Its dwelling is in the cave, it

sends forth the dart of death! Our young heroes,

O warriors ! are like the renown of our fathers. They

fight in youth. They fall. Their names are hi song.

Fingal is amid his darkening years. He must not fall,

as an aged oak, across a secret stream. Near it are

the steps of the hunter, as it lies beneath the wind.

" How has that tree fallen?" he says, and, whistling,

strides along. Raise the song of joy, ye bards of

Morven ! Let our souls forget the past. The red

stars look on us from clouds, and silently descend.

Soon shall the grey beam of the morning rise, and

shew us the foes of Corniac. Fillan ! my son, take

thou the spear of the king. Go to Mora's dark-

brown side. Let thine eyes travel over the heath.

Observe the foes of Fingal : Obsene the course of

generous Cathnior. I hear a distant sound, like fall-

ing rocks in the desert. But strike thou thy shield,

at times, that they may not come through night, and

the fame of Morven cease. I begin to be alone, my
son. I dread the fail of my renown!"
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The voice of bards arose. The king leaned on the

shield of Trenmor. Sleep descended on his eyes.

His future battles arose in his dr earns. Tiie host are

sleeping around. Dark-haired Finlan obsenx's the

foe. His steps are on a distant hill. We hear, at

times, liis clanging shield.
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ARGUMENT.

This bookopens, we may suppose, about midnight, with a solilo-

quy of Ossian, who had retired, from the rest of tlie army, to

mourn for his son Oscar. Upon hearing the noise of Catlimor's

aimy approaching, he went to find outliis brother Fillan, who
kept the watch, on tlie hill of Mora, in the front of Fingal's

arjny. In the conversation of tlie brothers, the episode ofCo-

nar, the son ofTienmor, who was the first king of Ireland, is

introduced, which lays open the origin of the contests be-

tween tlie Cael and tlie Firbolg, tlie two nations who first

possessed themselves of that island. Ossian kindles a fire

on Mora ; upon which Cathmor desisted from the design he

liad formed of surprizing tlie army of the Caledonians. He
calls a council of his chiefs ; reprunands Foldath for advising

a night attack, as the Irish army were so much superior in

number to the enemy. The bard Fonar introduces the story

of Crothar, the ancestor of the king, which throws further

light on the history of Ireland, and the original pretensions

of the family of Atha, to the tlironc of that kingdom. The
Irish chicfii lie down to rest, and Cathmor himself under-

takes the watch. In his circuit, round tlie army, he is met

by Ossian. The interview of the two heroes is described.

Cathmor obtains a promise from Ossian, to order a funeral

elegy to be sung over the grave of Cairbar ; it bein«: the opi-

nion of the times, that the souls of tlie dead could not be

happy, till their elegies were sung by a bard. Morning

comes. Cathmor and Ossian part ; and tlie latter, casually

meeting with Carril the son of Kinfena, sends that bard,

with a funeral s'oUg, to the tomb of Cairbar.



TEMORA:
AN EFI€ FOEM.

IN EIGHT BOOKS.

BOOK II.

* Father of heroes! OTremnor! High dweller

of eddyhig whids! where the daik-red thunder

marks the troubled clouds ! Open thou thy storrny

halls. Let the bards of old be uear. Let them

draw near, with songs and their half-viewless harps.

No dweller of misty valley comes ! No hunter un-

known at his streams! It is the car-borne Oscar,

from tlie fields of war. Sudden is thy change, my

son, from what thou wert on dark Moi-lena! The

blast folds thee in its skirt, and rustles through

the sky ! Dost thou not behold thy father, at the

* Thoug!) this book has Utile action, it is not the least important part of

Temora. The poet, in several episoHes, runs up the cause of the war to

tlie very source. The fir=t population of Ireland, tlie wari between the

two nations wlio originally possessed ihat island, its first race of Uinss, and

the revolutions of ils government, are important facts, and are delivered

Uy the poet w-ith so little mixture of the fabulous, that one cannot help

-preferring his accounts to the improbable fictions of the Scotch and Irisli

historians. The Milesian fables bear about them the marks of a late inven-

tion. To trace iheir legends to their source would be no difficult task i

but a di;quisitii;n of iliis sort would extend this note too far.
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stream of night? The chiefs of Morveu sleep far

distant. They have lost no son! But ye have lost

a hero, chiefs of resounding Morven ! Who could

equal his strength, when battle rolled against his

side, like the darkness of crowded waters? Why

this cloud on Ossian's soul? It ought to burn in

danger. Erin is near with her host. The king of

Selnia is alone. Alone thou shalt not be, my fa-

ther, while I can lift the spear!

I rose, in all my arms. I rose and listened to the

wind. The shield of Fillan * is not heard. I trem-

ble for the son of Fingal. " Why should the foe

come by night ? Why should the dark-haired war-

rior fail?" Distant, sullen murmurs rise: like the

noise of the lake of Lego, when its waters shrink,

in the days of frost, and all its bursting ice re-

sounds. The jicople of Lara look to heaven, and

foresee the storm ! My steps are forward on the

heath. The si>ear of Oscar is in my hand ! Red

* We understand, from the preceding book, that Catlimor was nearwi;h

ail army. When Cairbar was killed, the tribes who attended him fell back

to Catliiiior; who, as it afterwards appears, had taken a resolution tosur-

l)rize KIngal by night. Fillan was dispatched to the hill of Mora, wliicli

wjs in ihe front of the Caledonians, to observe the motions of Cathmor.

In this situation were alTairs, when Ossian, upon hearing the noise of (he

ap)Mo,iching enemy, went to find out his brother. Their conversation na.

turally introduces the episode, concerning Coiiar the son of Trenmor, the

first Irijh monarch, which is so necessary to the undei standing ilie found-

ation of the rtbellir)n and usurpaticm of Cairbar and Cathmor. Fillan was

the youngest of the sons of Fingal, then living. He and Bosmina, men-
tioned in the battle of Lora, were the only children of the king, by Clatho

the daughter of Cathulln king of Inis-tore, whom he had taken to wife,

after the death of Ros-crana, the duu^hter of Cormac Mac-tonar king mi

Ireland.
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stars looked from liigli. I gleamed, along the night.

I saw Fillan silent before me, bending forward from

Mora's rock. He heard the shout of the foe. The

joy of his soul arose. He heard ray sounding tread,

and turned his lifted spear. " Comest thou, son of

night, in peace? Or dost thou meet my wrath? The

foes of Fingal are mine. Speak, or fear my steel. I

stand not, in vain, the shield of Morven's race."

" Never mayst thou stand in vain, son of blue-eyed

Clatho ! Fingal begins to be alone. Darkness gathers

on the last of his days. Yet he has two * sons who

ought to shine in war. Who ought to be two beams

of light, near the steps of his departure."

" Son of Fingal," replied the youth, " it is not

long since I raised the spear. Few are the marks of

my sword in war. But Fillan's soul is fire! The

chiefs of Bolga f crowd around the shield of gene-

rous Cathmor. Their gathering is on that heath.

• That is, two sons in Ireland. Fergus, the second son of Fingal, was,

at that time, on an expedition, which is mentioned m one of the lesser

poems. He, according to some traditions, was the ancestor of Fergus, the

Jon of Ere or Arcath, commonly called Fergus the second in the Scotch his-

tories. The beginning of the rei^ii of Fergus over the Scots, is placed, by

the most approved annals of Scotland, in the fourth year of the fifai age;

a full century after the death of Ossian. The genealogy of his family is 1 e-

corded thus by the Highland Senachies ; Fergus Mjc-Arcath, Muc-Choii-

gael, Mac-Fergiti, Mac-Fiohgael na buaV; i. e. Fergus the son of Arcath,

the son of Congal, the son of Fergus, the son of Fingal tie victoriuus. '1 his

subject is treated mi re at large, in the dissertation annexed to the poem.

+ Thesouthern parts of Ireland went, for some lime, under the name
of Bolga, from the FIr-bolg or Belgs of Britain, who settled a colony

tliere. Holg signifies a quiver, from which proceeds Fir-boig, i. e. buiv-

men ; so called Eroai their using bows more ihau any of the luiilib-zuring

nations.
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Shall my steps approach their host? I yielded to

Oscar alone, in the strife of the race, on Cona!"

" rillan, thou ^hait not approach their host; nor

fall before thy tame is known. My name is heard

in song: when needful I advance. From the skirts

of night I shall view them over all their gleaming

tribes. Why, Fillan, didst thou speak of Oscar!

Why awake my sigh? I must forget * the warrior,

till the storm is rolled away. Sadness ought not

to dwell in danger, nor the tear in the eye of war.

Our fathers forgot their fallen sons, till the noise

of arms was past. Then sorrow returned to the

tomb, and the song of bards arose." The memory

of those, who fell, quickly followed the departure

of war: When the tumult of battle is past, the

soul, in silence, melts away, for the dead.

Conar f was the brotlier of Trathal, tirst of mortal

* After tliispassa;e, Oscar is not menlloned inallTemora. The situations

of the characters who act in the pcem are so interesting, that otiicrs, fo-

irei^n to the subject, could not be introduced witli any lustre. Though the

episode, which follows, may seem to flow naturally enough from the con-

versation of the brothers, yet I have shewn, in a preceding note, and,

more at large, in the dissertation annexed to this collection, that the poet

liad a farther design in view.

+ Conar, the first king of Ireland, was the son of Trenmor, the great-

grandfather of Kingal. It was on account of this family connection th.it

Fingal was engaged in so many wars in the cause of the race of Conar.

Tl'ougli few of the aciions of Trenmor ate mentioned, he was the most

renowned name of antiquity. The most probable opinion concerning

him is, that he was the first, who united the tribes of the Caledonians,

and commanded them, in chief, against the incursions of ihe Romans.

The genealogists of the North have traced his family far back, and given

a list of his ancestors to Cunn-mor nan Inn, or Conmor of the swords,

who, according to th:ni, was the first who crossed the gnat sea to Cale-
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men. Ills battles were on every coast. A thou-

sand stroams rolled down the blood of his foes.

His tame filled green Erin, like a pleasant gale.

The natioias gathered in Ullin, and they blessed the

king ; the king of the race of their fethers, from

the land of Selnia.

The chiefs * of the south were gathered, in the

darkness of their pride. In the horrid cave of Muma
they mixed their secret w ords. Thither often, they

taid, the spirits of their fathers came; shewing their

pale forms from the chinky rocks : reminding them

of the honor of Bolga. " Why should Conar reign,"

they said, " the son of resounding Morven?

They came forth, like the streams of the desert,

with the roar of their hundred tribes. Conar was a

rock before them: broken they rolled on every side.

But often they returned, and the sons of Selma fell.

The kuig stood, among the tombs of his warriors.

He darkly bent his mournful face. His soul was

rolled into itself: and he had marked the place,

\^ hero he was to fall ; when Trathal came, in liis

strength, his brother from cloudy Morven. Nor

(loniu, from wliich circumstance his name proceeded, which signifies

Crfd.' ocean. Genealogies of so ancient a date, however, are Ifttle to be
Jei>ended upon.

* Tlii chiefs of the Fir-bolg who possessed themselves of the south of

Ireland, prior, perhaps, to tlie settlement of the Cael of Caledonia, and

the Hebrides, in Ulster. From the sequel, it appears that the Fir-bolg were,

by much, the most powerful nation ; and it is probable that the Cael must
have submitted to them, had they not received succours fromlhfir imotlier

country, under the command of Conar.

VOL. If. O
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did he come alone. Colgar * was at his side;

Colgar the son of the king and of white-bosomed So-

lin-cornia.

As Trenmor, cloathed with meteors, descends

from ihe halls of thunder, pouring the dark storm

before him over the troubled sea: so Colgar descend-

ed to battle, and wasted the echoing field. His father

rejoiced over the hero: but an arrow came ! His

tomb was raised, without a tear. The king was to

revenge his son. He lightened forward in battle,

till Bolga yielded at her streams!

When peace returned to the land : When his blue

waves bore the king to Morven : then he remem-

bered his son, and poured tlie silent tear. Thrice

did the bards, ?.t the cave of Furuiono, call the

soul of Colgar. They called him to the hills of

his land. He heard them in his mist. Trathal

placed his s\\ord in the cave, that the spirit of his

son might rejoice.

" Colgar, t son of Trathal!" said Fillan, " thou

* Co\g-et,^ercely-looiing warrior. Sulin<orina, 6/ttf 0'<^- Colgerw3s

the eldest of the sons of Trathal : Comhal, who was the father of Fingal,

was very young when the present expedition to Ireland happened. It is

remarkable, that, uf all the ancestors uf Fingal, tradition makes ihe least

niention of Comhal ; which, probably, proceeded from the unfortunate

life and untimely death of that hero. From some passages concerning liim

we learn, indeed, that he was brave, but he wanted conduct.

+ The poem begins here to mark sirongly Ihe ch.iractcr of Fillan, wh^
is to make so great a figure in the sequel. He has the impatience, the am-
bition and fire which are peculiar lo a young hero. Kindled wiih llic fame
of Colgar, he forgets his uniimcly fall. From FilUn'S expressions in this

passage, it would seem, tlut he was neglected by Fingal, on account of
his youth.



AN EPIC POEM. .igs

wert renowned in youth! But the king hath not

marked my sword, bright-streaming on the field. I

go forth with the croud. I return, without my fame.

But the foe approaches, Ossian ! I hear their murmur

on thf heath. Tiie sound of their steps is Hke thun-

der, in the bosom of the ground, when the rocking

hills shake their groves, and not a blast pours from

tlie darkened sky
!"

Ossian turned sudden on his spear. He raised the

flame of an oak on high. I spread it large, on Mo-

ra's wind. Cathmor stopt in his course. Gleaming

he stood, like a rock, on whose sides are the wander-

ing of blasts; which seize its echoing streams, and

clothe them over with ice. So stood the friend * of

strangers ! The winds lift his lieaA'y locks. Thou

art the tallest of the race of Erin, king of streamy

Atha!

" First of bards," said Cathmor, " Fona,t call the

chiefs of Erin. Call red-haired Cormar: dark-browed

Malthos: the side-long-looking gloom of Maronan.

Let the pride of Foldath appear. The red-rolling eye

of Turlotho. Nor let Hidalla be forgot; his voice, iu

danger, is the sound of a shower, when it falls iu the

blasted vale, near Atha's falling stream. Pleasant is

* Cathmor is distinguished by this honourable title, oa acccount of his

jenerosity to strangers, which was so great as to be remarkable even in

those days of hospitahty.

+ Fonar, the man of song. Before the introduction of Christianity a
name was not imposed upon any person, till he had distinguished himself
liy som- remarkable action, from which his name should be derived.
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its sound, ou the plain, whilst broken thunder travels

over tlie sky
!"

They cauie, in their clangini; anns. They bent for-

ward to his voice, as if a spirit of their fathers spoke

from a cloud of night. Dreadful :«hone they to the

light; like the fall of the stream of Brume,* when

the meteor lights it, before the nightly stranger.

Shuddering, he stops in his journey, and looks up for

the beam of the mom!
" Why t delights Foldath," said the king, " lo pour

the blood of foes by night? Fails his arm in battle,

in the beams of day ? Few are the foes before us,

why should we clothe us in shades? The valiant de-

light to shine, in the battles of Jheir land! Thy coun-

sel was Ml vain, chief of Monia! The eyes of Mor-

ven do not sleep. They are watchful, as eagles, on

their mossy rocks. Let each collect, beneath his

cloud, the strength of his roaring tribe. To-mor-

row I move, in light, to meet the toes of iJolga!

Mighty I was he, that is low, the race of Borbar-Du-

thul!"

" Not unmarked !" said Foldath, " w ere my steps

* Brumo was a place of worship (Fing.b.6.)in Craca, which is supiwscd

10 be one of the isles of Shetland, ll was thought, that the spiiits of the

deceased haunted it, by night, wl-.ich adds more terror lo the description

introduced here. T/ie horrid circle of Btumo, vhert often, tk.y iJi.l, the

gh'ists of the dead howled round the stone offear.

+ Irom this passage, it appears, that it was Foldalh wh > had ad»isc^

the night attack. The gloomy character of Fol lath is properly contrasted

to the generous, the open Cathmor.

t Uy this exclamation Cathmor intimates thai he intends to revenge the

iliatli of hii brother Cniihar.
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before tliy race. In light, I met the foes of Cairbar.

The warrior praised my deeds. But his stone wai

raised without a tear! No bard * sung over Erin's

king. Shall his foes rejoice along their mossy hills?

No: they must not rejoice ! He was the friend of

Foldath! Our words were mixed, in secret, in Mo-

ma's silent cave; whilst thou, a boy in the field, pur-

suedst the thistle's beard. \Vith Moma's sons I shall

rush abroad, and find the foe, on his dusky hills. Fin-

gal shall lie, without his song, the grey-haired king of

Selma."

" Dost thou think, thou feeble man," replied

Catlunor, half enraged : " Dost thou think Fingal can

fall, without his fame, m Erui? Could the bards be

silent at the tomb of Selma's king ? The song would

burst in secret ! the spirit of the king would rejoice

!

It is when thou shalt fall, that the bard shall forget

the song. Thou art dark, chief of Moraa, though

thine arm is a tempest in war. Do I forget the king

of Erin in his narrow house? My soul is not lost to

Cairbar, the brother of my love! I marked the

bright beams of joy, which travelled over his cloudy

mind, when I returned, with fame, to Atha of the

streams."

Tall they removed, beneath the words of the king.

Each to his o\vn dark tribe ; where, humming, they

* To have no funeral elef;y sung over his tomb, was, among the Celir,

reckoned the greatest misfortune that coulil befal a man; as his soul

cuulii not otlicrwise be admitted to the 'liry hall of hisfuthen.
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rolled on tlie heath, faint glittering to the stars: likr

waves, ia a rocky bay, before the nightly wind. Be-

neath an oak, lay the chief of Atha. His shield, a

dusky round, hung high. Near him, against a rock,

leaned the fair stranger* of Inis-huna: that beam of

light, with wandering locks, from Lunion of the roes.

At distance rose tlie voice of Foua, w ith the deeds of

the days of old. The song fails, at times, hi Lubar's

growing roar

!

" Crothar," f begun the bard, " first dwelt at

Atha's mossy stream ! A thousand oaks, I Irom the

nioimtains, formed his echoing hall. The gathering

of the people w as there, around the feast of the blue-

eyed king. But who, among his chiefs, was like the

* By the stranscr of Inis-hiina,\f meant SulniilU, the daugluer of Con-

mor, king of Inis-luina, the ancient name of that part of South Britain

which is next to the Irish coasi. She liatl followed Cathmor in fiisguisc.

Her story is relaicd at largo in the fourth book.

+ Crolhar was the ancestor of Cathmor, and the first of his family who
had settled in Atha. It was in his time that the first wars were kindled

between the Fir-bolg and Gael. The propriety of the episode is evident;

.IS the contest which originally rose between Crothir and Conar subsisted

afterwards between their posterity, and was the foundation of the story of

the poem.

X From this circiimstanrc we may learn, that the art of building will*

stone was not known in Ireland so early as the days of Crothar. When
the colony were long settled in the country, the arts of civil life began to

increase among them, for we find mention made of the to-wtrs nf Atha \n

the time of Cathmor, whioh could not well be applied lowooden buildings.

In Caledonia they begun very earlyto build with stone. Noneof the house

of Fingal, cxc.-piin? Ti-foirmal, were of wood. Ti-foirmal was the great

hall where the bards met to repeat their compositions annually, before they

iiibmilted them to the .iulgmeni of the king in Selma. By some accident

'It other, this wooden house happened to be burnt, and an ancient bard,

in ihi? character of Ossian, has left us a curious catalogue of the furniture

whii ;. it contained. The poim is not just now in my hands, otherwise I

would lay here a translation of it before the reader. 1 1 hjs little poelioiV

Mciii,aii(J evidently bears the marks of a later period.
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stately Crothar? Warriors kindled in liis presence.

The young sigh of tlie virgins rose. In Aluecina *

was the warrior honoured : the first of the race of

Bolga.

" He pursued the chace in Ullin: on the moss-co-

yered top of Druraardo. From the wood looked the

daughter of Cathmin, the blue-rolling eye of Cou-

lama. Her sigh rose in secret. She bent her head,

«raidst her wandei-ing locks. The inoon looked in,

at night, and saw the white-tossing of her arms;

for she thought of the mighty Crothar, in the season

of dreams.

" Three days feasted Crothar with Cathmin. On
the fourth they awaked the huids. Con-lama moved

to the chace, with all her lovely steps. Slie met Cro-

thar in the narrow path. The bow fell, at once, from

her hand. She turned her face away, and half hid

•it with her locks. The love of Crothar rose. He
brought the white-bosoraed maid to Atha. Bards

raised the song in her presence. Joy dwelt round the

daughter of Cathmin.

" The pride of Turloch rose, a youth who loved

the white-handed Con-lama. He came, with battle,

to Alnecma; to Atha of the roes. Cormul went forth

to the strife, the brother of car-borne Crothar. He

• Alnecma, or Alnecraacht, was the ancient name of Connaught. Ullin

is still the Irish name of the province of Ulster. To avoid the multiplying

<;f notes, I shall here give the signification of the names in this episode.

Drumardo, high riJge. Cathmin, calm in battle, Coa-lamha, soft hand.

Tufloch, rn:Jii of the (jiiiver. Cormul, blue lye.
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went foitli, but he fell. The sigh of his people rose.

Silent and tall, across the stream, came the darken-

ing strength of Crothar: he rolled the foe from Al-

nccnia. He returned, midst the joy of Con-h'una.

" Battle ou battle comes. Blood is poured on

blood. The tombs of the valiant rise. Erin's clouds

are hung round with ghosts. Tlie chiefs of the south

gathered round the echoing shield of Crothar. He

came, with death, to the paths of the foe. The \\r-

gins wept, by the streams of UUin. They looked to

the mist of the hill : No hunter descended from its

folds. Silence darkened in the land. Blasts sighed

lonely on grassy tombs.

" Descending like the eagle of heaven, with all his

rustling wings, w hen he forsakes the blast, with joy,

the son of Trenmor came ; Conar, arm of death, from

Morven of the groves. He poured his might along

green Erin. Death dimly strode behind his sword.

Tlic sons of Bolga fled, from his course, as from a

stream, that bursting from the stormy desert, rolls the

fields together, with all their echoing woods. Crothar •

• The delicacy liere, wiili regard to Crotliar, is proper. As lie was tl c

ancestor of Cathmor, to whom the episode is addressed, the bard soliens

his defeat, by only mentioning that his people ftcd. Cainmor look the song

tif Ponar in an unfavourable light. The bards being of the order of the

Druids, who pretended to a foreknowledge of events, were supposed to

have some supernatural prescience of futurity. The kin^ thought, that

the choice of Konar'ssong proceeded fiom his foreseeing the unfortunate

istuu of the war; and that his own fate was shadowed out, in that of hi

i

;incislor Crothar. Th; altitude of the bard, after the reprimand of lui

jiatnin, is picturcque and allVcting. We admire the speech of Cathmor,
but lament the effect it has on the feeling soul of the g oJ old poet.
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lax^i him in battle : but Alnecraa's warriors fied.

The king of Atha slowly retired, in the grief of his

soul. He afterwards shone in the south; but dun as

the sun of Autumn; when he visits, in his robes of

mist, Lara of dark streams. The withered grass is

covered with dew; the field, though bright, is sad!"

" Why wakes the bard before me," said Cathmor,

tiie memory of those who fied] Has some ghost,

from his dusky cloud, bent forward to thine ear ; to

frighten Cathmor from the field, with the tales of

old ? Dwellers of the skirts of night, your voice is but

a blast to me ; which takes the grey thistle's head,

and strews its beard on streams. Within my bosom

is a voice. Others hear it not. His soul forbids the

king of Erin to shrink back from war.

Abashed the bard sinks back in night: retired he

bends above a stream. His thoughts are on the days

of Atha, when Cathmor heard his song with joy. His

tears came rolling down. The winds are in his beard

.

Erin sleeps around. No sleep comes down on Cath-

mor's eyes. Dark, in his soul, he saw the spirit of

low-laid Cairbar. He saAv him, without liis song,

rolled in a blast of night. He rose. His steps

were round the host. He struck, at times, his

echoing shield. The sound reached Ossian's ear, on

Momi's mossy brow.

" Fillan," I said, " the foes advance. I hear the-

shield of war. Stand thou in the naiTow path-
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Ossian shall mark their course. If over my fall the

host should pour; then be tiiy buckler heard. Awake

the king on his heath, lest his fame should fly away."

I strode in all my rattling arms; wide-bounding over

a stream that darkly-winded, in a field, before the

king of Atha. Green Atha's king, with lifted spear,

came fonvard on my course. Now would we have

mixed in horrid fray, like two contending ghosts,

that bending forward, from two clouds, send forth

the roaring winds ; did not Ossian behold, on high,

the hthuet of Erin's kings. The eagle's wuig spread

above it, rustling in the breeze. A red star looked

through the plumes. I stopt the lifted spear.

" The helmet of kings is before me! Who art

Ihou, son of night? Shall Ossian's spear be renown-

«d, when thou art lowly-laid? At once he dropt the

gleaming lance. Growing before me seemed the form.

He stretched his hand in night. He s]>oke the words

at' kings.

" Friend of tiie spirits of heroes, do I meet thee

thus in shades ? I have w ished for tiiy stately steps

in Atha, in the days of joy. Why should my spear

now arise? The sun must behold us, Ossian, when

we bend, gleaming, in the strife. Future warriors

shall mark the place: and, shuddering, think of other

years. They shall mark it, like tlie haunt of ghosts,

l^leasant and dreadful to the soul."

•' Shall it then be forgot," I said, " w Iicrc \\«" \wvl
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in peace ? Is the remembrance of battles always

pleasant to the soul? Do not we behold, with joy,

the place where our fathers feasted ] But our eyes

are full of tears, on the fields of their war. This stone

shall rise, with all its moss, and speak to other years.

" Here Cathmor and Ossian met : the warriors met

in peace !" When thou, O stone, shalt fail. When

Lubar's stream shall roll away ! then shall the tra-

veller come, and bend here, perhaps, in rest. Wheh
the darkened moon is rolled over his head, our sha-

dowy forms may come, and, mixing with his dreams,

remind him of this place. But why turnest thou so

dark away, son of Borbar-du-thul?"*

" Not forgot, son of Fingal, shall we ascend these

winds. Our deeds are streams of light, before the

eyes of bards. But darkness is rolled on Atha: the

king is low, without his song: still there was a beam

towards Cathmor from his stormy soul ; like the

moon, in a cloud, amidst the dark-red course of thun-

der."

*' Son of Erin," I replied, " my wrath dwells not

in his earth, t My hatred flies, on eagle wing, from

* EoThar-r\\xllml,l/ie surly warrior of t!ie diirh-hro-wneyes. That his name
suited well with his character, we may easily conceive, from the story de-

livered concerning him. by Maltlios, toward the end of the sixth boolc. He
was the bro.her of tliat Colculla, who is mentioned in the episode whiclt

begins il'.e fourth book.

+ Tliis reply abounds with the sentiments of a noble mind. Though, of

all men livin;;, he was tlie most injured by Cairbar, yet he lays aside his

rage as xXv. foe was low. How different is this from the behaviour of the

\\tiae% of other ancient poems. Cynthius aunm vtiiiii
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the foe that is low. He shall hear the song of bards.

Cairbar sliall rejoice on his uinds."

CathiHor's swelling soul arose. lie look the dagger

from his side; and placed it gleaming in my hand. He
placed it in my hand, with sighs, and silent, strode

away. Mine eyes followed his departure. He dimly

gleamed.' like the form of a ghost, which meets a tra-

veller, by night, on the dark-skirted heath. Jlis

words are dark, like songs of old : v.ilh morning

strides the unfinished shade away!

* Who comes from Lubar's vale? From the skirls

of the morning mist ? The drops of heaven are on

his head. His steps are in the paths of tlio sad. It

is Carril of other times. He comes froniTura's silenr

cave. 1 beliold it dark in the rock, through the thin

folds of mist. There, perhaps, Cuthullin sits, on the

blast which bends its trees. Pleasant is the song of

the monnng from the bard of Erin

!

" The w aves crowd away," said Carril. " Thev

crowd away for fear. They hear the sound of thy

coming forth, O sun ! Terrible is thy beauty, son of

heaven, when death is descen<ling on thy locks:

whei: lliou rollest thy vapours before thee, over the

• The morning of llie seccnH day, from the opening of the poem, comes
on. Aftt-r the death of Cuthullin, Carril, the son of Kinfena, his bard, rc-

e-'eJ to the cave of Tina, whith was in the neighbourhood of Moi-lrna, the

8cene of the poi-m of I'emcra. His casual appearance here enables 0\-

sian to fulfil immediately the promise he hart marie to Callimor, of causing

the funeral soni; to be pronounced over the toinb of Cairbar. This bowk

taken -if only the tpace of a few linurSt
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blasted host. But pleasant is thy beam to the hun-

ter, sitting by the rook in a storm, wlieu thou shewest

thyself from the parted cloud, and brightenest his

dewy locks: he looks down on the streamy vale, and

beholds the descent of roes ! How long shalt thou

rise on war, and roll, a bloody shield, through hea-

ven ? I see the death of heroes, dark-wandering over

thy face!"

" Why wander the words of Carril?" I said,

" Does the sou of heaven mourn'? He is unstained

iu his course, ever rejoicing in his fire. Roll on,

thou careless light. Thou too, perhaps, must fall.

Thy darkening hour may seize thee, struggling, as

thou rollest through thy sky. But pleasant is the

voice of the bard : pleasant to Ossiau's soul ! It is

like the sho«er of the morning, when it comes thro'

the rustling vale, on which the sun looks thro' mist

ust rising from his rocks. But this is no tijue, O
bard ! to sit down, at the strife of song. Fingal is in

arms on the vale. Thou seest the flaming shield of

the king. His face darkens between his locks. He

beholds the wide rolling of Erin, Does not Carril

behold that tomb, beside the roaruig stream ? Three

stones lift their grey heads, beneath a bending ouk.

A king is lowly laid! Give thou his soul to the wind.

He is the brother of Cathmor ! Ojien his airy hall

!

Let thy song be a stream ofjoy to Cahbar's darkened

ghost
!"
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Morning coniin!» on, Fingal, after a speech to his people, de-

volves the command on Gaul, the son of Monii ; it beins;

the custom of the times, that the king shonld not cnga<;e, till

the necessity of affaii-s required his superior valour and con-

duct. Tiie king and Ossian retire to the rock of Connid,

which overlooked the field of battle. The bards sing the

var-song. The general conflict is described. Gaul, the son

of MoiTii, distinguishes himself; kills Turlathon, ciiief of

IMoruth, and otlier chiefs of lesser name. On the other

hand, Foldath, who commanded the Irish army (for C'atli-

mor, after the example of Fingal, kept himself from battle)

fights gallantly ; kills Connal, chief of Dun-lora, and ad-

vances to engage Gaul himself. Gaul, in the mean time,

being wounded in the hand by a random arrow, is co-

vered by Fillan, the son of Fingal, who performs prodi-

gies of valour. Night comes on. The honi of Fingal re-

cals his army. The bards meet them, with a congratu-

latoiy song, in which the praises of Gaul and Fillan are

j)articulai"ly celebrated. The chiefs sit down at a feast;

J'ingal misses Connal. The episode of Connal and Duth-
caron is introduced; which tlnows fiuther ligiit on tlie

ancient history of Ireland. Carril is dispatched to raise

the tomb of Connal. The action of this book f.ikes ui>

tl»e second day, from the opcying of the poem.
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BOOK III.

Who is that, at blue-streaming Lubar? Who, by

the bending hill of roes ? Tall, he leans on an oak

torn from high, by nightly winds. Who but Comhal's

son, brightenuig in the last of his fields ? His grey

hair is on the breeze. He half unsheaths the sword

of Luuo. His eyes are turned to Moi-lena, to the

dark moving of foes. Dost thou hear the voice of

the king? It is like the bursting of a stream, in the

desert, when it conies, between its echoing rocks, to

the blasted field of the sun!

" Wide-skirted comes down the foe ! Sons of

woody Selma, arise ! Be ye like the rocks of our

land, on whose brown sides are the rolling of streams.

A beam of joy comes on my soul. I see the foe

mighty before me. It is when HE is feeble, that the

sighs of Fingal are heard; lest death should come

VOL. II. p
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without renown, and darkness dwell on his tomb.

Who shall lead the war, against the host of Alnecnia?

It is, only when danger grows, that niy sword shall

shine. Such was the custom, heretofore, of Trenmor

the ruler of winds! and thus descended to battle the

blue-siiielded Trathal

!

The chiefs bend toward the king. Each darkly

seems to claim the war. They tell, by halves, their

mighty deeds. They turn their eyes on Erin. But

far before the rest the son of Morni stands. Silent he

stands, for who had not heard of the battles of Gaul ?

They rose within his soul. His hand, in secret, seized

the sword. The sword which he brought from Stru-

mon, when the strength of Morui failed.*

» Strumoii, itrtam of the hill, the name of llie scat of llie family of Gaul,

in the ncighbourliood ot Sclma. During Gaul's expedition tu Tromathon,

mentioned in the poem of Oithona, Morni his father died. Morni ordered

the sword of Strumoii, (which liad been preserved, in the family, as a rc-

lique,from tlie days of Col;ach,lhe mo t renowned of his anceslwis) to he

laid by his side, in the tomb: at the same time, leaving it in cliargc to his

son, not to take it from thence, till he was reduced to the last extremity.

Not long after, two of his brothers being slain, in battle, by Coldaronnan,

chief of Clutlia, Gaul went to his father's tomb to take the sword. His

iddress to the spirit of the deceased hero, is the subject of the following

Bliort poem.

GAUL. " Breaker of echoing shields, whose head is deep in shades

;

^ear me from the darkness of Clora, () son of Colgach.hear!

" No rustling, like the eagle's wing, comes over the course of my
streams. Deep bosomed itj the midst of the desert, O kiog of Sirumoii,

hear!
" Dwellest thou in the shadowy breeze, that pouis its dark wave

over the grass; Cease to sirew the beard of the ihisile ; O chief of

Clora, hear

!

" Or ridest thou on a beam, amidst the dark trouble of clouds Pourest

thou ihe loud wind on seas, to roll their blue waves over ules ; hear me,

fdiluT of C...U1; amidst ihy terrors, hear!

" 1 br ru i:in^ u: eagles is heard, tlie murmurins oaks shaKe tlieir heads
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On his spear leans Fillan of Selma, * in the wander-

ing of his locks. Thrice he raises his eyes to Fingal

;

his voice thrice fails him, as he speaks. My brother

could not boast of battles: at once he strides away.

Bent over a distant stream he stands : the tear hangs

in his eye. He strikes, at times, the thistle's head,

with his inverted spear. Nor is he unseen of Fingal.

Sidelong he beholds his son. He beholds him, with

bursting joy ; and turns, amid his crowded soul. In

silence turns the king towards Mora of woods. He

hides the big tear with his locks. At length his voice

is heard,

" First of the sons of Momi ! Thou rock that de-

fies! the storm ! Lead thou my battle, for the race

of low-laid Cormac. No boy's staff is thy spear : no

liarmless beam of light thy sword. Son of Momi of

steeds, behold the foe ! Destroy ! Fillan, observe

on the hills : dreadful and pleasant is ihy approach, friend of the dwelling

of heroes.

MORNI. " Who awakesme, in the midit nf my cloud, where my locks

cf mist spread on the winds ( Mixed with the noise of streams, why rises

Ihe voice of Gaul ?

GAUL. " My foes are around me, Morni : their dark ships descend

from their waves. Give the sword of Strumon, that beam which tho*

hidest in thy night.

MORNI. " Take the sword of resounding Strumon; I look on thy

war, my son; 1 look a dim meteor, from my cloud: blue-sliielded Gaul,

destroy."

* Clatho was the daughter of Cathulla, king of Inistore. Fingal, in one

•f his expeditions to that island, fell in love with Clatho, and took her

to wife, after the death of Ros-crana, the daughter of Cormac, king of Ire-

land.

Clatho was the mother of Ryno, Fillan, and Bosmina, mentioned in the

battle of Lora. Fillan is often called the son of Clatho, to distinguish him
h»m those sons which Fingal had by Ros-crana.
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the chief ! He is not cahn iii strife: nor burns he,

heedless, in battle. My son, observe the chief!

He is strong as Lubar's stream, but never foams and

roars. High on cloudy Mora, Fingal shall behold

the war. Stand, Ossian,* near thy father, by the fall-

ing stream. Raise the voice, O bards! Selnia, move

beneath the sound. It is my latter field. Clothe it

over with light."

As the sudden rising of winds; or distant rolling of

troubled seas, when some dark ghost, in wrath heaves

the billows over an isle : an isle, the seat of mist, on

the deep, for many dark-brown years! So terrible is

the sound of llir host, wide-moving over the field,

Gaul is tall before them. The streams glitter within

his strides. The bards raise the song by his side. He

strikes his shield between. On the skirts of the blast,

the tuneful voices rise.

" On Crona," said the bards, " there bursts a

stream by night. It swells in its own dark course,

till morning's early beam. Then comes it white from

the hill, with the rocks and their hundred groves.

Far be my steps from Crona. Death is tumbling

there. Be ye a stream from Mora, sons of cloudy

Morven
!"

" Who rises, from his car, on Clutha? The hills

are troubled before the king! The dark woods echo

* Ullinbeiiigsent 10 Morven will) tli« bod)' of Oiar, Os.iau allcnd* lii»

f.ulicr,in quiiliiy of cliicf bard.
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round, and lighten at his steel. See him, amidst the

foe, like Colgach's * sportful ghost: when he scatters

the clouds, and rides the eddying wiuds ! It is

Mornif of bounding steeds! Be like thy father, O
Gaul!"

" Selma is opened wide. Bards take the tremb-

ling harps. Ten youths bear the oak of the feast. A
distant sun-beam marks the hill. The dusky waves

of the blast fly over the fields of grass. Why art

thou silent, O Selma? The king returns with all his

fame. Did not the battle roar? yet peaceful is his

brow ? It roared, and Fingal overcame. Be like thy

father, O Fillan!"

They move beneath the song. High wave their

arms, as rushy fields, beneath autunmal winds. On
^lora stands the king in arms. Mist flies round his

* There are some traditions, but, I believe, of late invention, that Ibis

Cdlgach was the same with the Galgacus of Tacitus. He was the ancestor

of Gaul, the son of Morni, and appears, from some, really ancient, tradi-

tions, to have been king, or Vergobret, of the Caledonians; and hence

proceeded the pretensions of the family of Morni to the throne, which

created a good deal of disturbance, both to Comhal and his son Fingal. The
first was killed in battle by that tribe ; and it was after Fingal was grown
up, that they were reduced to obedience. Colgach sism{ie% j!erce!y-looi-

iiig ; which is a very proper name for a warrior, and is probably the origin

of Galgacus ; though I believe it a matter of mere conjecture, that the

Colgach here mentioned was tlie same with that hero. I cannot help ob-

serving, that the song of the bards is conducted with propriety. Gaul,

wliose experience might have rendered his conduct cautious in war, has

the example of his father, just rushing to battle, set before his eyes. Fil-

lan, on the other hand, whose youth might make him impetuous and un-

guarded in action, is put in mind of the sedate and serene behaviour of

lingal upon like occasions.

+ The expedition of Morni lo Clutha, alluded to here, is handed down
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buckler abroad ; as, aloft, it hung on a bougli, on

Coniiul's mossy rock. In silence I stood by Fingal,

and turned my eyes on Cromla's* wood: lest I should

behold the host, and rush amid my swelling soul.

INIy foot is for\vard on the heath. I glittered, tall, in

steel : like the falling stream ofTromo, w hich nightly

winds bind over with ice. The boy sees it, on higli,

gleamuig to the early beam : toward it he turns his

ear, and wonders why it is so silent

!

Nor bent over a stream is Cathmor, like a youth in

a peaceful field. Wide he drew forward the war, a

dark and troubled wave. But when he beheld Fin-

gal on Mora, his generous pride arose. " Shall the

chief of Atlia fight, and no king in the field ? Foldath

lead my people forth. Thou art a beam of fire."

Forth issues Foldath of Moma, like a cloud, the

robe of ghosts. He drew his sword, a fianie, from

his side. He bade the battle move. The tribes, like

ridgy waves, dark pour their strength aroinid. Haugh-

ty is his stride before them. His red eye rolls in

wrath. He calls Cormul chief of Dunratho;t and his

words were heard.

* The mounlain Crnmla was in the ncijhbouvliood o! llie scene of this

poem ; which » as nearly the same with lliai of Fingal.

+ Hwn-iUho, <i hill, -u-ilh tt plain on its mp. Coxm-\i\U blue evt. Foldilh

dispatches here, Cormul to lie in ambush bchiiiil the iirmyof the Caledo-

nians. This speech suits with the character or" Foldaih, which is, through-

out, haughty and presumptuous. Towards the latter end of this speech,

we find the opinion of the times, concerning the unhappiness of the souli

•f those who were buried without the funeral son?. This doctrine

was inculcated by iho baids, to make their order respectable and uecc«-
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•• Cormul, thou beholdest that path. It winds

green behind the foe. Phice thy people there, lest

Selnia should escape from my sword. Bards ofgreen-

valleyed Erin, let no voice of yours arise. The sons

of Morven must fall without song. They are the foes

of Cairbar. Hereafter shall the traveller meet their

dark, thick mist on Lena, where it wanders, with their

ghosts, beside the reedy lake. Never shall they rise,

without song, to the dwelling of winds."

Cormul darkened, as he went. Behind him rushed

his tribe. They sunk beyond the rock. Gaul spoke

to Fillan of Selma ; as his eye pursued the course of

the dark-eyed chief of Dun-ratho. " Thou beholdest

tlie steps of Cormul ! Let thine arm be strong

!

When he is low, son of Fingal, remember Gaul in

war. Here I fall forward into battle, amid the ridge

of shields."

The sign of death ascends: the dreadful sound of

Morni's shield. Gaul pours his voice between. Fin-

gal rises on INIora. He saw them, from wing to wing,

bending at once in strife. Gleaming, on his own

dark hill, stood Cathmor of streamy Atha. The kings

w ere like two spirits of heaven, standing each on his

gloomy cloud; when they pour abroad the winds,

and lift the roaring seas. The blue tumbling of waves

is before them, marked with the paths of whales.

They themselves are calm and bright. The gale lift*

slowly their locks of mist

!
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^Vl^at beam of light Iiangs high in air ! What

beam, but Morni's dreadful sword ! Death is strew-

ed oil thy paths, O Gaul ! Thou foldest them to-

gether in thy rage. Like a young oak falls Tur-la-

thon,* with his branches round him. His high-bo-

somed spouse stretches her white arras, in dreams, to

the returning chief, as she sleeps by gurgling Moruth,

iu her disordered locks. It is his ghost, Oichoma.

The chief is lowly laid. Hearken not to the winds

for Tuilathon's echoing shield. It is pierced, by his

streams. Its sound is passed away.

Not peaceful is the hand of Toldath. He winds

his course in blood. Counal met him in fight. They

mixed their clanging steel. Why should mine eyes

behold them? Counal, thy locks arc grey ! Thou

vert the friend of strangers, at the moss-covered rock

of Dun-lora. W lien the skies were rolled together :

then thy feast was spread. The stranger heard the

winds without; and rejoiced at thy burning oak.

Why, son of Duth-caron, art thou laid in blood!

The blasted tree bends above thoo. Thy shield lies

broken near. Thy blood mixes with the stream; thou

breaker of the shields!

Ossian took the spear, in his wrath. But Gaul

rushed forward on Foldath. The feeble pass by his

lide: his rage is turned on Monia's chief. Now they

• Tur -lalhon, hroad trunk of a tm. Morulh, zrtat stream. Oicliaoma,

mildmaiJ. X)\xn-\Qt3,tHt hill nj thiwiiy Urcam. Dulh-carc", dart-brawn
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had raised their dcathful spears : unseen au arrow

came. It pierced the hand of Gaul. His steel fell

sounding to earth. Young Fillan came,* with Cor-

niul's shield! He stretched it large before the chief.

Foldath sent his shouts abroad, and kindled all the

field: as a blast that lifts the wide-winged flame over

Lumon's eclioing groves.f

" Son of blue-eyed Clatho," said Gaul, " O Fil-

lan ! thou art a beam from heaven ; that, coming on

the troubled deep, binds up the tempest's wing.

Cormul is fallen before thee. Early art thou in the

fame of thy fathers. Rush not too far, my hero. I

cannot lift the spear to aid. I stand harmless in bat-

tle : but my voice shall be poured abroad. The

sons of Selma shall hear, and remember my former

deeds."

His terrible voice rose on the wind. The host

bends forward in fight. Often had they heard him,

at Strumon, wlien he called them to the chace of the

hinds. He stands tall, amid the war, as an oak in the

skirts of a storm, which now is clothed on high,

in mist: then shews its broad, waving head. The

musing hunter lifts his eye, from his own rushy

field
!-

* rillan had been dispatched by Gaul to oprosp Cormul, who had been

sent hy Foldath to lie in ambush behind the Caledonian army. It appears

that Fillan had killed Cormul, otherwise he could Bot besupposed to have

possessed himself sf iho shield of that chief.

+ Lumon, bcudi/ig kill i a mountain in Inis-huna, or that part of South

Britain which is over ajaiast t^e Irish coast.
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My soul pursues thee, O Fillan! tlirousli the path

of tliy fame. Thou rolledst the foe before thee. Now
FoUlath, perhaps, may fly: but night comes clown

with its clouds. Cathmor's horn is heard on high.

The sons of Selma hear the voice of Fingal, from

Mora's gathered mist. The bards pour their song,

like dew, on the returning war.

" Who conies from Strumon," they said, " amid

her wandering locks? She is mournful in her steps,

and lifts iior blue eyes towards Erin. Why art thou

sad, Evir-choma?* Who is like thy chief in renown?

He descended dreadful to battle; he returns, like a

light from a cloud. He raised the sword in wrath:

they shrunk before blue-shielded Gaul!

" Joy, like the rustling gale, comes on the soul of

the king. He remembers the battles of old; the

days, wherein his fathers fought. The days of old

return on Fingal's mind, as he beholds the renown of

his son. As the son rejoices, from his cloud, over

the tree his beams have raised, as it shakes its lonely

head on the heath; so joyful is the king over Fillan !

" As the rolling of thunder on hills, when Lara's

fields are still and dark, such are the steps of Selma,

pleasant and dreadful to the ear. They return with

their sound, like eagles to their dark-browed rock,

after the prey is torn on the field, the dun sons of the

» Kvir-clioaina, mihl and tlntcly m.>iJ, ihe wife of Haul. She was l!i«

Jauihti-r of CusUu conglass, chief ol I dionio, one of the Hobiidcs.
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bounding hind. Your fatliers rejoice from their

clouds, sons of streamy Sehna !"

Such was the nightly voice of bards, on Mora of

the hinds. A flame rose, from an himdred oaks,

which winds had torn from Cormui's steep. The

feast is spread in the midst: around sat tlie gleaming

chiefs, Fingal is there in his strength. The eagle-

wing * of his helmet sounds. The rustling blasts of

the west, unequal rush through night. Long looks

the king in silence round : at length, his words are

lieard.

" My soul feels a want in our joy. I behold

a breach among my friends. The head of one tree

is low. The squally wind pours in on Selma. Where

is the chief of Dun-lora? Ought Connal to be for-

got at the feast? When did he forget the stranger,

in the midst of his echoing hall ? Ye are silent in

my presence! Connal is then no move. Joy meet

thee, O warrior! like a stream of light. Swift be

thy course to thy fathers, along the roaring winds!

Ossian, thy soul is fire: kindle the memory of the

king. Awake the battles of Connal, when first he

shone in war. The locks of Connal were grey. His

days of youth f were mixed with mhie. In one day

• The kings of Caledonia and Ireland had a plume of eagle's feathers,

by way of ornament, in their helmets. It was from this distnguished mark

that Ossian knew Cathmor, in the second book.

+ After the death of Comhal, and during tlie usurpation of the tribe of

Morni, Fingal waseducated in private by Duihcaron. It was then he con.;

tracted that ial.mucy with Cor.nal, the son of Duihcaron, which occasions



*20 T E M O R A

:

Dnthcaron first strung our bows, against tlie roes of

Dun-lora.

" Many," I said, " are our paths to battle, in green

rallied Erin. Often did our sails arise, over the blue

tumbling waves; when wc came, in other days, to

aid the race of Conar. The strife roared once in Al-

necma, at the foam-covered streams of Duth-ula.*

With Connac descended to battle Dnthcaron from

cloudy Selma. Nor descended Dnthcaron alone, his

son was by his side, the long-hairod youth of Connal

lifting the first of his spears. Thou didst command

them, O Fingal! to aid the king of Erin.

" Like the bursting strength of ocean, the sons of

Bolga rushed to war. Colc-ulla t "Us before them,

the chief of bine-streaming Atha. The battle was

mixed on the plain. Cormac J shone hi his own

his regretting so much his fall. When Fingal was g^own up, he soon re-

duced the tribe of Morni; and, as it appears from the subsequent episode,

sent Outlicaron and his son Connal to the aid of Cormac, the son of Conar,
king of Ireland, who was driven to the last extremity, by the insurrections

of the Firbolg. This episode throws farther light on the contests between
the Caol and lirbolg.

* Duth-ula, a river in Conn-n-ght; it signifies, Hnrk-ru-hing wattr.

+ Colc-ulla, /--m look in n.idmtss ,• he was the brother of Borbar-duthul,

thr father of Cairbar and Cathnior, who, after the death of Cormac, the

son of Ariho, successively mounted the Irish throne.

} C jrmac, the son of Conar, the second kinR of Ireland, of the race of

the Caledonians. This insurrection of the Fiibolg happened towards the

Ijiterend of the long reign of Cormac. lie never possessed the Iii>h

throne peaceably. The party of the family of Atha had made several at

tempts to overturn the succession in the race of Cona, before they elV.cted

it, iu the minority of Cormac, the son of Artho> Ireland, from the most

ancient accounts concerning ii, seems to have been always so riisluibcd

by domestic commotions, that it is diflicult to say whether it ever was, for

any length of tmie, ^ul'J• ct to enc monarch. It it certain, that every pro-
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strife, bright as the fonns of his fathers. But, far

before the rest, Duthcaron hewed down the foe.

Nor slept the arm of Conual by his father's side.

Colc-v.lla prevailed on the plain: like scattered mist,

fled the people of Corniac.*

" Then rose the sword of Duthcaron, and the steel

of broad-shielded Counal. They shaded their flying

friends, like two rocks with their heads of pine.

Night came down on Duth-ula: silent strode the

chiefs over the field. A mountain-stream roared

across the path, nor could Duthcaron bound over its

course." " Why stands my father?" said Connal.

" I hear the rushing foe."

" Fly, Connal," he said. " Thy father's strength

begins to fail. I come wounded from battle. Here

let me rest in night." " But thou shalt not remain

alone," said Connal's bursting sigh. " My shield is

an eagle's wing to cover the king of Dun-lora." He

bends dark above his father. The mighty Duthcaron

dies.

Day rose, and night returned. No lonely bard ap-

*iiice, if not pverj- small district, had its own king. One of these petty

princes assumed, at times, the title of king of Ireland, and, on account of

Lis superior force, or in cases of public danger, was acknowledged by die

rest as sudi ; but the succession, from father to son, does not appear to

have been established. It was the divisions amongst themselves, arising

from the bad constitution of their govermeut, tliat, at last, subjected the

Irish to a foreign yoke.

* The inliabitants of UUinor Ulster, who were of the race of the Cale-

donian*, seem, alone, to have been the firm friends to the s

family of Conar. The Firbolg were only subject to them byc(

«mbraced every opportunity to throw off their yoke.
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peared, dtep-inu^,ing on the heath : and could Con-

iial leave the tomb of his lather, till he should re-

cei\e his fame ? He bent the bow against the rose of

Duth-ula. He spread the lonely feast. Seven nights

lie laid his head on the tomb, and saw his father in

his dreams. He saw him rolled, dark, in a blast, like

the vapour of reedy Lego. At length tiie steps of

* Colgan came, the bard of high Temora. Duthcaron

received his fame, and brightened, as he rose ou tli«

wind.

• Colgan, the son of Caihm-il, was ihe principal bard of Cormac, king

of Ireland. The following dialogue, on the loves of Fiiigal and Ros-crana,

may be ascribed to him .-

ROS-CRANA. By night, came a dream to Ros-crana ! I feel my beat-

ing soul. No vision of the forms of the dead came to the blue eyes of

Erin. But, rising from the wave of the north, 1 beheld him bright in his

locks. 1 beheld the son of the king. My beating soul is high. 1 laid nijr

head down in night; again ascended Ihe form. Why delayest thou thy

coming, young rider of stormy waves

!

But there, far distant, he comes; where seas roll their green ridges in

mist ! Young dweller of my soul ; why dost thou dela)—
FINGAL. It was Ihe soft voice of Moi-lena ! the pleasant breeze of the

valley of roes '. But why dost tliouhide thee in shades! Young love of he-

roes rise. Are not thy steps covered with light; In thy groves thou ap-

pearest, Ros-crana, like the sun in the gathering of clouds. Why dost tliuu

hide thee in shades? Young love of heroes rise.

ROS-CRANA. My fluttering soul is high : Let me turn from the step;

of the king. He has heard my secret voice, and shall my blue eyes roll in

his presence ; Roe of the hill of moss, toward thy dwelling 1 move. Meet

me, ye breezes of Mora ! as ) move through the valley of winds. But why

should he ascend his ocean ? Son of heroes, my soul is thine ; My steps

shall not move to the desert : the light of Ros-crana is here.

FINGAL. It was the light tread of a ghost, the lair dweller of eddying

winds. Why deceivest ihou me, with thy voice f Here let me resi in

shades. Shouldst thou stretch thy while arm from thy grove, thou sun-

beam of Cormac of Erin

'

ROS-CHANA. Heisgone; and my blue eyes are dim ; f.iint-rollingin

all my teart. But, there, I behold him, alone; king of Selma, my soul is

Miin«. Abrae! what clanging of armour! Colc-uUa sf Alh* is near I
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" Pleasant to the ear," saiil Fiiigal, " is the praise

of the kings of men ; when their bows are strong in

battle ; when they soften at the sight of the sad.

Thus let my name be renowned, when bards shall

lighten my rising soul. Carril, son of Kinfena! take

the bards and raise a tomb. To-night let Connal

dwell within his narrow house. Let not the soul of

the valiant wander on the winds. Faint glimmers the

moon on Moi-lena, through the broad-headed groves

of the hill! Raise stones, beneath its beam, to all the

fallen in war. Though no chiefs were they, yet

their hands were strong in fight. They were my rock

in danger. The raountam from which I spread my
eagle-wings. Thence am I renowned. Carril forget

not the low
!"

Loud, at once, from the hundred bards, rose the

song of the tomb. Carril strode before them, they

are the murmur of streams behind his steps. Silence

dwells in the vales of Moi-lena, where each, with its

own dark rill, is winding between the hills. I heard

the voice of the bards, lessening, as they moved

along. I leaned forward from my shield ; and felt

the kiudlmg of my soul. Half-formed, the words of

my song burst forth upon the wind. So hears a tree,

on the vale, the voice of spring around. It pours its

green leaves to the sun. It shakes its lonely head.

The hum of the mountain bee is near it ; the hunter

sees it, with joy, from the blasted heath.
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Younj; Fillan at a distance stood. His helmet lav

glittermg on the ground. His dark hair is loose to

the blast. A beam of light is Clatho's son! He

heard the words of the king, witli joy. He leaned

forward on his spear.

" My son," said car-borne Fingal ; " I saw thy

deeds, and my soul was glad. The fame of our fa-

thers, I said, bursts from its gatheruig cloud. Tliou

art brave, son of Clatho ! but headlong in the strife.

So did not Fingal advance, though he never feared a

foe. Let thy people be a ridge behind. They are

thy strength in the field. Then shalt thou be lonj

renowned, and behold the tombs of the old. The

memory of the past returns, my deeds in other years:

when first I descended from ocean on the green val-

leyed isle."

We bend towards the voice of the king. The moon

looks abroad from her cloud. The grey-skirted jnist

is near: the dwelling of the ghosts!
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BOOK IV.

ARGUMENT.

Tlie second night continues. Fingal relates, at tlie feast,

his own first expedition into Ireland, and his marriage

witli Roscrana, the daughter of Corinac, king of that

island. The Iiish chiefs convene in the presence of Cath-

inor. The situation of the king described. The stoi-y of

Sul-malla, the daughter of Conmor, king of Inis-huna, who,

in the disguise of a young warrior, had followed Cathnior

to tlie war. The sullen behavioiu- of Foldath, who had

commanded in the battle of the preceding day, renews the

difference between him and Malthos ; but Cathmor, inter-

posing, ends it. Tlie chiefs feast, and hear the song of

Fonai- the bard. Cathmor returns to rest, at a distance

from the army. The ghost of his brother Cairbar ap-

pears to him in a dream ; and obscurely foretels the issue

of the wai". The soUloquy of tlie king. He tUsCovers

Sul-malla. INIorning comes. Her soUIoquy closes the book.

* " Beneath an oak," said the king, " I sat on

Selma's streamy rock, when Connal rose, from the

* This episode lus an immediate connection with the story of Connal
and Dulli-caron, in tlie latter end of tlie tliird book. Fingal, sitting: he-

VOL. II. Q
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sea, \\ itii tlu- broken spear of Duth-caron, Far dis-

tant stood the youtli. He turned away his eyes. lie

rcnienibered the steps of his father, on his own green

hills. I darkened iu my place. Dusky thoughts flew

over my soul. The kings of Erin rose before me. I

Jialf unsheathed the sword. Slowly approached the

chiefs. They lifted up their silent eyes. Like a ridge

of clouds, they wait for the bursting forth of my
voice. My voice was, to llieuj, a vind from heaven

to roll the mist away.

" I bade my white sails to lise, before the roar of

Cona's wind. Three hundred youths looked, from

their waves, on Fingal's bossy shield. High on the

mast it hung, and marked the daik-blue sea. But

when night came down, I struck, at times, the warn-

ing boss: 1 struck, and looked on liigh, for fiery-

liaired Ul-erin. * Nor absent was the star of heaven.

It travelled red between the clouds. I pursued the

lovely beam, on the fajjit-gleamiug deep. With morn-

ing, Erin rose in niibt. We came into the bayof Moi-

lena, where its blue waters tumbled, in the bosom of

echoing woods. Here Cormac, in his secret hall,

avoids the strength of Colc-ulla. Nor he alone avoids

neatli an oak, near the palace of Selma, discovers Connal just landing from

Ireland. The danqer which threatened Cormac king of Ireland induces him

Jo sail immediately to that island. '1 he story is introduced, by the kins, •''

a pattern for the future behaviour of Fillan, who.c rashness in the preced-

ing battle is reprimandetl.
• L'l-crin, ilie guiife to Ivtiand, a star known by that name in the days

i)f Fiiigal, and v: rv useful lo those wlio sailed, by niihl,from the llcbridcf,

(r Caledonia, ti. tlie cua^t u[ Ul^icr.
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the foe. The blue eye of Ros-crana is there : Ros-

crana,* white-handed maid, the daughter of the king

!

" Grey, on his pointless spear, came forth the aged

steps of Cormac. He smiled, from his waving locks;

but grief was in his soul. He saw us few before him,

and his sigh arose. " I see the arms of Trenmor,"

he said ;
" and these are the steps of the king! Fin-

gal ! thou art a beam of light to Cormac's darkened

soul. Early is thy fame, my son: but strong are the

foes of Erin. They are like the roar of streams in the

land, son of car-borne Comhal \" " Yet they may be

rolled! away," I said m my rising soul. " We are

not of the race of the feeble, king of blue-shielded

hosts! Why should fear come amongst us, like a

ghost of night ? The soul of the valiant grows, when

foes increase in the field. Roll no darkness, king of

Erin, on the young in war!"

" The bursting tears of the king came down. He

seized my hand in silence." " Race of the daring

Trenmor l" at length he said, " I roll no cloud before

thee. Thou bumest iu the fire of thy fathers. I be-

hold thy fame. It marks thy course m battle, like a

* Ros-crana, f/ie beam of the rising sun ; she was tlie mother of Ossian.

The Irish bards relate strange fictions concerning this princess. Their sto-

ries, however, concerning Fingal, if they mean him by Fion Mac-Comnul,

are so inconsistent and notoriously fabulous, that they do not deserve to

be meniioned ; for they evidently bear, along with them, the marks of late

invention.

+ Cormac had said that the foes were like the roar of streams, and Fin-

gal continues the metaphor. The speech of the young hero is spirited, and

consistent with tliat sedate intrei)idi(y, which eminenUy distinguislies his

character throvghout.
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stream of light. But wait the coming of Cairbar,*

my son must join thy sword. He calls the sons of

Erin, from all their distant streams."

" We came to the hall of the king, wlicre it roso

in the midst of rocks, on whose dark sides were the

marks of streams of old. Broad oaks bend around

witli their moss. The thick birch is waving near.

Half hid, in her shady grove, Ros-crana raises the

song. Her white hands move on the harp. I be-

held her blue-rolling eyes. She was like a spirit f of

lieavcn half-folded in the skirt of a cloud !"

* Cairbar, the son of Cormac. was afterwards king of Ireland. His reign

vas short. He was succeeded by his son Artho, the father of that Coraiac

who was murdered by Cairb.-ir the son of Borbar-dulhul. Cairbar, tlie son

of Cormac, long after his son Artho was grown to man's estate, had, by his

wife Beltanno, another son, whose name was Ferad- .^rtho. He was the

only one remaining of the race of Conar the first king of Ireland, when
Fingal"s expedition against Cairbar the son of Borbar-duthul happened.

Sec more of Ferad-arlho in the eighth book.

+ The attitude of Ros-crana is illustrated by this simile ; for the ideas of

those times, concerning the spirits of the deceased, were not so gloomy and

disagreeable, n^ iliuse iif suci-ccditij a^es. Tr.e spirits of women, ii was

supposcii, u-',i,,;. i til ;ii .U'. u.iiii r ;. -• ! v.liiic living, and

which 11. r;,, 1 I
.

I. jIj.. i
,

- .:; ))oets, less an-

cient ili.in II i.in. l,i>'- 1 I. u. I'l iliuv.- ii.Mui :i i,i' i; -. ilijt ajjpeared

jometimes I'li tlic lulls, aic ck'gaui and piciurcM]iii.-. J'licy compare tliem

to the rain-bow on stnams ; or, tki gilding of sun-beams on the hills.

A chief who lived three centuries ago, returning from the war, under-

stood that his wife or mistress was dead. A bard introduces him speaking

the following soliloquy, when became within sight of the place, where he
kad \tU her, at his departure :

' My soul darkens in sorrow. 1 behold not the smoak of my hall. No
jvcy dog bounds at my streams. Silence dwells m the valley of trees.

" Is tliai a rain-buw on Crunath ? It flies: and the sky is dark. Again»

thou movcst, bright, on the heath, thou sun-beam clotlied in a shower

!

Hah! iii'.shc, my love! her gliding course on the bosom of winds!"

Jn succeeding times the Lesuiy ol Koiciana pas.-cd into a proverb; and
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" Three clays we feasted at iNIoi-lena. She rises

bright in my troubled soul. Corniac beheld me dark.

He gave the white-bosomed maid. She comes with

bending eye, amid the wandering of her heavy locks.

She came ! Straight the battle roared. Colc-ulla ap-

peared : I took my spear. My sword rose, with my

people, against the ridgy foe. Alnecma fled. Colc-

ulla fell. Fingal returned with fame."

" Renowned is he, O Fillan ! who fights, in the

strength of his host. The bard pursues his steps,

through the land of the foe. But he who fights

alone; few are his deeds to other times! He shines,

to-day, a mighty light. To-morrow, he is low. One

song contains his fame. His name is on one dark

field. He is forgot ; but where his tomb sends forth

the tufted grass."

Such are the words of Fingal, on INIora of the

roes. Three bards, from the rock of Corraul, pour"

down the pleasing song. Sleep descends, in the

sound, on the broad-skirted host. Carril returned,

with the bards, from the tomb of Dun-lora's chief.

The voice of moniing shall not come to the dusky

bed of Duth-caron. No more shalt thou hear the

tread of roes around thy narrow house

!

As roll- the troubled clouds, round a meteor of

Uie highest compliment, th.it could be paid to a woman, was to compare
her person with the daughter of Cormac.

'S tu fein an Ros-crana. *

Siul Chonaaec na n'ioma Ian,
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uiglil, ulicii they brighten their sides, with its light,

ah)iig the heaving sea: so gathers Erin, around the

gleamuig fonn of Cathmor. He, tall hi the midst,

careless lifts, at times, his spear: as swells or falls

the sound of Fonar's distant harp. * Near him lean-

ed, against a rock, Sul-mallat of blue eyes, the

white-bosomed daughter of Conmor, kuig of Inis-

huna. To his aid came blue-shielded Cathmor, and

rolled his foes away. Sul-malla beheld iiim stately

in the hall offcasts. Nor careless rolled the eyes of

Cathmor on the long-haired maid !

The third day arose, when FithilJ came, from

• In order to illuslra e this passage, 1 shall give, here, the history on
wliich it is founded, as I have gathered it from tradition. The nation of

the Firbolg who inhabited the suuih of Ireland, being originally descended

from the Bclgx, who possessed the south and south-west coast of Britain,

kept up, for many ages, an amicable correspondence with their mother
country ; and sent aid to the British Belgi, when they were pressed by the

Romans or other new comers from the continent. Conmor, king of Inis-

liuna (that part of South Britain wliich is over against the Irish coast) be-

ing attacked, by what enemy is not mentioned, sent for aid to Caitbar,

lord of Aiha, the most potent chief of the I-iibolg. Cairbar dispatched his

brother Cathmor to the assistance of Con-mor. Cathmor, after various vi-

cissitudes of fortune, put an end to the war, by the total defeat of the ene-

mies of Inis-huna, and returned in triumph to the residence of Con-mor.

There, at a feast, Sul-malla, the daughter of Con-mor, fell desiierately in

ove with Cathmor, who, before her passion was disclosed, was recalled to

Ireland by his brnther Cairbar, upon the news of the intended expedition

of Fiugal.to re-establish the fjmily of Conar on the Irish throne. The wind

being contrary, Cathmor remained, for tlireedays, in a neighbouring bay,

during which time Sul-malla disguised herself in the habit of a young war-

rior, and came to oflfer him her service in the war. Cathmor accepted of

the proposal, sailed for Ireland, and arrived in Ulster a few days before the

death of Cairbar.

+ Sul-malla, ilnvly-roUing ryes, don-mot, mild and t,ill. Inishuna,

£reea island.

Fithil, an inferior bard. It may either be taken here for the proper

name of a n:an, or in the literal sense, as the bards were the l.eralds and

missengcrsof those times. Cathmor, it is probable, was abicnt, wlien the
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Erin of the streams. He told oF the lifthig up of the

shield* in Sehiia: He told of the danger of Cairbar.

Cathmor raised the sail at Cluba: but the winds

were in other lands. Three days he reinained on the

coast, and turned his eyes on Coninar's halls. He

remembered the daughter of strangers, and his sigh

arose. Now when the winds awaked the wave : from

the hill came a youth in arms; to lift the sword with

Cathmor, in his echoing fields. It was the white-

armed Sul-malla. »Secret she dwelt beneath her hel-

luet. Her steps were in .the path of the king: on him

her blue eyes rolled with joy, when he lay by his

roaring streams! But Cathmor thought, that, on

Luraon, she still pursued the roes. He thought, that

fair on a rock, she stretched her white hand to the

wind ; to feel its course from Erin, the green dwell-

ing of her love. He had promised to return, with

rebellion of his brother Cairbar, and the assassination of Ccrmac, king of

Ireland, happened. Cathmor and his followers had only arrived, from
Inis-huna, three days before the death of Cairbar, which sufficiently clears

hii character from any imputation of being concerned in the con:piracy

with his brother.

* The ceremony which was used by Fingal, when he prepared fbr an ex-

pedition, is related thus in tradilii n : A bard, at mid-niglit, went to iha

hall, where the tribes feasted upon solemn occasions, raised xhewitr song,

and llirice called the spirits of their deceased ar.ccsiors to come, nn their

clouds, to behold the actions of their children . He then fixed the shield of
Trenmnr on a tree on the rock of Sclina, striking it, at times, with the blunt

end of a spear, and singing t'.ie war-song between. Thus he did, for three

successive nights, and, in il.e mean time, messengers were dispatched to

call together the tr.bes ; or, to use nn mr^eiit expie'^Mnn, /o cnl thervrrmn

ml their iff.uns. This phra,e :,i;-; '.:-• :,.
:

• •. „f



232 TEMORA:
his white-bosomed sails. The maid is near thee, O
Cathmor! leaning on her rock.

The tall forms of the chiefs stand around ; all but

dark-browed Foldath/^ He leaned against a dis-

tant tree, rolled into his haughty soul. His bushy

hair whistles in wind. At times, bursts the hum of a

song. He struck the tree, at length, ui wrath ; and

rushed before the king! Calm and stately, to the

beam of the oak, arose the fonn of young Hidalla.

His hair falls round his blushing cheek, in wreaths of

waving light. Soft was his voice in Clonra, 1 in the

valley of his fathers. Soft was his voice when he

touched the harp, in the hall, near his roaring

streams!

" King of Erin," said Hidalla, " now is the tune to

feast. Bid the voice of bards arise. Bid them roll

the night away. The soul returns, from song, more

terrible to war. Darkness settles on Erin. From hill

to hill bend the skirted clouds. Far and grey, on the

heath, the dreadful strides of ghosts are seen: the

ghosts of those who bend forward to their song.

Bid, O Cathmor! the harjis to rise, to brighten the

dead, on their wandering blasts."

• The surly attitude of FoWath is a proper preamble to his after-brha-

viour. Chaffed with the disappointment of the victory which he promised

himself, he becomes passionate and overbearing. The quarrel which suc-

ceeds befveen him and Malthos, is introduced to raise the characiir of

Cathmor,whose superior worth shines forth in his manly manner of ending

the difference between the chiefs.

+ Claon-rath, uHndiiig field. The th are seldom pronounced audibly in

the Galic language.
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" Be all the dead forgot," said Foldath's bursting

wrath. " Did not I foil in the field? Shall I then

hear the song? Yet was not loy course hannless in

war. Blood was a stream around my steps. But the

feeble were behind me. The foe has escaped from

my sword. In Clonra's vale touch thou the harp.

Let Dura answer to the voice of Hidalla. Let some

maid look, from the wood, on thy long, yellow locks.

Fly from Lubar's echoing plain. This is the field of

heroes
!"

" King of Erin,"* Malthos said, " it is thine to

lead m war. Thou art a fire to our eyes, on the

dark-brown field. Like a blast thou hast past over

hosts. Thou hast laid them low in blood. But who

has heard thy words returning from the field? The

wrathful delight in death : their remembrance rests

on the wounds of their spear. Strife is folded in

their thoughts: their words are ever heard. Thy

course, chief of Moma, was like a troubled stream.

The dead were rolled on thy path: but others also

lift the spear. We were not feeble behind thee; but

the foe was strong."

Cathmor beheld the rising rage, and bending for-

ward of either chief: for, half-unslieathed, they held

their swords, and rolled their silent eyes. Now would

they have mixed in horrid fray, had not the wrath of

e reprimand to the b'us-
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Catlimor biinied. lie drew his sword : it gleamed

through night, to the high-flamiug oak !" " Sons of

pride," said the king, " allay your swelling souls. Re-

tire in night. Why should my rage arise? Should I

contend with both ui arms? It is no time for strife!

Retire, ye elouds, at my feast. Awake my soul no

more."

They sunk from the king on either side; like* two

columns of morning mist, when the sun rises, between

them, on his glittering rocks. Dark is their rolling on

either side ; each toward its reedy pool

!

Silent sat tlte chiefs at the feast. They look, at

times, on Atha's king, where he strode, on his rock,

amid his settling soul. The host lie, along the field.

Sleep descends on Moi-lena. The voice of Tonar as-

cends alone, beneath his distant tree. It ascends in

the praise of Cathmor, son of LartJion t of Lumon.

• Tliis comparison is favourable lo the superiority of Calhmor over his

two cliiefs. 1 shall illustraie this passage with another from a fragment of

an ancient poem, just now in my hands. " As the sun is above the va-

pours, which his beams have raised ; so is the soul of the king above the

sons of fear, 'ihey roll dark below him; he rejoices in the robe of his

beam^:. But when feeble deeds wander on the soul of the king, he is a

<larkened sun rolled along the sky j the valley is sad below ; flowers wither

beneath the dropsof the night."

+ Lear-thon, sta -wave, llie name of the chief of that colony of the Fir-

bolg, which first migrated into Ireland. Lartlion's first St-ttlemeut in that

country is related in the seventh book. He was the ancesiot of Cathmoi ;

and is here called Larlhou uf Lumon, from a high hill of that name in Inis-

huna, the ancient seat of the Fiibolg. The character of Calhmor is pre-

served. He had mentioned, in the first hook, the aver.-ion of that chi^f to

praise, and we find him here lying at the side of a stream, that the noise of

it might drown the voice of Fonar, who, according to the custom of the

times, sung his euligium in \\\^tvenUig song. Though other chiefs, as well

as Cathmur, mi^ht be averse to licar tlielr own pr-iise, we find it the um.
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But Cathmor did not hear his praise. He lay at the

roar of a stream. The rustling breeze of night flew

over his whistling locks.

His brother came to his dreams, half-seen from his

low-hung cloud. Joy rose darkly in his face. He

had heard the song of Carril.* A blast sustained his

dark-skirted cloud; which he seized in the bosom of

night, as he rose, with his fume, towards his airy hall.

Half-mixed with the noise of the stream, he poured

his feeble words.

" Joy meet tlie soul of Cathmor. His voice was

heard on Moi-lena. The bard gave his song to Cair-

bar. He travels on the wuid. My form is in my fli-

ther's hall, like the gliding of a terrible light, which

dajts across the desert, in a stormy night. No bard

shall be wanting at thy tomb, when thou art lowly

laid. The sons of song love the valiant. Cathmor,

thy name is a pleasant gale. The mournful sounds

versal policy of the limes, to allow the bards to be as extravagant as they

pleased in their encomiums on the leaders of armies, in the presence of

their people. The vulgar, who had no great ability to judge for them-

selves, received the characters of their princes entirely upon the faith of

Iheir bards.

* Carril, the son of Kinfena, by the orders of Ossian, sung the funeral

elegy at the tomb of CairLar. See the second book, towards the end. In

all these poems, the visits of ghosts, to their living friends, are short, and

their language obscure, both which circumstances tend to throw a solemn

gloom on these supernatural scenes. Towards the latter end of the speech

of the ghost of Cairbar, he foretels the death of Cailvmor, by enumeraiing

those signals, which, according to the opinion of the times, preceded the

death of a person renowned. It was thought that the ghosts of deceased

bards sung, tor three nights preceding the death (near the place where his

tomb was to be raised), round an unsubstantial figure which repressnied

the body of the person who was lo die.
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arise! On Lubar's field there is a voice! Louder

still, ye sl'.adowy ghosts ! The dead were full of

fame ! Shrilly swells the feeble sound. The rougher

blast alone is heard ! Ah, soon is Cathmor low !"

Rolled into himself he flew, wide on the bosom of

winds. The old oak felt his departure, and shook

its whistling head. Cathmor starts from rest. He

takes liis deathful spear. He lifts his eyes around.

He sees but dark-skirted night.

*' It * was the voice of the king," he said. '• But

now his form is gone. Unmarked is yo\tr path in the

air, ye children oi the night. Often, like a reflected

beam, are ye seen in the desert wild : but ^e retire

hi your blasts, before our steps approach. Cio then,

ye feeble race ! Knowledge with you there is none

!

Your joys are weak, and like the dreams of our rest,

or the light-winged thought, that flies across the soul.

Shall Cathmor soon be low? Darkly laid in his nar-

row house? Where no morning comes, with her half-

opened eyes? Away, thou shade! to light is mine!

All further thought away! I rush forth, on eagle's

wings, to sseize my beam of fame. In the lonely vale

of streams, abides the narrow t soul. Yeare roll on,

» The soliloquy of Catlimor suits Uie magnanimily of his character.

Though staggered at first with the prediction of Cairbar's ghost, he soon

comforts himself with ibe agreeable prospect of his future renown ; and,

like Achilles, prefers a short and glorious life, to an obscure lenRth of years

+ An indolent and unwarlike lifewashcld in extreme contempt. What-

ever a philosopher may say, in praise of quiet and retirement, 1 am far

from thinking, Imi Uiey weaken and debase tl«c human inind. When the
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seasons return, but lie is still unknown. In a blast

conies cloudy death, and lays his grey head low. His

ghost is folded in the vapour of the fenny field. Its

course is never on hills, nor mossy vales of wind. So

shall not Cathmor depart. No boy m the field was

he, who only marks the bed of roes, upon the echo-

ing hills. My issuing forth was with kmgs. My joy

in dreadful plains: where broken hosts are rolled

away, like seas before the wind."

So spoke the kmg of Alnecma, brightening in his

rising soul. Valour, like a pleasant flame, is gleam-

ing within his breast. Stately is his stride on the

heath ! The beam of east is poured around. He

saw his grey host on the field, wide spreading their

ridges in light. He rejoiced, like a spirit of heaven,

whose stei>s come forth on the seas, when he beholds

them peaceful round, and all the winds are laid. But

soon he awakes the waves, and rolls them large to

some echoing shore.

faculties of the soul are not exerted, they lose their vigour, and loiv and

circumscribed notions take the place of noble and enlarged ideas. Action,

on the contrary, and the vicissitudes of fortune which attend it, call forth,

by turns, all the powers of the mind, anH, by exercising, strengthen them.

Hence it is, that in great and opulent states, when property and indolence

are secured to individuals, we seldom meet with that strength of mind
which is so common in a nation not far advanced in civilization. It is a cu-

rious, but just observation, that great kingdoms seldom produce great cha-

racters, wliich must be altogether attributed to that indolence and dissipa-

tion, which are the inseparable companions of too much property and secu-

rit5'. Rome, it i> certain, had more real great men within it, when its power
•was confined wiihin the narrow bounds of Latium, than when its dominion

extended over all the known world; and one petty state of the Saxon

heptarchy had, perhaps, as much genuine spirit in it, as the two British

kingdoms united. As a state, we are much more powerful than our ances-

. tors, but we would lose by comparing individuals with them.
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On llie nishv bank of a stream, slept llie daugh-

ter of Inis-huna. The helmet had fallen from her

head. Her dreams were in the lands of her fathers.

There morning is on the field. Grey streams leap

down from the rocks. The breezes, in shadowy

waves, fly over the rushy fields. There is the sound

that prepares for the chace. There the moving of

warriors from the hall. But tall above the rest is seen

the hero of streamy Atha. He bends his eye of love

on Sul-maila, from his stately steps. She turns,

with pride, her face away, and careless bends the

bow.

Such were the dreams of the maid, when Catimior

of Atha came. He saw her fair face before him, in

the midst of her wandering locks. He knew the

niaidofLumon. What should Cathmor do? His

sighs arise. His tears come down. But straight he

turns away. " This is no time, king of Atha, to

awake thy secret soul. The battle is rolled before

thee, like a troubled stream."

He struck that warning boss,* wiieroin dwelt the

voice of war. Erin rose around him, like the sound

of eagle-wing. Sul-malla started from slet p, in her

disordered locks. She seized the helmet iVom earth.

She trembled in her place. " \Miy should they know

• In order to undor^tand this passage, it is necessar)- to look to the de-

Bciiption of Caihmor's shiold in the >:cvcnth book. This MeM liad seven

principjl bosses, ihe sound of each of which, when >lriick with a spear,

•conveyed a particular order from the king to his tribes. The sound ofone

0f thcni, as hcu-, was liie ki^nal lor the am
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in Erin of the daughter of luis-huna?" She remem-

bered the race of kings. The pride of her soul

arose! Her steps are behind a rock, by the blue-

winding * stream of a vale : where dwelt the dark-

brown hind ere yet the war arose. Thither came the

voice of Cathmor, at times, to Sul-malla's ear. Her

soul is darkly sad. She pours her words on wind.

" The dreams of Inis-huna departed. They are

dispersed from my soul. I hear not the chace in

my land. I am concealed in the skirt of war. I look

forth from ray cloud. No beam appears to light my
path. I behold my warrior low ; for the broad-

fhielded king is near, he that overcomes in danger,

Fingal from Selma of spears ! Spirit of departed

Conmor! are thy steps on the bosom of winds?

Comest thou, at times, to other lands, father of sad

Sul-malla? Thou dost come! I have heard thy

voice at niglit ; while yet I rose on the wave to Erin

of the streams. The ghost of fathers, they say,t call

» This was not the valley of Lona to which Sul-malla afterwards retired.

+ Con-mor, the father of Sul-malla, was killed in that war, fromwhicli

Cathmor delivered Inis-huna. Lormar his son succeeded Conmor. It

wasthe opinion of the times, when a person was reduced to a pitch of

misery, which could admit of no alleviation, that the ghosts of his ances-

tors called his soul away. This supernatural kind of death was called the

voice oj the dead; and is believed by the superstitious vulgaT to this day.

There is no people in the world, perhaps, who give more universal cre-

dit to apparitions, and the visits of the ghosts of the deceased to their

friends, than the ancient Scots. This is to be attributed as much, at least,

to the situation of the country they possess, as to that credulous disposition

which distinguishes an unenlightened people. As their business was feed-

ing of cattle, in dark and extensive deserts, so their journeys lay over wide

and unfreijuented heatlis, where, often, they were obliged to sleep in tlie
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awav the souls of their race, while they behold them

loijely in the midst of woe. Call me, my fnther,

away ! When Calhmor is low on earth. Then shall

Sul-malla be lonely in the midst of woe !"

open air, amidit the whistling of winds, and roar of water-falls. The
gloominess of the scenes around them was apt to beget that melancholy

disposition of mind, which most readily receives impressions of the extra-

ordinary and supernatural kind. Falling asleep in thisgloomy mood, and
their dreams being disturbed by the noise of the elements around, it is no

matter of wonder, that they thought they heard ihe vnict of tic dead. This

voice ofthe dead., however, was, perhaps, no more than a shriller whistle

ofthewindsin an old tree, or in the chinks of a neighbourin;; rock. It is

to this cause I ascribe those many and improbable tales of ghosts, which
we meet with in the Highlands : for, in other respects, we do not find that

ilic inhabitants are more credulous than their neighboun.
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ARGUMENT.

TUc poet, after a short address to the harp of Cona, describei

tlie arrangement of both armies on either side of the river

Lubar. Fingal gives the command to Fillan ; but, at the

same time, orders Gaul, the son of Momi, who had been

wounded in the hand in tlie preceding battle, to assist him

witli his counsel. The army of the Fiibolg is commanded

by Foldath. Tlie general onset is described. The great

actions of Fillan. He kills Rothmar and Culmin. But when

Fillan conquers in one wng, Foldath presses hard on the

other. He woUnds Dermid, the son of Duthno, and puts

the whole wing to flight. Dermid deliberates with himself,

and, at last, resolves to put a stop to the progicss of Fol-

dath, by engaging him m single combat. When tlie two

chiefs were approaching towards one another, Fillan came
suddenly to tlie relief of Dermid ; engaged Foldatli, and

killed him. The behaviour of Malthos towards the fallen

Foldath. Fillan puts the whole army of the Firbolg to

flight. The book closes with an address to Clatho, the mo-
ther of that hero.

Thou dweller between the shields, that hang, on

high, in Ossian's hall ! Descend from thy place,
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harp, and let me hear thy voice! Son of Alpin, strike

the string. Thou must awake the soul of the bard.

The murmur of Lora's * stream has rolled the tale

away. I stand in the cloud of years. Few are its

openings towards the past; and when the vision

comes, it is but dim and dark. I hear tliee, harp of

Selma ! my soul returns, like a breeze, which the sun

brings back to the vale, where dwelt the laz\' mist

!

Lubar f is bright before me in the windings of its

vale. On either side, on their hills, rise the tall forms

of the kings. Their people are poured around them,

bending forward to their words: as if their fatliers

spoke, descenduig from the winds. But they them-

selves are like two rocks in the midst; each with its

dark head of pines, when tliey are seen in the desert,

* Lora is often mentioned ; it was a small and rapid stream in the nelgh-

Ijourhood of Sclraa. There is no vestige of this name now remaining;

though it appears from a very old song, which the translator has seen, that

one of tlie sm411 rivers on the north-west coast was called Lora some cen-

turies ago.

+ From several passages in the poem we may form a distinct idea of tlie

scene of the action of Temora. At a small distance from one another rose

the hills of Mora and Lora; the first possessed hy Fingal, the second by the

army of Cathmor. Through tlie intermediate plain rati the small river

Lubar, on the banks of which all the battles were fought, excepting that

between Cairbar and Oscar, related in the first book. This last-mentioned

engagement happened to the north of the hill of Mora, of which Fingal

took possession, after the army of Cairbar fell back to that of Cathmor. At

some distance, but within sight of Mora, towards the west, Lubar issued

from the mountain of Crommat, and, after a short c»urse through the

plain of Moi-lcna, discharged itself into the sea near the field of battle.

Behind the mountain of Crommal r.in the small stream of Lavath, on the

banks of which Ferad-ariho, the son of Cairbrc, the only person remaining

•f the race of Cona, lived concealed in a cave, during Uic usurpation of

Ouitbar, tlie son of Burbar-dulhul. v
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above low-sailing mist. High on their face are streams,

which spread their foam on blasts of wind

!

Beneath the voice of Cathmor pours Erui, like the

sound of flame. Wide they come down to Lubar.

Before them is the stride of Foldath. But Cathmor

retires to his hill, beneath his bending oak. The

tumbling of a stream is near the king. He lifts, at

times, his gleaming spear. It is a flame to his peo-

ple, in tiie midst of war. Near him stands the daugh-

ter of Con-mor, leaning on a rock. She did not re-

joice at the strife. Her soul delighted not in blood.

A * valley spreads green behind the hill, w ith its three

blue streams. The sun is there in silence. The dun

mountain-roes come down. On these are turned the

eyes of Sul-malla in her thoughtful mood.

Fingal beholds Cathmor, onhigh,the son of Borbar-

duthul! he beholds the deep-rolling of Erin, on the

darkened plain. He strikes that warning boss, which

bids the people to obey ; when he sends his chief

before them, to the field of renown. Wide rise their

spears to the sun. Their echoing shields reply around.

Fear, like a vapour, winds not among the host: for

he, the king, is near, the strength of streamy Selma.

Gladness brightens the hero. We hear his words with

joy.

" Like the coming forth of winds, is the sound of

* It was to this valley Sul-malla retired, during the last and decisive bat-

tle between Fingal and Cathmor. It is described in the seventh book, where
it is called the vale of Lona, and the resideaceofa Druid.
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Sflnia's sons ! They are mountain waters, detenninctl

in tlieir course. Hence is Fingal renowned. Hence

is his name in other lands. He was not a lonel) beam

in danger ; for your steps w ere always near! But

never was Fingal a dreadful form, in your presence,

darkened into wrath. My voice was no thunder to

your ears. Mine eyes sent forth no death. When

the haughty appeared, I beheld them not. They were

forgot at my feasts. Like mist they melted a«ay. A
young beam is before you! Few are his paths to

war! They are few, but he is valiant. Defend my

dark-haired son. Bring Fillan back \\ith joy. Here-

after he may stand alone. His form is like his fa-

thers. His soul is a flame of their fire. Son of car-

borne Morni, move behind the youth. Let thy voice

reach Iiis car, from the skirts of war. Not unobserved

rolls battle, before thee, breaker of the shields!"

The king strode, at once, away to Cormul's lofty

rock. Intermitting, darts the light, from his shield,

as, slow the king of heroes moves. Sidelong rolls his

eye o'er the heath, as forming advance the lines.

Graceful fly his half-grey locks round his kingly fea-

tures, now lightened with dreadful joy. WJiolly

mighty is the chief! Behind him dark and slow I

moved. Straight came forward the strength of (iaul.

His shield hung loose on its thong. He sjwkc, in

iiastc, to Ossian. " Bind,* son of Fingal, tliis
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sliield ! Bind it high to the side of Gaul. The foe

may behold it, and think I lift the spear. If 1 should

fall, let my tomb be hid ui the field ; for fall I must

without fame. Mine arm cannot lift the steel. Let

not Evir-choma hear it, to blush between her locks.

Fillau, the mighty behold us! Let us not forget the

strife. Why should they come, from their hills, to

aid our flying field V
He strode on\\ ard, with the sound of his shield.

My voice pursued him as he went. " Can the sou

of Moral fall, without his fame hi Erin? but the

deeds of the mighty are forgot by themselves^^ They

rush careless over the fields of renown. Their words

^e never heard !" I rejoiced over the steps of the

chief I strode to the rock of the king, where he

sat, in his wandering locks, amid the mountaiii-

wmd!

In two dark ridges bend the hosts, toward each

other, at Lubar. Here Foldath rises a pillar of dark-

ness : there brightens the youth of Fillau. Each,

with his spear in the stream, sent forth the voice of

war. Gaul struck the shield of Selma. At once they

plunge in battle ! Steel pours its gleam on steel : like

the fall of streams shone the field, when they mix

their foam together, from two dark-browed rocks

!

Behold he comes, the son of fame I He lays the

people low ! Death sits on blasts around him ! War-

riors strew thy paths, O Fillan!
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Rotliinar,* the shield of warriors, stood between

two chinky rocks. Two oaks, which winds had lient

from high, spread their branches on either side. He

rolls his darkening e\es on Filian, and, silent, shades

his friends. Fingal saw the approaching fight. The

hero's soul arose. But as the stone of Loda t falls,

shook, at once, from rocking Druman-ard, when spirits

heave the earth in their wrath; so fell blue-shielded

Rothmar.

Near are the steps of Culmin. The youth came,

bursting into tears. Wrathful he cut the wind, ere

yet he mixed his strokes with Filian. He had first

bent the bow with Rolhmar, at the rock of his own

blue streams. There they had marked the place of

the roe, as the sun-beam flew over the feni. Why,

Jon of Cul-allin ! Why, Culmin, dost thou rush on

that beam I of light ? It is a fire that consumes. Son

* Roth-mar, the sound of the sea before a storm. Drurnanaril,A/?W/</fc

Cul-min, soft-haired. CuU-allin, beautiful locks. Stiutha, streamy river.

+ By the stone of Loda is meant a place of wor.hip among the Scandina-

vians. The Ciledonians, in their many expeditions to Orkney and Scan-

ilinavia, became acquainted widi some of the riles of the religion which

prevailed in those countries, and the ancient poetry frequently alludes to

them. There are some ruins, and circular pales of stone, remaining still

in Orkney, and the islandsof Shetland, which retain, to this day, the name
of Loda or Loaen. They seem to have difTered, materially. In their con-

struction, from those Druidical monuments which remain in Britain, and

1 he wes'.ern isles. The places of worship among the Scandinavians werr

originally rude and unadorned. In after a^es, when they oi>encd a com-

munication with other nations, they ad'^pted their manners, and built tem-

ples. TliatatUps:il, in Sweden, was amazingly rich and magnificent.

Ilarquin, of Norway, built one, near Dronthcim, little inferior to the for-

mer ; and it went always under the name of Lodcn. Mallet, introduction

<t t'hisinire tie .Oaniiemarc.

5 The pod, -.nctaphorically, calls Finau a bcamof light. Culmin. men-
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of Cul-allin, retire. Your fathers were not equal, in

the glittering strife of the field. The mother of CuU

niin remains in the hall. She looks forth on blue-

rolling Strutha. A whirlwind rises, on the stream,

dark-eddying round the ghost of her son. His dogs*

are howling in their place. His shield is bloody in

the hall. " Art thou fallen, my fair-haired son, in

Erin's dismal war 1"

As a roe, pierced in secret, lies panting, by her

wonted streams; the hunter surveys her feet of wind:

He remembers her stately bounding before. So lay

the son of Cul-allm beneath the eye of Fillan. His

hair is rolled in a little stream. His blood wanders

on his shield. Still his hand holds the sword, that

failed him in the midst of danger. " Thou art fal-

len," said Fillan, " ere yet thy fame was heard. Thy

father sent thee to war. He expects to hear of thy

deeds. He is grey, perhaps, at his streams. His

tjoned here, was the son of Clonmar, chief of Sliutha; by the beautiful Cul-

allin. She was so remarkable for the beauty of her person, that slie is in-

troduced, frequently, in the similiesandallusionsof ancient poetry. Mar
Chulaluin Ssrutha nun sian , Lavdy as Cid-aUin of Strutha of the storms.

* Dogs were thought to be sensible of the death of their master, let it

happen at ever so great a distance. It was also the opinion of the times,

that the arms which warriors left at home became bloody, when they them-

selves fell in battle. It was from those signs that Cul-allin is supposed to

understand that her son is killed; in which she is confirmed hy the appear-

ance of his ghost. Her sudden and short excl imation is more judicious in

the poet, than if she had extended hercomplainis to a greater length. The
attitude of the fallen youth, and Fillan's rtflections over him, come forcibly

tiack on the mind, when we consider, that the supposed situation of the

father of Culmin, wa« so similar to that of Fiogal, after tfie death of FiUan

himself.
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eyes are toward Moi-lena. But thou shalt not return

with the spoil of the fallen foe !"

Fillaii pours the flight of Erin before him, over the

resounding heatii. But, man on man, fell Morven

before the dark-red rage of Foldath : for, far on the

field, he poured the roar of half his tribes. Dermid

stands before him in wrath. The sons of Selma ga-

thered around. But his shield is cleft by Foldath.

His people fly over the heath.

Then said the foe, in his pride, " They have fled.

My fame begins ! Go, Malthos, go bid Cathmor

guard the dark-rolling of ocean; that Fingal may not

escape from my sword. He must lie on earth. Be-

side some fen shall his tomb be seen. It shall rise

without a song. His ghost shall hover, in mist, over

the reedy pool."

Malthos heard, with darkening doubt. He rolled

his silent eyes. He knew the pride of Foldath. He

looked up to Fingal on his hills: then darkly turning,

in doubtful mood, he plunged his sword in war.

In Clono's * narrow vale, where bend two trees

above the stream, dark, in his grief, stood Duthno's

* This valley had its name from Clono, son of Leihmal of Lora, one of

the ancestors of Dermid, the son of Dulhno. His liiitorjr is thus related in

tn old poem. In the days of Conar, the ton of Trenmor, the first king of

Ireland, Clono passed over into that kingdom, from Caledonia, Id aid Co-

nar against the Firl.olg. Being remaikable f )r the beauty of his person, \\s

•oon drew the attention of Sulmin, the young wife of an Irish chief. She

disclosed her passion, which was not properly returned by the Cjledonian.

The lady sickened, through disappointment, and her love for Clono came
t« the ears of her husband. Fired with jealousy, he vowed reveD£e.



AN EPIC POEM. 249

sUeiit son. The blood pours from the side of Dermid.

His shield is broken near. His spear leans agamst a

stone. Why, Dermid, why so sad? " I hear the

roar of battle. P.Iy people are alone. My steps are

slow on the heath; and no shield is mine. Shall he

then prevail? It is then after Dermid is low ! I will

call thee forth, O Foldath! and meet thee yet in

He took his spear, with dreadful joy. The son of

Monii came. " Stay, son of Duthno, stay thy

speed. Thy steps are marked with blood. No
bossy shield is thuie. Why shouldst thou fall un-

armed ]" " Son of Morni! give thou thy shield.

Clono, to avoid his raje, departed from Tcmora, in order to pass over

into Scotland; and, being benighted in the valley mentioned here, belaid

him down to sleep. There Lethmal descended in the dreams of Clono, and
told him that danger was near,

GHOST OF LETHMAL. <« Arise from tliy bed of moss, son of low-laid

Lethmal, arise. The sound of the coming of foes, descends along the

wind.

CLONO. " Wliose voice is lliat, hke many streams, in tlie seas»n of

GHOST OF LETHMAL. " Arise, thou dweller of the souls of the

lovely; son of Lethma!, arise.

CLONO. " How dreary is the njght ! The moon is darkened in the

sky; red are the paths ofghosts along its sullen face ! Grc.-n skirted me-
teors set around. Dull is the roaring of streams, from the valley of dim
forms I hear thee, spirit of my father, on ihe eddying course of the wind.

I hear thee; but thou bendest not, forward, thy tall form, from the skirts

of night."

As Clono prepared to depart, the husband of Sulmin came up, with his

numerous attendants. Clono defended himself, but, after a gallant re-

iistance, he va5 overpowered and slain. He was buried in the place where
he was k'lled, and the valley was called afler his name. Dermid, in his

request to Gaul, the son of Morni, which immediately follows this para-

graph, alludes to the tomb of Clono, and liis own conneaion with that ««
lertunaie chief.
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It has often rolled back the war. I shall stop the

chief in his course. Son of Monii! behold that

stone! It lifts its grey head through grass. There

d« ells a chief of the race of Dennid. Place me there

ill uight."

He slowly rose against the hill. He saw the trou-

bled field: the gleaming ridges of battle, disjoined

and broken around. As distant tires, on heath by

Jiight, now seen as lost in smoke; now rearing their

red streams on the hill, as blow or cease the winds

:

so met the intermitting war the eye of broad-shielded

Dermid. Through the host are the strides of Fol-

tlath, like some dark ship on wintry waves, uhen she

issues from between two isles, to spoit on resounding

•ocean!

Dermid, with rage, beholds his course. lie strives

to rush along. But he fails amid his steps; and the

big tear comes down. He sounds his father's horn.

He thrice strikes his bossy shield. He calls thrice the

name of Foldath, from his roaring tribes. Foldath,

with joy, beholds the chief. He lifts aloft his bloody

spear. As a rock is marked with streams, that fell

troubled down its side in a stonn ; so, streaked with

wandering blood, is the dark chief of Moma! The

host, on either side, withdraw from the contending

of kings. They raise, at once, their gleaming points.

Rushing comes Fillan of Selma. Three paces back

Foldath withdraws, dazzled with that beam of light.
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which came, as issuing from a cloud, to save the

wounded chief. Growing in his pride he stands. He
calls forth all his steel.

As meet two broad-winged eagles, in their soimd-

ing strife, in winds : so rush the two chiefs, on Moi-

lena, into gloomy fight. By turns are the steps of the

kings * forward on their rocks above ; for now the

dusky war seems to descend on their swords. Cath-

mor feels the joy of warriors, on his mossy hill: their

joy in secret, when dangers rise to match their souls.

His eye is not turned on Lubar, but on Selma's

dreadful king. He beholds him, on Mora, rising in

his arms.

Foidath t falls on his shield. The spear of Filkn

* Fingal and Cathmor.

+ Tlie fall of Folda;h, if we may believe tradition, was predicted to

him, before he had left his own country to join Cairbar, in his designs oa
the Irish throne. He wetit to the cave of Monia, to enquire of the siiirit*

of his fathers, concerning the success of the enterprise of Cairbar. The

responses of oracles are always attended with obscurity, aud liable to a

double meaning : Foidath, therefore, put a favourable interpretation on

the prediction, and pursued his adopted plan of ajgrandiziug himself with

She family of Atha.

FOLDATH, addressing the spirits of hisfathers.

" Dark, I stand in your presence; fathers of Foidath hear. Shall my
Steps pass over A iha, to UUin of the roes

;

The Answer.

*' Thy steps shall pass over Atha, to the green dwelling of kings. There

shall thy stature arise, over the fallen, like a pillar of thunder-clouds.

There, terrible in darkness, Shalt thou stand, till the refected beam, or

Clon-calh of Moruth, come ; Moruth of many streams, that roars in distant

lands."

Cloncath, or rrflfcted beam, say my traditional authors, was the name
at tl;e swo.-d of Fillan ; so that it was, in the latent signification of the word
Clencath, that the deception lay. My principal reason for introducing this
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pierced the king. Nor looks the youth on the fallen,

but onward rolls the war. The hundred voices of

death arise. " Stay, son of Fingal, stay thy speed.

Beholdest thou not that gleaming form, a dreadful

sign of death? Awaken not the kuig of Eiin, Re-

turn, son of blue-eyed Clatho."

Malthos * beholds Foldath low. He darkly stands

above the chief. Hatred is rolled from his soul. He

seems a rock in a desert, on whose dark side are the

trickling of waters ; when the slow-sailing mist has

left it, and all its trees are blasted with winds. He

spoke to tlie dying hero, about the narrow house.

" Whether shall thy grey stone rise in Ullin, or m
Moma's f woody land ? where the sun looks, in secret,

on the blue streams of Dalrutho?! There are the

steps of thy daughter, blue-eyed Dardu-lena?"

note, is, that this tradition serves to shew, that the relision of the Fir-bole

differed from thatof the Caledonians, as we never find the latter enquiring

of the spirits of their deceased ancestors.

• The characters of Foldath and Malihos are sustained. They were both

dark and surly, but e.ich in a ditTercnt way. Foldath was impetuous and

cruel. Malthos stubborn ;uul imrcdulous. Their attachment to the family

of Aiha was equal; ili irlirnvcr; ui battle the same. Foldath was vain

and ostentatious: Malilms umn lul^>nl but generous. His behaviour here,

towards his enemy loll.ub, slicws, iliai a good heart often lies concealed

under a gloomy and sullen character.

+ Moma was the name of a country in tlie south of Connaught, once fa-

mous for being the residence of an Arch-Druid. The cave of Moma was

thought t« be inhabited by the spirits of the chiefs of the Fir-bolg, and their

posterity sent to enquire there, as to an oracle, concerning the issue of

their wars.

t Dal-ruath, parchedor iandy field. The etymology of Dardulena ii un-

ccrlain. The daughter of Foldath was, probably, so called, from a place

in UUtcr, wlure her father had defeated parlof the adherents ot Arllij

king of Ireland. X>nx-\\M-\tm ; th* dark -mud af Moi-icna. A» Foldiih
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'f Reraembeiest thou her," said Foldath, " l)ecause

uo son is mine : no youth to roll the battle before

him, in revenge of me ? Malthos, I am revenged. I

was not peaceful in the field. Raise the tombs of

those I have slain, around my narrow house. Often

shall I forsake the blast, to rejoice above their graves;

when I behold them spread around, with their long-

whistling grass.**

His soul rushed to the vale of Moma, to Dardu-

lena's dreams, where she slept, by Dalrulho's stream,

returning from the cliace of the hinds. Her bow is

ncai- the maid, unstrung. The breezes fold her long

hair on her breasts. Cloathed in the beauty of youth,

the love of heroes lay. Dark-bending, from the

ikirts of the wood, her wounded father seemed to

come. He appeared, at tunes, then hid himself in

inist. Bursting into tears she rose. She knew that

the chief was low. To her came a beam from his

soul, when folded in its storms. Thou wert the last

of his race, O blue-eyed Dardu-lena!

Wide-spreading over echoing Lubar, the flight of

Bolga ij rolled along. Fillan hangs forward on their

steps. He strews, with dead, the heath. Fingal re-

joices over his son. Blue-shielded Cathmor rose.*

was proud and ostentatious, it would appear, that he transferred the name
of a place, where he himself had been viciorious.tohis daughter.

• Thesu-penie, in which the mind of the reader is left here, conveys
llie idea of Fillan's danger more forcibly home, than any desciiption that

could be intro.iuceit. Tliere is a sort of eloquence, in silence with pro-
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Son of Alpin bring tlie harp. Give Fillau's praise

to the wind. Raise high his praise, in muic car,

while yet he shines in war.

<' Leave, bhu-eyecl Clatlio, leave thy hall ! Be-

hold that early beam of thine! The host is wither-

ed in its conrse. No further look, it is dark. Light-

trembling from the harp, strike, virgins, strike the

sound. No hunter he descends, from the dewy

haunt of the bounding roe. He bends not his bow

on the wind; nor sends liis grey arrow abroad.

" Deep-folded in red war! See battle roll against

his side. Striding amid the ridgy strife, he pours the

deaths of thousands forth. Fillau is like a spirit of

heaven, that descends from the skut of winds. The

troubled ocean feels hissteps, as he strides from wave

to wave. His path kuidles behind him. Islands

shake their heads on the heaving seas! Leave, bhie-

eyed Clatho, leave thy hall
!"

tenerally colH and insipid. The human mind, free and fond of blinking

for itself, is disgusted to find every thins done by the poet. It is, there-

fore, his business only to mark the mo^t striking outlines, and tu allow

the imaginations of his readers to finish the figure for themselves.

The book ends in the aff.moon of tlie third day, from the opening of

the poem.
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ARGUMENT.

This book opens with a speech of Finj^l, who sees Cathmor

descending to tlie assistance of his flying ainiy. The king

dispatches Ossian to the relief of Fillan. He himself retires

bchmd the rock of Cormul, to avoid the sight of the enj^age-

ment between liis sen and Cathmor. Ossian advances. Tlic

descent of Cathmor described. He rallies the aiiny, renews

tlie battle, and, before Ossian could arrive, engages Fillan

liimself. Upon tlie approacli of Ossian, the combat between

the two heroes ceases. Osi.iun and Catlmior prepare to

fight, bnt night coming on prevents lliem. Ossian returns

to the place where Catlunor and Fillan fought. He finds

Fiilan mortally wounded, and leanmg agauisl a rock. Their

discourse. Fillan dies: his body is laid, by Ossian, in a

neighbouring cave. The Caledonian army return to Fingal.

He questions them about his son, and, undei-standing that

he was killed, retires, in silence, to tlie rock of Cormul.

Upon the retreat of the army of Fmgal, tlie Fir-bolg ad-

vance. Cathmor tinds Bran, one of the dogs of Fingal,

lying on the shield of Fillan, before tlie entrance of tlie

cave, where the body of tliat hero lay. His reflections

thereupon. He returns, in a melancholy mood, to his

army. Malthos endeavours to comfort him, by the example

of liis father Borbar-duthul. Cathmor retires to re^st. The

s(ing of Su!-malla concludes the book, which ends about the

middle of the third niglit, from the opening of the poem.
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* " Cathmor rises on his hill! Shall Fingal take

the sword of Luno? But what shall become of

thy fame, son of white-bosomed Clatho I Turn uo,t

thine eyes from Fingal, fair daughter of Inistore. I

shall not quench thy early beam. It shines along my
soul. Rise, wood-skirted Mora, rise between the w?ir

and me! Why should Fingal behold the strife, lest

liis dark-haired warrior should fall! Amidst the

song, O Carril, pour the sound of the trembling

liarp ! Here are the voices of rocks ! and there the

bright tumbling of waters. Father of Oscar, lift the

spear! Defend the young in arms. Conceal thy

steps from Fillan. He must not know that I doubt

his steel. No cloud of mine shall rise, my son, upon

thy soul of fire !"

He sunk behind his rock, amid the sound of Car-

* Fingal speaks.

VOL. 11. S
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ril's sons:. Brightening, in ray growing sovil, 1 took

the spear of Temora.* I saw, along Moi-lena, the

wild tumbling of battle; the strife of death, in gleam-

ing rows, disjoined and broken round. Fillan is a

beam of lire. From ving to wing is his wasteful

course. The ridges of war melt before him. They

are rolled, in smoke, from the fields !

Now is the coming forth of Cathmor, in the ar-

mour of kings! Dark waves the eagle's wing, above

his helmet of fire. Unconcerned are his steps, as if

they were to the chace of Erin. He raises, at times,

his terrible voice. Erin, abashed, gathers round.

Their souls return back, like a stream. Thev won-

der at the steps of their fear. He rose, like the beam

of the morning, on a haunted heath: the traveller

looks back, \\ith bending eye, on the field of dreadful

forms! Sudden, from the rock of Moi-lena, are

Sul-malla's trembling steps. An cak takes the spear

from her hand. Ilalf-bent she looses the lance. But

tJien are her eyes on the king, from amid her wander-

ing locks! No friendly strife is before thee! No

light contending of bows, as when the youth offlnis-

huna come forth beneath the eye of Conmor!

• Tile sptar of Temnia was that whicli Oscar had rcc-ived, in a present,

from Cormac, the son of Arlho, king of Ireland. U was of it that Caiibar

ir.aueihe pretext for quarrelling with Oscar, at the feast, in the first book.

+ Cluba, u-liift'iHg hay ; an arm cf the sea in Inls-huna, or ll;f western

riia.l uf South Britain. It via> in this bay that Cathmor was wintl-bounU

wUfnSul-iir.iIl.icAiur, in ilic ili-guise of a yoUng wariior, ij jicomi'Suy
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A3 the rock of Kuno, which takes the passing

clouds as they i\\, seems growing,' in gathered dark-

ness, over the streamy heath* So seems the chief of

Atha taller, as gather his people around. As different

blasts fly over the sea, «ach behind iis dark-blue

wave, so Cathmor's words, on every side, pour his

warriors forth. Nor silent on his hill is Fillan. He

niLves his words with his echoing shield. An eagle

he seemed, with sounding wings, calling the wind to

his rock, when he sees the coming forth of the roes,

on Lutha's * rushy field

!

Now they bend forward in battle. Deiilh's hun-

dred voices arise. The kings, on either side, were

like fires on the souls of the hosts. Ossian bounded

along. High rocks and trees rush tall between the

w ar and me. But I hear the noise of steel, between

my clanging arms. Risiug, gleaming, on the hill, I

behold the backward steps of hosts: their backward

steps, on either side, and wildly-looking eyes. The

chiefs were met in dreadful fight ! The two blue-

shielded kings ! Tall and dark, through gleams of

steel, are seen the striving heroes! I rush. My
fears for Fillan fly, burning across my soul.

I come. Nor Cathmor flies ; nor yet comes on
;

him in liis voyajje to Ireland. Conraor, the father of Sul-malla, as ih in-

sinuated at the close of the fourth book, was dead before the departure i.f

his daughter.

* Lutha was the name of a valley in Morven. There dwell Toscar ilu«

son of Conloch, the father of Malvina, who, upon that account, is uftca

v,alled lh( maid of Luiha. Lutha signifies j-u'i/i s'.nam.
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he sidelong stalks along. An icy rock, cold, tall, he

seems. I call forth all my steel. Silent awhile

we stride, on either side of a rushing stream:

then, sudden turning, all at once, we raise our

pointed spears! We raise our spears, but night

comes down. It, is dark and silent round; but

where the distant steps of hosts are sounding over the

heath!

I come to the place where Fillan fonglit. Nor

voice, nor sound is there. A broken helmet lies on

earth, a buckler cleft in twain. Where, Fillan, where

art thou, young chief of echoing Morven? He hears

ine leaning on a rock, which bends its grey head over

tlie stream. He hears; but sullen, dark he stands. At

length I saw the hero.

" Why standcst thou, robed in darkness, sou of

woody Selma? Bright is thy path, my brother, in this

dark brown field ! Long has been thy strife in bat-

tle ! Now the horn of Fingal is heard. Ascend to

the cloud of thy father, to his hill of feasts. In the

evening mist he sits, and hoars the sound of Carril's

harp. Carry joy to the aged, young breaker of the

shields
!"

" Can Uie vanquished carry joy? Ossian, nosiiicld

is mine! It lies broken on the field. The eagle-wing

of my helmet is torn. It is when foes fly before them,

tiiat fathers delight in their sons. But their sighs

burst fortli, in secret, when their voung warriors yield.
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No: Filial! shall not behold the king! Why should

the hero mouin]"

" Son of blue-eyed Clatho! O Fillan, awake not

my soul ! Wert thou not a burniiig fire before hiral

Shall he not rejoice? Such fame belongs not to Os-

sian; yet is the knig still a sun to me. He looks on

my steps with joy. Shadows never rise on his face.

Ascend, O Fillan, to Mora! His feast is spread in

the folds of mist."

"Ossian! give me that broken shield: these feathers

that are rolled in the wind. Place them near to Fillan,

that less of his fame may fall. Ossian, I begin to fail.

Lay me in that hollow rock. Raise no stone above,

lest one should ask about my fame. I am fallen in

the first of my fields ; fallen without renown. Let

thy voice alone send joy to my flying soul. Why
should the bard know where dwells the lost beam of

Clatho?"*

* A dialogue between Clatho the mother, and Bosmiiia the sister of Fil-

lan :

CLATHO. " Daughter of Fingal arise ! thou light between thy locks.

Lift thy fair head from rest,soft-gliding sun-beam of Selma ! 1 beheld thy

arms, on thy breast, white tossed amidst thy wandering locks ; when the

rustling breeze of the morning came from the desert of streams. Hast thou

seen thy fathers, Bosmina, descending in thy dreams.' Arise, daughter

of Clatho; dwells there aught of grief in thy soul?

BOS-MINA. " A thin form passed before me, fading as it flew: like

the darkening wave of a breeze, along a field of grass. Descend, from ihy

wall, O harp, and call back the soul of Bos-mina, it has rolled away, like

a stream. 1 hear thy pleasant sound. I hear Ihee, O harp, and my voice

shall rise.

" How often shall ye rush to war, ye dwellers of my soul .' Your paths

are distant, kings of men, in Erin of blue streams. Lift thy wing, thou

southern breeze, from Clono's darkening heath: spread tjie sails of Fiii-

jal toward the bays of his land.
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« Is fliy sphil on the eddying winds, O Fillau,

young breaker of shields ! Joy pursue my hero,

through hisfohled clouds. The forms of thy fathers,

Fillan, bend to receive their son. I behold the

spreading of their fire on Mora: the blue-rolling of

their wreatlis. Joy meet thee my brother! But we

are dark r.nd sad ! I behold the foe round the aged.

1 behold the wasting away of his fame. Tliou

art left alone in the field, O grey-haired king of

Selma!"

I laid him in the hollow rock, at the roar of the

nightly stream. One red star looked in on the hero.

Wnds lift, at times, his locks. I listen. No sound

is heard. The warrior slept! As lightning on a cloud,

a thought came rushing along my soul. My eyes roll

in fire: my strides was in the clang of steel: " I

will find thee, king of Erin ! in the gathering of thy

tliousands find thee. Wliy should that cloud escape,

" But who is that, in hi? strength, darkening in the presence of war' His

arm stretches to the foe, like the beam cf the sickly sun ; when his side is

crusted with darkness ; and he rolls his dismal course through the sky.

Who is it, but the father of Bos-minaf Shall he return till danger is

" rillan, thou art a beam by his side ; beautiful, but terrible, is thy light.

Thy sword is before thee, a blue fire of night. When shall thou return to thy

roes J to the streams of ihy rushy fields ? When shalll behold ihee from

Mora, wliile winds strew my long locks on their blasts ! But shall a younj

easjle return from tlie field where the heroes fall:

I'l.ATIIO. " Soft, as the song of Loda, is the voice ofSelma's maid.

rie.;sant to the ear of Clatho is the name of the breaker of shields. Bc-

liold, the king comes from ocean : the shield of Morven is borne by bards.

The f.H- has tied before lum, like the departure of mist. 1 hear not the

wiundiiii; wlng< of my eajjlo ; the rushing foithof the son of Clailio. TIlou

i<ri d.irk, O lingalj shall th» warrior nevcf return i" *«»•
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that quenched our early beam? Kiudle your meteors

on your hills, my fathers. Light my daring steps. I

will consume in wrath. * But should not I return!

The king is without a son, grey-haked among his

foes! His arm is not as in the days of old. His fame

grows dim in Erin. Let me not behold him, laid low

in his latter field. But can I return to the king?

Will he not ask about his son? " Thou oughtest to

defend young Fillan." Ossian will meet the foe!

Green Erin, thy sounding tread is pleasant to my ear.

I rush on thy ridgy host, to shun the eyes of Fingal.

I hear the voice of the king, on Mora's misty top!

He calls his two sons ! I come, my father, in my

grief. I come like an eagle, which the flame of night

met in the desert, and spoiled of half his wings!"

Distant, t round the king, on Mora, the broken

• Here the sentence is designedly left unfinished. The sen^e is, that he

was resolved, like a destroying fire, to consume Cathmor, who had killed

(lis brother. In tlie midst of this resolution, the situation of Fingal sug-

ges:s itself to him, in a very strong light. He resolves to return to assist

the king in prosecuting the war. But then his s'.iame for not defending

his brother, recurs to him. He is determined again to go and lind out

Cathmor. We may consider him, as in the act of advancing towards the

enemy, when the horn of Fingal soundeil on Mora, and called back his

people to his presence. Tliis soliloquy is natural : the resolutions which

£0 suddenly follow one another, ate expressive of a mind extremely agi-

tated with sorrow and conscious shame; yet the behaviour of Ossian, in

his execution of the commands of Fingal, is so irrepreheii,ible, that it is

not easy to determine where he failed in his duty. 1 he truth is, that when
men fail in designs which Ihey ardently wish to accomplish, they natu-
rally blame themselves, as the chief cause of their disappointment.

+ " This scene," says an ingenious writer, and a good judge, " is so-

lemn. The poet always places his chief character amidst objects which
favour the sublime. The face of the country, the night, the broken re-

mains of a defeated army, and, above all, the attitude and silence of Fiij-

jal himself, are circumstances calculated to impress an awful idea on the
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ridges of Morven are rolled. They turned their eyes;

each darkly bends, on his own ashen spear. Silent

stood the king in the midst. Thought on thought

rolled over his soul. As waves on a secret moun-

tain-lake, each with its back of foam. He looked;

no son appeared, with his long-beaming spear. The

sighs rose, crowding, from his soul; but he con-

cealed his grief. At length I stood beneath an oak.

No voice of mine was heard. What could I say

to Fiiigal in his hour of woe? His words rose, at

length, in the midst: the people shriuik backward

as he spoke.*

mind. Ossian is most successful in his night descriptions. Dark images

suited the melancholy temper of his mind. His jjocnis were all composed

after the active part of his life was over, when he was blind, and had

surviTed all the companions of his youth : we tlicrefore find a veil of me-
lancholy thrown over the whole.

• I owe tlie first paragraph of the following note to the same pen :

" The abashed behaviour of the army of Fingal proceeds rather from

shame than fear. The king was not of a tyrannical disposition : He, as he

professes himself in the fifth book, never was a dreadfulform, hi their pm-
sfnce, darkened into wralh. His voice was iio thunder to their can: his eye

ient forth no death. The first ages of society are not the times of arbitrary

power. As the wantsof mankind are few, they retain their independence.

It is .in advanced state of civilization that moulds the mind to thatsubmis-

sion to government, of which ambitious magistrates take advantage, and

raise themselves into absolute power."

U is a vulgar error, that the common Highlanders lived, in abject sla-

very, under their chiefs. Their high ideas of, and attachment to, the

heads of t'.eir families, probably, led the unintelligent into this mistake.

^Vhen the honour of the tribe wae concerned, the commands of the chief

were obeyed, without restriction : but, if individuals were oppressed, they

threw themselves into the arms of a neighbouring clan, assumed a new
name, and were encouraged and protected. 'I he fear of this desertion,

no doubt, made tlie chiefs cautious in their governmen t. As their conse-

tjucnce, in the eyes of others, was in proportion to the number of iheir

people, iliej took care to avoid every thing that tended to diminisli it.

It was but very lately lliat the authority of the laws extended to tl-e

nighUnds. B^fvre that time tlic dans were governed, in ci\ilaiTaiis, not
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*' Where is the s»n of Selina, he who led in

war? I behold not his steps, among my people,

returning from the field. Fell tlie young bound-

ing roe, who was so stately on my hills ? He fell

;

for ye are silent. The shield of war is cleft in

twiuu. Let his armour be near to Fingal; and the

sword of dark-brown Luno. I am waked on my
hills ; with morning I descend to war."

High* on Cormul's rock, an oak is flaming to the

wind. The grey skirts of mist are rolled around;

by tjie verbal commands of a chief, but by what they called Clechda, or the

tiaditional precedetits of their ancestors. When differences happened be-

tween individuals, some of the oldest men in the tribe were chosen um-
pires between the parties, to decide according to tlie Clechda. The chief

interposed his authority, and, invariably, enforced the decision. In their

wars, which were frequent, on account of family feuds, the chief was less

reserved in the execution of his authority; and even then he seldom ex-

tended it to the taking the life of any of his tribe. No crime was capital,

OKcept murder ; and that was very unfrequent in the Highlands. No cor-

poral punishment, of any kind, was inflicted. The memory of an affront

of this sort would remain for ages, in a family, and they would seize every

opportunity to be revenged, unless it came immediately from the hands

of tlie chief himself; in that case it was taken, rather as a fatherly correc-

tion, than a legal punishment for offences.

* This rock of Cormul is often mentioned in the preceding part of the

poem. It was on it Fingal and Ossian stood to view the battle. The cus-

tom of retiring from the army, on (he night prior to their engaging in bat-

tle, was universal among the kings of the Caledonians. Trenmor, the most

renowned of the ancestors of Fingal, is mentioned as the first who insti-

tuted this custom. Succeeding bards attributed it to a hero of a later pe-

riod. In an old poem, which begins with Mac-Arcath na ceudfrol, this cuS'

torn of retiring from the army, before an engagement, is numbered, among
the wise institutions of Fergus, the son of Arch or Arcath, the first king of

Scots. I shall here translate the passage; in some other note I may. pro-

bably, give all that remains of the poem. Fergus of ihc hundred stream;,

son ofArcathwhofought ef old: thou didst first retire at night : Tvhentht

foe rolled before thee, in echoing Jields. Nor bending in rest is the kirt^ : he

gathers battles in his soul. Fly, son of the stranger ! with morn he shall iiish

abroad. When, or by whom, this poem was written, is uncertain.
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thither strode the king in his wrath. Distant from

the host he always lay, wlien battle burnt within his

soul. On two spears hung his shield on high ; the

glcaiuing sign of death ; that shield, which he was

wont to strike, by night, before he rushed to war. It

was then his warriors knew, when the king was to

lead in strife ; for never was this buckler heard, till

the wrath of Fuigal arose. Unequal were his steps

on high, as he shone in the beam of the oak; he

w as dreadful as the form of the spirit of night, w hen

he clothes, on hills, his wild gestures m ith mist, and,

issuing forth, on the troubled ocean, mounts the car

of winds.

Nor settled, from the storm, is Erin's sea of war !

they glitter, beneath the moon, and, low-humming,

still roll on the field. Alone are the steps of Cath-

mor, before them on the heath ; he hangs fonvard,

with all his anns, on Morven's flying host. Now
had he come to the mossy cave, where Fillan lay in

night. One tree was bent above the stream, which

glittered over the rock. There shone to the moon

the brol.en shield of Clatho's son; and near it, on

grass, lay hairy-footed Bran. * He had missed the

• 1 remember to have met with an old poem, wherein a story of this

tort is very happly introduced. In one of tlic invasions of the Danes,

L'llin-cluiiau, a coiiskKi jbV clii.f, on tlic western coast of Scotland, was

killr i n .1 1 ,1 , mil ^ i!i ,1 lU in" parly of the enemy, wlio had landed,

:ii II"
, 1 I e of his residence. Tlie few followers

w li ' .1 ,1 The young wife of Ullin-clundu, who
liaJ 11 I h. u 1 .1

i , i.ui, 1 ji II ; Llic worst, on account of liis long delay,



AN EPIC POEM. s67

dilef on Mora, and searched him along the wind.

He thought that the bhie-eyed hunter slept ; he lay

upon his shield. No blast came over the heath, un-

known to bounding Bran.

Cathmor saw the white-breasted dog ; he saw the

broken shield. Darkness is blown back on his soul;

he remembers the fulling away of the people. They

come, a stream; are rolled away; another race suc-

ceeds. " But some mark the fields, as they pass,

with their own mighty names. The heath, through

dark-brown years, is theirs; some blue stream winds

to their fame. Of these be the chief of Atha, when

he lays him down on earth. Often may the voice of

future times meet Cathmor iu the air: when he

strides from wind to wind, or folds himself in the

wing of a storm."

Green Erin gathered round the king, to hear the

voice of his power. Their joyful faces bend, un-

equal, forward, in the light of the oak. They wlio

were terrible were removed : Lubar t winds again in

alnrmedthe rest of his tribe, who went in search of him along the shore.

They did not fimi him; and the beautiful widow became disconsolate. At
lengih he was discovered, by means of his dog, who sat on a rock l)eside

the body, for some days. The stanza concerning the dos, whose name
was Du-chos, or Blueifoct, is desciipiive.

«' DarU-sided Du-chos! feet of wind : cold is thy seat on rocks. He
(the dojj) sees the roe; his ears are h'Rh; and half he bounds away. He
looks around; but UUin sleeps; he droops again his head. The winds
come past; dark Du-chos thinks that Uliin's voice is near. But siill he
behuliis l.imsilen , laid amidst the waving heath. Uark-sided Du-chos, his

M)ice no -nore shall send thee over the heath !"

+ In order to illustrate this jjassage, it is proper to lay before the reader
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their host. Catlimor was tliat beam from heavctt

which slione m hen his people were <iark. He was ho-

noured hi the midst. Their souls rose with ardour

around. The kuig alone no gladness shewed ; no

stranger he to war!

" Why is the king so sad ?" said Malthos eagle-

eyed. " Remains there a foe at Lubar? Lives there

among them, who can lift the spear ? Not so peace-

ful was thy father, Borbar-duthul, * kuig of spears.

His rage was a fire that always burned ; his joy over

fallen foes was great. Three days feasted the grey-

haired hero, when he heard that Calmar fell : Calmar,

the scene of tlie two preceding battles. Between tlie h'.Us of Mora and

Lena lay tlie plain of Moi-lcna, ilirough which ran the river Lubar. The
first battle, wherein Gaul, the son of Morni, commanded on the Caledo-

nian side, was fought on the banks of Lubar. As there was little advan-

tage obtained on either side, the armies, after the battle, retained their

former position.

In the second battle, wherein Fillan commanded, the Irish, after the fall

of Fckiath, were driven up tlie hill of Lona; but, upon the coming of

Catlimor to their aid, they regained their former situation, and drove back
the Caledonians, in their turn ; so that Lubar winded again in their host.

* Corbar-duihul, the fatlier of C.ithmor, was the brother of that Col-ulla,

who is said, in the beginningof the fourth book, to have rebelled against

Cormac king of Ireland. Borbar-duthul seems to have retained all the

Vrejudice of his family against the succession of the posterity of Conar, on
the Irish throne. From this short episode we learn some facts which tend

to throw light on the history of the times. It appears that, when Swaran

invaded Ireland, he was only opposed by the Cael, who possessed Ulster,

and the north of that island. Calmar, the son of Madia, whose gallant

behaviour and death are related in the third book of Fingal, was the only

cliiefof theraceof the Fir-bnig, that joined the Cael, or Irish Caledonians,

during the invasion of Swaran. The indecent joy, which Borbar-duthul

expressed, upon the death of Calmar, is well suited with that spirit of re-

venge, which subsisted, universally, in every couuiry where the feudal

system was established. It would appear that some person had carried to

Borbar-duthul that weapon, with whichj it was pretended, Calmar had

been killed.



AN EPIC POEM. e6d

uho aided the race of Ullin, from Lara of the streams.

Often did he feel, with his hands, the steel which,

they said, had pierced his foe. He felt it with his

hands, for Borbar-duthul's eyes had failed. Yet was

the king a sun to his friends; a gale to lift their

branches round. Joy was around him in his halls:

he loved the sons of Bolga. His name remains in

Atha, like the awful memory of ghosts, whose pre-

sence w as terrible, but they blew the storm away.

Now let the voices* of Erm raise the soul of the

king ; he that shone when war was dark, and laid the

mighty low. Fonar, from that grey-browed rock,

pour the tale of other times: pour it on wide-skirted

Erin, as it settles round."

" To me," said Cathmor, " no song shall rise;

uor Fonar sit on the rock of Lubar. The mighty

there are laid low. Disturb not their rushing ghosts.

Far, Malthos, far remove the sound of Erin's song.

I rejoice not over the foe, when he ceases to lift the

spear. With mornuig we pour our strength abroad.

Fingal is wakened on his echoing hill."

Like waves, blown back by sudden winds, Erin

retired, at the voice of the king. Deep-rolled into

the field of night, they spread their humming tribes.

Beneath his own tree, at intervals, each f bard sat

* The voices of Erin, a poetical expression for the bards of Ireland.

+ Not only the kings, 6ut every petty chief had anciently llieir bards

attending tliem in the field ; and those bards, in proportion to tlie power
of the chiefs, who retained them, had a number of inferior bards in their

train, Upon solemn occasions, all the bards, ir. ihe army, would jum in
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dowii with his harp. They raised the song, and

touched the string: each to the chief he loved. Be-

fore a burning oak Sul-nialla touched, at times, the

harp. She touched the har|), and heard, between,

the breezes in her hair. In darkness near, lay the

king of Atha, beneath an aged tree. The beam of

the oak was turned from him; he saw the maid, but

was not seen. His soul poured fortli, in secret, when

he beheld her fearful eye. " But battle is before thee,

son of Borbar-dutiml."

Amidst the harp, at intervals, she listened whether

tlie warrior slept. Her soul was up ; she longed, in

secret, to pour her own sad song. The field is silent.

On their w ings, the blasts of night retire. The bards

one chorus; either when they celebrated their victories, or liincntcd the

death of a •,>erson, worihy and renowned, slain in the war. The words

wereof the compo>iiion of the arch-bard, retained by the king him>clf,

Mho sencrally attained to that highofliceon account of his superior genius

for poetry. As the persons of the bards were sacred, and the emolumcnis
ff tlieir office considerable, the order, in succeeding liines, became very

numerous and insolent. It would appear, that after the introduction of

Chii?(ianily, !.ome served in the double capacity of bards and clergymen.

It was, from this circumstance, that they had the name of ChUre, which

it, pr.'>bably, derived from the Latin Clericus, The Chtercha their name
derived from what it will, became, at last, a public nuisance ; for, taking

advantage of their sacred character, ihey went about, in great bodies and

lived, at discretion, in the liouses of tlie chiefs ; till anotiicr party of the

same order, drove them away by mere dint of satire. Some of the inde-

l:.^^.Ttc disputes of these worihy poetical combatants are handed down, by

I: idiliiiu, and shew how much the bards, at last, abused the privileges,

wliich the admiration of their countrymen had conferred on the order. It

was this insolent behaviour that induced tlie chiefs to retrench their num-
ber, and to lake away those privileges which they were no lo:; jer worthv

«o enjoy. Their indolence, and disposition to lampoon, extinguished ;ill

Vie poeiical fervour, which dislinguished their predecessors, and makes m
U;c less icijtei the extmctiou ri ihe order.
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had ceased; and meteors came, red-winding with

their ghosts. The sky grew dark: the forms of the

dead were blended with the clouds. But heedless

bends the daughter of Conmor, over the decay-

ing flame. Thou wert alone in her soul, car-borne

chief of Atha. She raised the voice of the song, and

touched the harp between.

" Clun-galo* came; she missed the maid. Where

art thou, beam of light ? Hunters, from the mossy

rock, saw ye the blue-eyed fair? Are her steps on

grassy Lumon; near the bed of roes? Ah me! I

behold her bow in the hall. Where art thou, beam

of light i"

" Cease,t love of Conmor, cease; I hear thee not

on the ridgy heath. My eye is turned to the king,

Avhose path is terrible in war. He for whom my soul

is up, in the season of my rest. Deep-bosomed in

war he stands, he beholds me not from his cloud.

Why, sun of Sul-malla, dost thou not look forth?

I dwell in darkness here; wide over me flies the

shadowy mist. Filled with dew are my locks: look

thou from thy cloud, O sun of Sul-malla's soul!"

* Cluii-galo, Ihe wifeof Conmor, king of Inis-huna, and the mother of

Sul-malla She is here represented, as missing her daugluer, after she hatl

fled with Cathmor.

+ 6ui-nialla reiilies to the supposed questions of her mother. Towards
the mifi.lie oi xh[< pnr:i2raph she calls Cmhmor the n/ii of her sou!, and con-

lirujes ihe inetjplior (hioiighout. This book ends, we may suppose, about

the midJle of ihc liurd night, from th, opening of tlie poem.
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BOOK VII.

ARGUMENT.

This book begins about the middle ci" the third night from the

opening of the poem. The poet describes a kind of mist,

which rose, by night, from the lake of Lego, and was the

usual residence of the souls of the dead, during the iuter^'al

between their decease and the funeral song. The appearance

of the ghost of Fillan above the cave where his body lay.

His voice comes to Fingal, on tlie rock of Corraul. The king

strikes the sliield of Trenmor, which w^s an infallible sign of

his appearing in arms himself. The extraordinary effect of

the sound of the shield. Sulmalla, starting from sleep,

awakes Catlimor. Their atfectmg discourse. She insists witU

him to sue for peace ; he resolves to contmue the war. He
directs her to retire to tlie neighbouring valley of Lona,

which was the residence of an old Druid, until the battle of

the next day should be over. He awakes his army with the

somid of liis shield. The shield described. Fonar, the

bard, at the desire of Cathmor, relates the first settlement

of the Fir-bolg in Ireland, under tiieir leader Larthon.

Mornmg comes. Sid-malla retues to tJie valley of Lona.

A lyric song concludes the book.

From the wood-skirted waters of Lego, ascend, at

times, grey-bosoined mists ; when the gates of the

VOL, II. T
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west are closed, on the sun's eagle-eye. Wide, over

Lara's stream is poured the vapour dark and deep:

the moon, like a dim shield, is swimming through

its folds. With this, clothe the spirits of old tbeir

sudden gestures on the wind, when they stride, from

blast to blast, along the dusky night. Often, blended

with the gale, to some warrior's grave, * they roll the

mist, a grey dwelling to his ghost, until the songs

arise.

A sound came from the desert; it was Conar, king

of Inis-fail. lie poured his mist on the grave of Fil-

lan, at blue-winding Lubar. Dark and mournful sat

the ghost, in his grey ridge of smoke. The blast, at

times, rolled him together: but the form returned

again. It returned with bending eyes, and dark

winding of locks of mist.

It wast dark. The sleeping host were still, in the

• As tlic mist, which rose from the lake of Lego, occasioned diseases and

death, the bards feigned that it was the residence of the ghosts of the de-

ceased, during the interval between tlieir death, and the pronouncing of

the funeral elegy over their tombs; for it was not allowable, without that

ceremony was performed, for the spirits of the dead to mix with their an-

cestors, in their airy /mils. It was the business of the spirit of the nearest

relation to tlie deceased, to take the mist of Lego, and pour it over the

grave. We find here Conar, the son of I'renmor, the first king of Ireland,

performing this ofiice for Fillan, as it was in the cause of the family of Co-

nar that that hero was killed.

+ The following is the singular sentiment of a frigid bard :

" More pleasing to me isthe night of Cona, dark-striaming from Ossian's

harp; more pleasant it is to me, than a white-bosomed dweller bclween

my arms >han a fair-handed daughter of heroes, in the hour of rest."

Though tradition is not very satisfactory concerning the history of this

poet, it has taken care o inform us, that he was wry old when he wrote

Che disiiih, a circuiKsiaiicii, which we mi£hlhavc supposed, without the

aid of tradition.
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skirts of night. The flame decayed, on the hill of Fin-

gal; the king lay lonely on his shield. His eyes were

halfclosed in sleep; the voice of Fillan came, " Sleeps

the husband of Clatho? Dwells the father of the

fallen in rest? Am I forgot ui the folds of darkness;

lonely in the season of nightT
" Why dost thou mix," said the king, " with the

dreams of thy father? Can I forget thee, my son, or

thy path of fire in the field? Not such come the

deeds of the valiant on the soul of Fingal. They are

not there a beam of lightning, which is seen, and

is then no more. I remember thee, O Fillan ! and

my wrath begins to rise."

The king took his deathful spear, and struck the

deeply-sounding shield : his shield that hung high in

night, the dismal sign of war ! Ghosts fled on every

side, and rolled their gathered forms on the wind.

Thrice from the winding vale arose the voice of deaths.

The harps* of the bards, untouched, sound mournful

over the hill.

He struck again the shield; battles rose in the

• It was the opinion of ancient times, that, on the night preceding the

death of a person worthy and renowned, the harps of tliose bards, who
were retained by his family, emitted melancholy sounds. This was attri-

buted to the light touch nf ghosts ; who were supposed to have a fore-

knowledge of events. The same opinion prevailed long in the north, and

the particular sound was called, the -warning voice of the dead. The voice

ofdeath, mentioned in the preceding sentence, was of a different kind.

Each person was supposed to have an attendant spirit, who assumed his

form and voice, on the night preceding his death, and appeared, to some
in the attitude, in which the person was to die. The VOICES OF DEATH
vere the foreboding shrieks of those spirits.
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dreains of his host. The wide-tumbling strife [9

gleajning over their souls. Blue-shielded kings de-

scend to war. Backward-looking armies fly; and

mighty deeds are half hid, in the bright gleams of

steel.

But when the third sound arose, deer started from

the clefts of their rocks. The screams of fowl are

heard, in the desert, as each flew, frighted on his

blast. The sons of Selma half rose, and half-assumed

their spears. But silence rolled back on the host:

they knew the sliield of the king. Sleep returned to

their eyes; the field was dark and still.

No sleep was thine in darkness, blue-eyed daughter

of Conmor! Sul-malla heard the dreadful shield, and

rose, amid the night. Her steps are towards the king

ofAUia. " Caji danger shake his daring soul !" In

doubt, she stands, with bending eyes. Heaven burns

with all its stars.

Again the shield resounds! She rushed. Shestopt.

Her voice half-rose. It failed. She saw him, amidst

his arms, that gleamed to heaven's fire. She saw

him dim in his locks, that rose to nightly viud.

Away, for fear, she turned her steps. " V\hy

should tlie king of Erin awake? Thou ai t not a dream

to his rest, daughter of Inis-huna."

More dreadful rings the sliield. Sul-malla starts.

Her helmet falls. Loud echoes Lubar's rock, as over

it rolls tlie btcd. Bursting from the dreams of night.
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Cathmor Iialf rose, beneath his tree. He saw the

form ofthe maid, above him, on the rock. A red star,

with twinkhng beam, looked thro' her floating hair.

" Who comes through night to Cathmor, in the

season of his dreams? Bring'st thou aught of war?

Who art thou, son of night? Stand'st thou before

me, a form of the times of old? A voice from

the fold of a cloud, to warn me of the danger of

Erin 1"

" Nor lonely scout am I, nor voice from folded

cloud," she said ; " but I warn thee of the danger of

Erin. Dost thou hear that sound? It is not the

feeble, king of Atha, that rolls his signs on night."

" Let the warrior roll his signs," he replied; " to

Cathmor they are the sounds of harps. My joy is

great, voice of niglit, and burns over uU my thoughts.

This is the music of kings, on lonely hills, by night

;

when they light their daring souls, the sons of mighty

deeds ! The feeble dwell alone, in the valley of the

breeze ; where mists lift their morning skirts, from

the blue-winding streams."

" Not feeble, king of men, were they, the fathers

of ray race. They dwelt in the folds of battle, in

their distant lands. Yet delights not my soul, in the

signs of death! He,* who never yields, comes forth :

O send the bard of peace
!"



t'TS TEMORA:
Like a dropping rock, in the desert, stood Cath-

mor in liis tears. Her voice came, a breeze, on hb

soul, and waked the memory of her land; where she

dwelt by her peaceful streams, before he came to the

war of Conmor.

" Daughter of strangers," he said (she trembling

turned away), " long have I marked thee in thy steel,

young pine of Inis-huna. But my soul, I said, is

folded in a storm. Why should that beam arise, till

my steps return in peace ? Have I been pale in thy

presence, as thou bidst me to fear the king ? The

time of danger, O maid, is the season of my soul;

for then it swells, a mighty stream, and rolls me on

the foe."

" Beneath the moss-covered rock of Lena, near

his own loud stream ; grey in his locks of age, dwells

Clonmal * king of harps. Above him is his echoing

tree, and the dun-bounding of roes. The noise of

our strife reaches his ear, as he bends in the thoughts

of years. There let thy rest be, Sul-malla, until our

battle cease. Until I return, in my arms, from the

rion gal nahuaV, FINGAL OF VICTORIES. In a poem, usf now in

my hands, which celebrates some of the great actions of Arthur the famous

liritiih licro, that appellation is often bestowed on him. The poem, from

the (hrascology, appears to be ancient ; and is, perhaps, though that is not

mentioned, a tianslationf.omtheWcUli la-nguage.

• Claon-mal, cronted rye-brnii. From the retired We of this person, is

insinuated, that he was of the order of the Oruids; which supposition is

not, at all, inv.ilidated by the appellation of king of hnrfs, here bestowed

on him ; fur all agree that the bards wcr« of the number of the Diuidi oti-

fiinally.
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skirts of the evening mist, tiiat rises, on Lena, round

the dwelling of my love.

"

A light fell on the soul of the maid •, it rose kindled

before the king. She turned her face to Cathmor,

from amidst her waving locks. " Sooner shall the

eagle of heaven be torn, from the stream of his roar-

ing wind, when he sees the dun prey, before him, the

young sons of the bounding roe, than thou, O Cath-

mor, be turned from the strife of renow n. Soon may

I see thee, warrior, from the skirts of the evening

mist, when it is rolled around me, on Lona of the

streams. While yet thou art distant tar, strike,

Cathmor, strike the shield, that joy may return to

my darkened soul, as I lean on the mossy rock. But

if thou shouldst tall, I am in the land of strangers

;

O send thy voice, from thy cloud, to the maid of

Inis-huna!''

" Young branch of green-headed Lumon, why

dost thou shake in the storm ? Often has Cathmor

returned, from darkly-rolling wars. The darts oi

death are but hail to me ; they have often rattled

along my shield. I have risen brightened from battle,

like a meteor from a stormy cloud. Return not, fair

beam, iVom thy vale, when the roar of battle grows.

Then might the foe escape, as from my fathers ofold.

" Tliey told to Son-mor, * of Clunar.f, who w as

* Son-mor, tall handsome man. He was the father of Borbar-duthul,

chief of Aiha, and grandfather to Cathmor himself.

+ Cluan-cr, man of the field. This chief was killed in batUe by Curmat-
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slain by Cormac in fight. Throe da^s darkened Son-

mor, over his brother's fall. His spouse beheld the

silent king, and foresaw his steps to war. She pre-

pared the bow, in secret, to attend her blue-shielded

hero. To her dwelt darkness, at Atha when he was

not there. From their hundred streams, by night,

poured down the sons of Alnecina. They had heard

the shield of tlie king, and their rage arose. In clang-

ing arms, they moved along, towards Ullin of the

groves. Son-mor struck his shield, at times, the

leader of the war.

" Far behind followed Sul-allin,* over the streamy

hills. She was a light on the mountain, when they

crossed the vale below. Her steps were stately on

the vale, when they rose on the mossy hill. She

feared to approach the king, who left her in echoing

Atha. lint when the roar of battle rose; when host

was rolled on host; when Son-mor burnt, like tiie fire

of heaven in clouds, with her spreading hair came

Sul-allin ; for she trembled for her king. He stopt

the rushing strife to save the love of heroes. The foe

fled by night; Clunar slept without his blood; the

blood which ought to be poured upon the warrior's

tomb.

" Nor rose the rage of Son-mor, but his days wore

iilcnt and dark. Sul-allin wandered, by her grey

Mac-Cona.king of Ireland, the father of Ros-crana, the fust wife of Finga!.

iiiesiory is alluded to in some ancient poems.
* Su!l-a:iuin,6fa///.yK/,- the wife of Son-mor.
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streams, with her tearful eyes. Often did she look,

oil the hero, when he was folded in his thoughts.

But she shi-unk from his eyes, and turned her lone

steps away. Battles rose, like a tempest, and drove

the mist from his soui. He beheld, with joy, her

steps in the hall, and the white rising of her hands oa

the harp."

* In his arms strode the chief of Atha, to wliere

his shield hung, high, in night: high on a mossy

bough, over Lubar's streamy roar. Seven bosses rose

on the shield; the seven voices of the king, which his

warriors received, from the wind, and marked over

all their-tribes.

On each boss is placed a star of night; Can-ma-

thon with beams unshorn; Col-denia rising from a

cloud: Uloicho robed in mist; and the soft beam of

Cathlin glittering on a rock. Smiling, on its own

blue wave, Reldurath half sinks its western light. The

red eye of Berthin looks, thro' a grove, on the hun-

ter, as he returns, by night, with the spoils of the

bounding roe. Wide, in the midst, arose the cloud-

less beams of Ton-thena, that star which looked, by

night, on the course of the sea-tossed Larthon: Lar-

• To avoid multiplyins notes, 1 sli.ill give here the signification of the

names of the stars, engra ed un the shield. Cean-mathon, heaiinfihe

hear. Col-derna, .'/.;«.' ./n.i ./i.j;/> if.;,-;;. \:\ mc\m, niter nf night. Cath-

lin, beam of the ware. Keuldurath, star nf the twilight. Berihin, fire 0/

the hilt. Ton-\hen3, meteor nj the -waves. These eiyraologies, excepting

tliatofCeanmaihon, are pretty exact Ofitl am not so certain; for it is not

very probable, that tlie Firbolg had distinguished a conslcUatioii, so very

early as the days of Larthon, by the name of the bear.
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thon, the first of Bolga's race, who travelled on tlie

winds.* White-bosomed spread the sails of the king,

towards streamy Inis-fail; dun night was rolled bifore

him, with its skirts of mist. Unconstant bleAv the

winds, and rolled him from wave to wave. Then

rose the fiery-haired Ton-thena, and smiled from her

parted cloud. Larthon t blessed the well known

beam, as it faint gleamed on the deep.

Beneath the spear of Cathmor, rose that voice

which awakes the bards. They caire, (hirk-winding,

from every side; eacli witli the sound o{ his harp.

Before them rejoiced the king, as the traveller, in the

day of the sun; when he hears, far rolling around,

• To /ravel on the winds, a poetical expression for sailing.

+ Larihon is compounded of Ltar, sea, and /Aon, wave. This name was
given to the chief of the first colony of the Firbols,who Sittled in Ireland,

on account of his knowledge in navigation. A part of an old poem is still

extant, concerning this hero. It abounds nitli those romantic fables of

giants and magicians, which distinguished the composi.ions if ihe less an-

cient bards. The descriptions, contained in it, arc ingcninus, and propor-

tionable to the magnitude of the persons introduced; bui, being unnatural

they are insipid and tedious. Had the bard kept within the bounds of pro-

bability, his genius was far from being contemptible. The exordium of his

poem is not destitute of merit ; but it is the only part of il, tliat 1 think

worthy of being ]ires!nled to the reader.

" Who first s.i.r the black ship, through ccean, like a whale thro' the

bursting of foam ' Look, from thy darkness, on Cronath, Ossian of the

larps of old ! Send thy light on tlie blue-rolling waters, that 1 may beheld

the king. 1 see him dark in hisown shell of oak > sea-tossed Larthon, thy

soul is strong. Il is careless as the wind of thy sail* ; as the wave that rolls

by thy side. But the silent green isle is before thee, with its sons, who

are tall as woody Lumon; Lumnn which sends fiom its top, a thousand

streams white-wandering down its sides."

It may,pethaps, beforthe credit of this hard, to translate no more of this

poem, for the continuation of his dcsciiption of (he Irish giants betrays his

want of judgment.
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the murmur of mossy streams; streams that burst, in

the desert, from the rock of roes.

" Why," said Foiiar, " hear we the voice of the

king, in the season of his rest ? Were the dim fornis

of thy fathers bending in thy dreams? Perhaps ihey

stand on that cloud, and wait for Fonar's song; often

they come to the fields where their sons are to lift

the spear. Or shall our voice arise for him who lifts

the spear no more ; he that consumed the field, from

Moraa of the groves ?

" Not forgot is that cloud in war, bard of other

times. High shall his tomb rise, on Moi-lena, the

dwelluig of renown. But, now, roll back my soul

to the times of my fathers: to the years when first

they rose, on Inis-huna's waves. Nor alone pleasant

to Cathmor is the remembrance of wood-covered

Lumon. Lumon of the streams, the dwelling of

white-bosomed maids.

" Lumon * of the streams, thou risest on Fonar's

soul! Thy sun is on thy side, on the rocks of thy

bending trees. The dun roe is seen from thy furze;

the deer lifts his branchy head; for he sees, at times,

the hound, on the iialf-covered heath. Slow, on the vale,

are the steps of maids; the white-armed daughters of

the bow: they lift their blue eyes to the hill, from

amidst their wandering locks. Not there is the stride

* Lumon was :i hill, ii

episode has an immedi

description of Cathmor'5 shield.
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of Larthon, chief of Inis-huua. He mounts the

wave on liis owu dark oak, in Cluba's ritlgy bay.

That oak which he cut from Luiuon, to bound along

the sea. The maids turn their eyes away, lest the

king should be lowly-lnid; for never had they seen a

ship, dark rider of the wa\ e

!

" Now he dares to call the winds, and tomixAvith

the mist of ocean. Blue Inis-fail rose, in smoke; but

dark-skirted night came down. The sons of Bolga

feared. The fiery-haired Ton-thena rose. Culbhi's

bay received the ship, in the bosom of its echoing

woods. There, issued a stream, from Duthuma's

horrid cave ; w here spirits gleamed, at times, with

their half-finished forms.

" Dreams descended on Larthon : he saw seven

spirits of his fathers. He heard their half-formed

vords, and dimly beheld the times to come. He

beheld the kings of Atha, the sons of future days.

They led their hosts, along the field, like ridges of

mist, which winds pour, in autunm, over Atha of

the groves.

" Larthon raised the hall of Samla,* to the nuisic

of the harp. He went fortli to the roes of Erin, to

their wonted streams. Nor did he forget green-

headed Lumon ; he often bounded over his seas, to

where white-handed Flathalf looked from the hill of

• Samln, <j/'/>aW/ii,«j, so called from Ihe vision of Larilion, conceminj
'
kis posterity.

f FUtlial, heavenly, exquisitfly beautiful. She was the w ife of Larlhon.
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roes. Lumon of the foamy streams, thou risest

ou Fonar's soul
!"

Morning pours from the east. The misty heads

of the mountains rise. Valleys shew, on every side,

the grey-winding of their streams. His host heard

the shield of Cathmor: at once they rose around; like

a crowded sea, when first it feels the wings of the

wind. The waves know not whither to roll; they

lift their troul)Ied heads.

Sad and slow retired Sul-malla to Lona ofthe streams.

She went, and often turned ; her blue eyes rolled iu

tears. But when she came to the rock, that darkly-

covered Lona's vale, she looked, from her bursting

soul, on the king ; and sunk, at once, behind.

SonofAlpin, strike the string. Is there aught of

joy in the harp? Pour it then on the soul of Ossian:

It is folded in mist. I hear thee, O bard ! in my

night. But cease the lightly-trembling sound. The

joy of grief belongs to Ossian, amidst his dark-brown

years.

Green thorn of the hill of ghosts, that shakest thy

head to nightly winds ! I hear no sound in thee ; is

there no spirit's windy skirt now rustling in thy

leaves? Often are the steps of the dead, in the dark-

eddying blasts ; when the moon, a dun shield, from

the east, is rolled along the sky.

Ullin, Can 11, and Ryno, voices of the days of

old! Let me hear you, \vhi!e yet it is dark, to please
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and awalie my soul. I hear you uot, ye sons of song;

in what hall of the clouds is your rest? Do you touch

the shadowy harp, robed with morning mist, where

the rustling sua comes forth from his greeu-headed

M'aves 1
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ARGUMENT

The fourtli morning, from the opening of the poem, comes

on. Fingal, still continuing in tlie place, to which he had

retired on tlie preceding night, is seen, at intervals, tlirough

tlie mist, which covered the rock of Corniul. The de-

scent of the king is described. He orders Gaul, Dermid,

and Carril the bard, to go to the valley of Clima, and

conduct, from thence, to the Caledonian army, Fcrad-

artho, the son of Cairbre, the only pereon remaining of the

family of Conar, the first king of Ireland. The king takes

the command of the army, and prepares for battle.

Marching towaitls the enemy, he conies to tlie cave of Ln-

bar, where tlie body of Fillan lay. Upon seeing his dog
Bran, who lay at tlie entrance of the cave, his grief re-

turns. Catlmior arranges the Irish army in order of battle.

The appearance of that hero. The ircneral conflict is de-

scribed. The actions of Fingiil and Cathmor. A stonn.

The total rout of the Firbolg. The two kings engage, in a
column of mist, on the banks of Lnbar. Their attitude and

conference after tlie combat. The deatli of Catlinior. Fin-

gal resigns the spear of Trenmor to Ossian. The cere-

monies observed on that occasion. The spirit of Cathmor,

in the mean time, appears to Sul-malla, in the valley of

Lona. Her sorrow. Evening comes on. A feast is pre-

pared. The coming of Ferad-artlio is announced by the

songs of an buudicd bards. The poem closes with a speecij

of Fingal.
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As when the wintry winds have seized the waves of

the mountain-lake, have seized them in stormy night,

and cloathed them over with ice ; white, to the hun-

ter's early eye, the billows still seem to roll. He

turns his ear to the sound of each unequal ridge. But

each is silent, gleaming, strewn with boughs and

tufts of grass, which shake and whistle to the wind,

over their grey seats of frost. So silent shone to the

morning the ridges of Morven's host, as each warrior

looked up from his belmet towards the hill of the

king; the cloud-covered hill of Fingal, where he

strode, in the folds of mist. At times is the hero

seen, greatly dim in all his arms. From thought to

thought rolled the war, along his mighty soul.

Now is the coming forth of the king. First ap-

peared the sword of Luuo; the spear half issuing

from a cloud, the shield still dim ia mist. But when

VOL. II. U
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the stride of the king came abroad, with all his grcy<

dewy locks in the wind ; then rose the shouts of his

host over every moving tribe. They gathered, gleam-

ing, romid, with all their echoing shields. So rise

the green seas round a spirit, that comes down from

the squally wind. The traveller hears the somid afar,

and lifts his head over the rock. He looks on the

troubled bay, and thinks he dimly sees the form. The

waves sport, unwieldy, round, witli all their backs of

foam.

Far-distant stood the son of Morni, Duthno's race,

and Cona's bard. We stood far distant; each beneath

his tree. We shunned the eyes of the king; we had

not conquered in the field. A little stream rolled at

my feet: I touched its light wave, with my spear. I

touched it with my spear; nor there was the soul of

Ossian. It darkly rose, from thought to thought,

and sent abroad the sigh.

" Sou of Morni," said the king, " Dermid, hunter

of roes! why are ye dark, like two rocks, each with

its trickling waters ? No wrath gathers on Fingal's

soul, against the chiefs of men. Ye are my strengtli

in battle; the kindling of my joy in peace. My
early voice has been a pleasant gale to your ears,

when Fillan prepared the bow. The son of Fingal is

not here, nor yet the chace of the bounding roes.

But why should the breakers of sliiclds stand, dark-

•ned, far away ]"
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Tall they strode towards the king ; they saw him

turned to Mora's wind. His tears caine down, for

his blue-eyed son, who slept in the cave of streams.

But he brightened before them, and spoke to the

broad-shielded kings.

*' Crommal, with woody rocks, and misty top,

the field of winds, pours forth, to the sight, blue

Lubar's streamy roar. Behind it rolls clear-winding

Lavath, in the still vale of deer. A cave is dark in

a rock ; above it strong-winged eagles dwell ; broad-

headed oaks, before it, sound in Cluna's wind.

Within, in his locks of youth, is Ferad-artho,* blue-

* Ferad-artho was the son of Cairbar Mac-Cormac king of Ireland. He
was the only one remaining of the race of Conor, the son of Trenmor, the

iirst Irish monarch, according to Ossian. In order to malce this passage

thoroughly understood, it may not be improper to recapitulate some part

of what has been said in preceding notes. Upon the death of Conar the

son of Trenmor, his son Cormac succeeded on the Irish throne. Cormas
reigned long. His children were, Cairbar, who succeeded him, and Ros-

crana, the first wife of Fingal. Cairbar, long before the death of his fa-

ther Corraac, had taken to wife Bos-gala, the daughter of Collar, one of

the most powerful chiefs inConnaught, and had, by her, Artho, afterwards

king of Ireland. Soon after Art!;o arrived at man's estate, his mother

Bos-gala died, and Cairbar married Beltanno, the daughter of Conachar

of UUin, who brought him a son, whom he called Ferad-artho, i.e. a
man in the place of Artho. The occasion of the name was tiiis: Ajrtlio,

when his brother was born, was absent, on an expedition, in the soutl\ of

Ireland. A false report was brought to his father, that he was killed.

Cairbar, to use die words of a poem on the subject, darkenedfor hisfair-

haired son. He turned to the young beam of light, the son oj Balianno of

Conachar. thou shalt be, Ferad-artho, he said, a fiie before thy racu

Cairbar, soon after, died, nor did Artho long survive him. Artho was
lucceeded, in the Irish throne, by his son Coimac, who, in his minority,

was murdered by Cairbar, the son of Borbar-duthul. Ferad-artho, says

tradition, was very young, when the expedition of Fingal, to settle him
on the throne of Ireland, happened. During the short reign of young Cor-

mac, Ferad-artho lived at the royal residence of Temora. Upon the mur-

4er of the king, Condan, the bard, conveyed Ferad-artho, privately, to the
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eyed kin*;, tlic son of broad -shielded Cuirbar, from

Ulliu of the roes. He listens to the voice of Condau,

as, grey, he bends in feeble light. He listens, for

his foes dwell in the echoing halls of Teniora. He
comes, at times, abroad, in the skirts of mist, to

pierce the bounding roes. When the sun looks on

the field, nor by the rock, nor stream, is he! He
shuns the race of Bolga, who dwell in his father's hall.

Tell him, that Fingal lifts the spear, and that his

foes, perhaps, may fail."

" Lift up, O Gaul, the shield before him. Stretch,

Dermid, Temora's spear. Be thy voice in his ear, O
Carril, with the deeds of his fathers. Lead him to

green Moi-lena, to the dusky field of ghosts; for

there, I fall forward, in battle, in the folds of war.

Before dun-night descends, come to high Dunmora's

top. Look, from the grey skirls of mist, on Lena

of the streams. If there my standard shall float on

wind, over Lubar's gleaming stream, then has not

Fingal failed in the last of his fields."

cave of China, beliinJ the mounlam Cromma!, in Ulster, where ihey both

lived concealed, during the usurpation nf the family of Atha. A late bard

has delivered the whole history, in a poem just now in my possession. It

has little merit, if we except the scene between Ferad-artho, and the mes-

sengers of Fingal, upon their arrival, in the valley of Cluna. After hear-

ing of the great aolions of Fingal, the young prince proposes the followinj

questions concerning him, to Gaul and Dermid :
" Is the king tall as the

tockof my cave .' Is his spear a fir of Cluna ( Is lie a rough-winged blast

iin the niountais, which takes the green oak by the head, and tears it

from its hill ? Glitters Lubar within his stride, when lie sends his stalely

kteps along. Nor is he tall, said Gaul, as that ruck: nor glitter stre.imt

within his strides, but his suul is a mifhty floodj like the itreugih of UUiu'i
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Such were his words ; nor aught replied the silent,

striding kings. They looked side-long, on Erin's

host, and darkened, as they went. Never before had

they lett the king, in the midst of the stormy field.

Behind them, touching at times his haqi, the grey-

haired Carril moved. He foresaw the fall of the peo-

ple, and mournful was the sound! It was like a

breeze that comes, by fits, over Lego's reedy lake;

when sleep half descends on the hunter, within his

mossy cave.

" Why bends the bard of Cona," said Fingal,

" over his secret stream? Is this a time for sorrow,

father of low-laid Oscar? Be the warriors * remem-

bered in peace; when echoing shields are heard no

more. Bend, then, in grief, over the flood, where

blows the mountain breeze. Let them pass on thy

* Malvina is supposed to speak the following soliloquy:

" Malvina is like the bow af the shower, in the secret valley of streams;

it is bright, but the drops of heaven are rolling on its blended light. They
say, that I am fiir within my locks, but, on my brightness, is the wander-

ing of tears. Darkness flies over my soul, as the dusky wave of the breeze

along the grass of Lutha. Yet have not tlie roes failed me, when I moved
between the hills. Pleasant, beneath my white hand, arose the sound of

harps. What then, daughter of Luiha, travels over thy soul, like the

dreary path of a ghost along the nightly beam ? Should the young warrior

fall, in the roar of his troubled fields ! Young virgins of Lutha arise, call

back the wandering thoughts of Malvina. Awake the voice of the harj',

along my echoing vale. Then shall my soul come forth, like a light from
tie gates of the morn, when clouds are rolled around them, with their bro-

" Dweller of my thoughts, by night, whose form ascends in troubled

fields, why dost thou stir up my soul, thou far-distant son of ihe king ' Is

that the ship of my love, its dark course thro' the ridges of ocean .' How
art thou so sudden, Oscar, from the heath of shields.'"

Therestof ihis poem consists of a dialogue between Ullin and Malvii;a,

wherein the disirejspf tlie latter is carried to tlic highest piicli.
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soul, the blue-eyed dwellers of the tomb. But Erin

rolls to war; wide-tumbling, rough, and dark. Lift,

Ossian, lift the shield. I am alone, my son!"

As comes the sudden voice of winds to the becalm-

ed ship of Inis-huna, and drives it large, along the

deep, dark rider of the wave ; so the voice of Fingal

sent Ossian, tall, along the heath. lie liticd high

his shiii'ng shield, in the dusky wing of war: like the

broad, blank moon, in the skirt of a cloud, before

the storms arise.

Loud, from moss-covered Mora, poured down, at

once, the broad-winged war. Fingal led his people

forth, king of IMorven of streams. Ou high spreads

the eagle's wing. His grey hair is poured on his

shoulders broad. In thunder are his mighty strides.

He often stood, and saw behind, the wide-gleaming

rolhng of armour. A rock he seemed, grey over with

ice, whose woods are high in wind. Bright streams

leap from its head, and spread their foam on blasts.

Now he came to Lubar's cave, where Fillan darkly

slept. Bran still lay on the broken shield : the eagle-

wing is strewed by the winds. Bright, from withered

furze, looked forth the hero's spear. Then grief

stirred the soul of the king, like whirlwinds blacken-

ing on a lake. He turned his sudden step, aud lean-

ed on his bending spear.

White-breasted Bran came bounding with Joy to

the known path of Fingal. He came, aud looked to-
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wards the cave, where the blue-eyed hunter lay, for

he was wont to stride, with morning, to the dewy bed

of the roe. It was then the tears of the king came

down, and all his soul was dark. But as the rising

wind rolls away the storm of rain, and Laves the

white streams to the sun, and high hills with their

heads of grass: so the returning war brightened the

mind of Fingal. He bounded,* on his spear, over

Lubar, and struck his echoing shield. His ridgy host

bend forward, at once, with all their pointed steel.

Nor Erin heard, with fear, the sound: wide they

came rolling along. Dark JMalthos, in the wing of

• The Irish compositions concerning Fingal invariably speak of him as a

giant. Of these Hibernian poems there are now many in ray hands. From
the language, and allusions to the times in which they were writ, I sliould

fix the date of their composition iu the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries.

In some passages, tlie poetry is far from wanting merit, but tlie fable is

unnatural, and the whole conduct of the pieces injudicious. 1 shall give

one instance of the extravagant fictions of tlie Irish bards, in a poem which

they, most unjustly, ascribe to Ossian. The story of it is this : Ireland

being threatened ith an invasion from some part of Scandinavia, Fingal

sent Ossian, Oscar, and Ca-olt, to watch the bay, in which, it was ex-

pected, the enemy was to land Oscar, unluckily, fell asleep, before tlie

Scandinavians appeared; and, great as he was, says the Irish bard, he had

one bad property, that no less could waken him, before his time, than

cutting off one of his fingers, or throwing a great stone agai'iist his head;

and it was dangerous to come near him on tliose occasions, till he had re-

covered himself, and was fully awake. Caolt, who was employed by

Ossian to waken his son, made choice of throwing the stone against his

head, as the least dangerous expedient. The stone, rebounding from the

hero's he id, shook, as it rolled along, the hill for three miles round. Os-

car rose in rage, fought bravely, and, singly, vanquished a wing of the

enemy's army. Thus the bard goes on, till Fingal put an end to the war,

by the total rent of the Scandinavians. Puerile, and even despicable, as

thesSficlions are, yet Keating and O'Flaherty have no better authority

than the poems which contain them, for all that they write conc<=i!iin;

Fion Mac-comnal, and tlie preteaded militia of Ireland.
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war, looks fonvard from shaggy brows. Next rose

that beam of light Hidalla; then the side-long-looking

gloom of Maronnan. Blue-shielded Clonar lifts the

spear; Corniar shakes his bushy locks on the wind.

Slowly, from behind a rock, rose the bright form of

Alha. First appeared his two pointed spears, then

the half of his burnished shield : like the rising of a

nightly meteor, over the vale of ghosts. But when

he shone all abroad: the hosts plunged, at once, into

strife. The gleaming waves of steel are poured on

either side.

As meet two troubled seas, with the rolling of aU

their waves, when they feel the wings of contending

winds, in the rock-sided firth of Lumon; along the

echoing hills is the dim course of ghosts: from the

blast fall the torn groves on the deep, amidst the

foamy path of whales. So mixed the hosts! Now
Fingal; now Cathmor came abroad. The dark tum-

bling of death is before them : the gleam of broken

steel is rolled on their steps, as, loud, the high-

bounding kings hewed down the ridge of shields.

Maronnan fell, by Fingal, laid large across a

stream. The waters gathered by his side, and leapt

grey over his bossy shield. Clonar is pierced by

Cathmor: nor yet lay the chief on earth. An oak

seized his hair in his fall. His helmet rolled on the

groinid. By its thong, hung Ids broad shield; over
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it wandered his streaming blood, TIa-min* shall

weep, in the hall, and strike her heaving breast.

Nor did Ossian forget the spear, in the wing of his

war. He strewed the field with dead. Young Hi-

dalla came. " Soft voice of streamy Clonra ! Why
dost thou lift the steel ? O that we met, in the strife

of song, in thy own rushy vale!" Malthos beheld

him low, and darkened as he rushed along. Ou
either side of a stream, we bend in the echoing strife.

Heaven comes rolling down: around burst the voices

• Tla-min, mildly soft. The loves of Clonar and Tlamin were rendered

famous in the north, by a fragment of a lyric poem. It is a. dialogue be-

tween Clonar and Tlamin. She begins with a soliloquy, which he over-

TLAMIN. " Clonar, son of Conglas of I-mor, young hunter of dun-

sided roes • where art thou laid, amidst rushes, beneath tlie passing wing

of the breeze; 1 behold thee, my love, in the plain of thy own dark

streams ! The clung thorn is rolled by the wind, and rustles along hi*

phield. Bright in his locks he lies: the thougli;sof liis dreams fly, darken-

ing, over his face. Thou thinkest of tlie battles of Ossian, young son of

the echoing isle !

" Half hid, in the grove, I sit down. Fly back, ye mists of the hill.

Why should ye hide her love from the blue eyes of Tlamin of harps !

CLONAR. " As the spirit, seen in a dream, flies off from our opening

eyes, we think, we behold his bright path between the closing hills ; so fted

the daughter of Clun-gal, from the sight of Clonar of shields. Arise from

the gathering of trees; blue-jyed Tlamin arise.

TLAMIN. " 1 turn me away from his steps. Why should he know of

my love ! My white breast is heaving over sighs, as foam on the dark

course of streams. But he passes away, in his arms ! Son of Conglas, mjr

CLONAR. " It was the shield of Fingal! tlie voice of kings from Selma

of harps; My path is towards green Erin. Arise, fair light, from thy

shades. Come to the field of my soul, there is the spreading of hosts.

Arise, on Clonar's troubled soul, young daughter of the blue-shielded

Clungal."

Clungal was the chief of Imor, one of tlie Hebrides.
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ofsqually winds. Hills are clothed, at times, iu fire.

Thunder rolls in wreaths of rnist. In darkness shrunk

the foe: Morven's warriors stood aghast. Still I bent

over the stream, amidst my whistling locks.

Then rose the voice of Fingal, and the sound of

the flying foe. I saw the king, at times, in light-

ning, darkly-striding in his might. I struck my
echoing shield, and hung forward on the steps of

Alnecma: the foe is rolled before me, like a wreath

of smoke.

The sun looked forth from his cloud. The hundred

streams of Rloi-lena shone. Slow rose the blue co-

lumns of mist, against the glittering hill. " Where

are the mighty kings?* Nor by that stream, nor

wood are they ! I hear the clang of arm^! Their

strife is in the bosom of that mist. Such is the con-

tending of spirits in a nightly cloud, when they strive

for the wuitry wings of winds, and the rolling of the

foam-covered waves.

I rushed along. The grey mist rose. Tail, gleam-

* Fingal and Cathmor. Tlie conduct here is perhaps proper. The nu-

merous descriptions of single combats have already exhausted the subject.

Nothing new, nor adequate to our high idea of the kings, can be said. A
column of milt is thrown over tlie whole, and the combat is left to the itna-

gination of the reader. Poets have almost universally failed in their de-

scriptions of this sort. Not all the strength of Homer could sustain, with

dignity, ihemiiiHta of a single combat. The throwing of a spear, and the

braying of a shield, as some of our own poets most elegantly express it, con-

vey no magniTicent, though they are striking ideas. Our imagination

stretches beyond, and consequently, despises, the description. It were,

therefore, well, for some poets, in my opinion, (though it is, perhaps,

somewhat singular) to have, sometimes, tluown miji over their singlo

combats.
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ing, they stood at Lubar. Cathmor leaned against a

rock. His lialf-fallen shield received the stream, that

leapt from the moss abo^•e. Towards him is the

stride of Fiiigal : he saw the hero's blood. His sword

fell slowly to his side. He spoke, amidst his darken-

" Yields the race of Borbar-duthul? Or still does

he lift the spear? Not unheard is thy name, at Atha,

in the green dwelling of strangers. It has come, like

the breeze of his desert, to the ear of Fingal. Come

to my hill of feasts : the mighty fail, at times. No
fire am I to low-laid foes! I rejoice not over the fall

of the brave. To close* the wound is mine: I have

known the herbs of the hills. I seized their fair

heads, on high, as they waved by their secret

streams. Thou art dark and silent, king of Atha of

strangers
!"

': By Atha of the stream," he said, " there rises a

mossy rock. On its head is the wandering of boughs,

within the course of winds. Dark, in its fiice, is a

cave, with its own loud rill. There have I heard the

tread of strangers,! when they passed to my hall of

* ringril is very much celebrated, in tradition, for his knowledge in the

virtues of herbs. The Irish |;oems, concerning him, ofien represent him
curing the wounds which his chiefs rtceived in battle. They fable con-

cerning him, tliat he was in possession of a cup, containing the essence of

herbs, which instantaneously healed wounds. The knowledge of curing

the wounded, was, till of late, universal ;;mong the Highlanders. We
hear of no other disorder, which required the skill of physic. The whole.,

someness of tlie climate, and an active life, spent in hunting, excluded

+ Cathmor reflects, with pleasure, even in his last moments, on the re-
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shells, Joy rose, like a flame, on my soul : I blesf

the cciioing rock. Here be my dwelling, in darkness;

in my grassy vale. From this I shall mount the

breeze, that pursues my thistle's beard ; or look

down, on blue-winding Atha, from its wandering

mist."

" Why speaks the king of the tomb ? Ossian ! the

warrior has failed ! Joy meet thy soul, like a stream,

Cathmor, friend of strangers ! My son, I hear the

call of years ; they take my spear as they pass along.

Why does not Fingal, tJiey seem to say, rest w ithin

his hall ? Dost thou always delight in blood 1 In

the tears of the sad ? No : ye dark-rollhig years,

Fingal delights not m blood. Tears are wintry

streams that waste away my soul. But, w hen I lie

down to rest, then comes the mighty voice of war.

It awakes me, in my hall, and calls forth all my
steel. It shall call it forth no more; Ossian, take

thou thy father's spear. Lift it, in battle, when the

proud arise.

" My fathers, Ossian, trace my steps ; my deeds

are i>leasant to their eyes. Wherever I come forth

lief he had afforded to sirangers. The very tread of their feet was plea-

sant in his ear. His hospitality was not passed unnoticed by tlie bards;

for, with ihcin, it became a proverb, when tlicy described the hospitable

disposition of a hero, that he tvas like Cathmor of Atha, thefrieud of strait-

fen. It will seem strange, that, in all the Iri^li poems, there is no men-
tion made of Cathmor. This must be alttibutcd to the revolutions and do-

mestic confusions which happened in that island, and utterly cut off all the

real traditions concerning so ancient a period. All that we have rclaieii

of the state of Ireland before the tifih ceniury is of late invention, and iht

work of ill-infurmcd wna(.liiiu and iqjudicious bards.
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to battle, on my field, are their columns of mist.

But mine arm rescued the feeble; the haughty found

my rage was fire. Never over the fallen did mine

eye rejoice. For this,* my fathers shall meet me, at

the gates of their airy halls, tall, with robes of light,

with mildly-kindled eyes. But, to the proud in arms,

tiiey are darkened moons in heaven, which send the

fire of night red-wandering over their face.

" Father of heroes, Trenmor, dweller of eddying

winds ! I give thy spear to Ossian, let thine eye re-

joice. Thee have I seen, at times, bright from be-

t^veen thy clouds ; so appear to my son, when he is

to lift the spear: then shall he remember thy mighty

deeds, though thou art now but a blast."

He gave the spear to my hand, and raised, at

once, a stone on high, to speak to future times, with

its grey head of moss. Beneath he placed a sword

f

in earth, and one bright boss from his shield. Dark

• The Celtic natiims had some idea of rewards, and perhaps of punish*

mems, after dt-aili. Those who behaved, in life, with bravery and virtue,

were rcteiied,\vitli joy, 10 the airy halls of their fathers; but the d,jrk ia

soul, to use the expression of the poet, were spurned awuy/rom the habi-

tation nfhtroes, to ~u-\inder on all the winJi. .Another opinion which pre-

vailed in those times, tended not a 1 tile to make individuals emulous to

excel one another in martial atchievements. It was tliought, that, in the

Aa// n/<r/ei«di, everyone had a seat, raised above others, in proportion as

lie excelled tliem, in valour, when he lived.

+ There are some stones still to be seen in the north, which were erected

as memorials of some remarkable trans;iclions between the anci-.nt chiefs.

There are generally found, beneath them, some pieces of arms, and a bit

•f half-burnt wood. The cause of placing the last there is not mentioned

ia tiaditioQ.
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in thought, a-\vhile, he bends : his words, at leDgth>

came forth.

" Wlien thou, O stone, shall moulder down, and

lose thee, in the moss of years, then shall the travel-

ler come, and whistling pass away. Thou know'st

not, feeble man, that fame once shone on Moi-lena.

Here Fingal resigned his spear, after the last of his

fields. Pass away, thou empty shade! m thy voice

there is no renown. Thou dwellest by some j>eaceful

stream ; yet a few years, and thou art gone. No one

remembers thee, thou dweller of thick mist ! But

Fingal shall be clothed with fame, a beam of light to

other times; for he went forth, in echoing steel, to

save the weak in arms."

Brightening, in his fame, the king strode to Lubar's

sounding oak, where it bent from its rock, over the

bright tumbling stream. Beneath it is a narrow plain,

and the sound of the fount of the rock. Here the

standard* of Morven poured its wreaths on tlie

wind, to mark the way of Ferad-artho, from his se-

cret vale. Briglit, from his parted west, the sun of

heaven looked abroad. The hero saw his people,

and heard tJieir shouts of joy. In broken ridges

round, they glittered to the beam. The king re-

* Tlie erecting of his standard on the bank of Lubar, was the signal which

Fingal, in the beginning of the book, promised to give to the chiefs, who
went to conduct Ferad-arlho to the army, should he himself prevail in

battle. This standard here 'n cMcd, ihe siin-beam. The reason of lliis »p--

pellauon, 1 gave in ray notes on Die poem iniitled Kingal.
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joiced, as a hunter in his own green vale, when, af-

ter the storm is rolled away, he sees the gleaming

sides of tiie rocks. The green thorn shakes its head

in their face; from their top look forward the roes.

Grey,* at his mossy cave, is bent the aged form of

Clonmal. The eyes of the bard had failed. He

leaned forward, on his staff. Bright in her locks, be-

fore him, Sul-malla listened to the tale; the tale of

the kings of Atha, in the days of old. The noise of

battle had ceased in his ear : he stopt, and raised the

secret sigh. The spirits of the dead, they said, often

lightened along his soul. He saw the king of Atha

low, beneath his bending tree.

" Why art thou dark V said the maid. " The

strife of arms is past. Soon f shall he come to thy

cave, over thy winding streams. The sun looks from

the rocks of the west. The mists of the lake arise.

" Grey, they spread on that hill, the rushy dwelling

of roes. From the mist shall my king appear! Be-

hold, he comes in his arras. Come to the cave of

Clonmal, O my best beloved
!"

It was the spirit of Cathmor, stalking, large,

a gleaming form. He sunk by the hollow stream,

* The scene is changed to the valley of Lena, whither Sul-malla had been
sent, by Cathmor, before the battle. Clonmal, an aged bard, or rather

druid, as he seems here to be endued wi.h a prescience of events, had
long dwelt there in a cave. This scene is calculated to throw a melancholy

gloom over the mind.

+ Cathmor had promised, in the seventh bsok, to come to the cave of

Clonmal, after the battle was over.
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that roared between the hills. " It was but the hun-

ter," she said, " who searches for the bed of the roe.

His steps are not forth to war; his spouse expects

Lim with night. lie shall, whistling, return with the

spoils of the dark-brown hinds." Her eyes were

turned to the hill : again the stately form came down.

She rose in the midst of joy. He retired again in

mist. Gradual vanish his limbs of smoke, and vaix

with the mountain wuid. Then she knew that he

fell! " King of Erin art thou low!" Let Ossian

forget her grief; it wastes the soul of age.*

Evening came down on Woi-lena. Grey rolled the

streams of the land. Loud came forth the voice of

Fingal: the beam of oaks arose. Tlie people gathered

• Tradition relates, that Ossian, the next day after the decisive battle

between Fingal and Cathmor, went to fi.id outSul-malla, in the valley of

Lona. His address to her follows

:

«' Awake, tliou daughter of Conmor, from the fern-skirted cavern of

Lona. Awake, thou suM-heam in deserts; warriors one day must fail.

Ttiey move forth, like lerrihle lights; but, often, their cloud is near. Go
to tlie valley of streams, to the wandering of herds, on Lumon ; there

dwells, in his lazy mist, the man ot many (!a;s. But he is unknown, Sul-

malla, like the thistle of the rocks of roes; it shakes its grey beard, in the

wind, and falls, unseen of our e>es. Not such are the kings of men, their

deparlureisametporof fire, which pours its red course from the desert,

oviT the Ijosom of night.

'" He is mixed with the warriors of old, those fires that have hid their

heads. At times shall they come forth in sung. Not forgot has the warrior

failed. He has not seen, Sul-m.illa, the fall of a beam of liis owb: no

fair-haired son, in his blood, voun? troublcr of the field. I am lonely,

young branch of Lumon, I may hear the voice of the feeble, when my
strength s-hall have failed in years, for young Oscar has ceased, on hit

field."—* • * •

Sulmalla returned to her own country. She makes a coniider3l)le figurt

in anuihcr poem ; lier behavi.iur in that piece accoun's for ih.it partial rt-

gard with which the poet ought to speak of her tliruufUoui 1 Mnor<i.
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round with gladness ; with gladness blended with

shades. They sidelong looked to the king, and beheld

his unfinished joy. Pleasant, from the way of the

desert, the voice of music came. It seemed, at first,

the noise of a stream, far distant on its rocks. Slow

it rolled along the hill, like the ruffled wing of a

breeze, when it takes the tufted beard of the rocks,

in the still season of night. It w as the voice of Con-

dan, mixed with Carril's trembling harp. They came,

with blue-eyed Ferad-artho, to Mora of the streams.

Sudden bursts the song from our bards, on Lena

:

tlie host struck their shields midst the sound. Glad-

ness rose brightening on the king, like the beam of a

cloudy day, when it rises, on the green hill, before

the roar of winds. He struck the bossy shield of

kings ; at once they cease around. The people lean

forward, from their spears, towards the voice of their

land.*

* Before I finish my notes, it may not be altogether improper to obviate

an objection, which may be made to tlie credibility of the story of Temora.

It may be asked, whether it is probable, that Fingal could perform such ac»

tions as are ascribed to him in this book, at an age when his grandson, Os-

car, had acquired so much reputation in arms. To this it may be answer-

ed, that Finga! was but very young [book 4th] when he took to wife Ros-

crana, who soon after became the mother of Ossian. Ossian was also ex-

tremely young when he married Ever-allin, the mother of Oscar. Tradi-

tion relates, that Fingal was but eighteen years old at the birihof his soa

Ossian; and that Ossian was much about the same age, when Oscar, his

son, was born. Oscar, perhaps, might be about twenty, when he was killed

in the battle of Gabhra, [book 1st] so the ige of Fingal, when the decisive

battle was fought between him and Cathmor, was just fifty-six years. In

those limes of activity and health, the natural strength and vigour of a

man was little abated, at such an age ; so that there isjiothing improbable

in the actions of Fingal, as related in this book.

VOL. IT, X



sod T E M O R A-

" Sons of Morven, spread the feast; send the night

away in song. Ye have shone around nie, and the

dark storm is past. My people are the windy rocks,

from which I spread my eagle wings, when I rush

forth to renown, and seize it on its field. Ossian,

thou hast the spear of Fingal : it is not the staff of a

boy with which he strews the thistle round, young

wanderer of the field. No: it is the lance of the

mighty, with which they stretched forth tlicir Iiands

to death. Look to thy fatliers, my son; they are aw-

ful beams. With morning lead Ferad-artho forth to

the echoing halls of Temora. Remind him of the

kings of Erin; the stately forms of old. Let not the

fallen be forgot, they were mighty in the field. Let

Carril pour his song, that the kings may rejoice in

their mist. To-morrow I spread my sails to Selma's

shaded walls : where streamy Duthuiu wiuds tlirou;j;U

the seats of rocs."

J



CONLATH AND CUTHONA:

A POEM.

ARGUMENT.

ConlaUi was the youngest of Moini's sons, and brother to th«

celebrated Gaiil. He was in love with Cuth&na the daugh-

ter of Rumar, when Toscar the sou of Kinfena, accompanied

by Fercuth, his friend, arrived from Ireland, at Mora, where

Conlath dwelt. He was hospitably received, and, according

to the custom of the times, feasted three days with Conlatli.

On the fourth he set sail, and coasting tlie island ofwaves,

one of the Hebrides, he saw Cuthona hunting, fell in love

with her, and cairied her away, by force, in liis ship. He
•was forced, by stress of weather, into I-thona, a desert isle.

In tlie mean time Conlath, hearing of the rape, sailed after

him, and found him on the point of sailing for the coast of

Ireland. They fought ; and they and their follcwers fell by
mutual wounds. Cuthona did not long sui-vive ; for she died

of grief the third day after. Fingal, hearing of their unfor-

tunate death, sent Stormal the son of Moran to bury them,

but forgot to send a bard to sing the funeral song over their

tombs. The ghost of Conlath comes, long after, to Ossian,

to intreat him to ti-ansmit to posterity, his and Cuthona's

fame. For it was the opinion of the times, that the souls

of the deceased were not happy, till their elegies were com-
posed by a baid.

Did not Ossian hear a voice? or is it the sound of

<la}s that are uo more? Often does the memory of
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former times come, like the evcnina; sun, on my soul.

The noise of the chace is renewed. In thought, I

lift the spear. But Ossian did hear a voice! Who
art thou, son of night? The children of the feeble

are asleep. The midnight wmd is in my hall. Per-

haps it is the shield of Fingal that echoes to tlie blast.

It hangs in Ossiau's hall. He feels it sometimes with

his hands. Yes! I hear thee, my friend ! Long has

thy voice been absent from mine ear! What brings

thee, on thy cloud, to Ossian, sou of generous Mor-

ni? Are the friends of the aged near tliee ? Where

is Oscar, son of fame? He was often near thee, O
Conlath, when the sound of battle arose.

GHOST OF CONLATH.

Sleeps the sweet voice of Cona, in the midst of

his rustling hall? Sleeps Ossian in his hall, and his

friends without their fame? The sea rolls round

dark I-thona.* Our tombs are not seen in our isle.

How long shall our fame be unheard, son of resomid-

ing Selma ?

OSSIAN.

O that mine eyes could behold thee! Thou

sittest, dim, on thy cloud! Art thou like the mist

of Lano ? An half-extinguished meteor of fire? Of

what are the skirts of thy robe ? Of what is thine

airy bow? He is gone on his blast like the shade of

• iil.jna, ii.'jiiJ ij whvij, one 9f the unmliabiicd wekicui iiles.
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a wandering cloud. Come from thy wall, O harp!

Let inc hear thy sound. Let the light of memory

rise on I-thona. Let me behold agam my friends

!

And Ossian does behold his friends, on the dark-blue

isle. The cave of Thona appears, with its mossy

rocks and bending trees. A stream roars at its mouth.

Toscar bends over its course. Ferculh is sad by his

side. Cuthona * sits at a distance, and weeps. Does

the wind of the waves deceive me? Or do I heaj

them speak 1

TOSCAR.

Tlie night was stormy. From their hills the

groaning oaks came down. The sea darkly-tumbled

beneath the blast. The roaring waves climbed

against our rocks. The lightning came often and

shewed the blasted fern. Fercuth! I saw the ghost

who embroiled the night. f Silent he stood, on that

bank. His robe of mist flew on the wind. I could

behold his tears. An aged man he seemed, and full

of thought!

FERCUTH.

It was thy father, O Toscar. He foresees some

death among his race. Such was his appearance on

* Cutiiona, the daughter of Rumar, whom Toscar liad carried away

+ It was long thought, in the north of Scotland, that storms were raised

by the ghosts of the deceased. This notion is still entertained by the vul-

gar; for they think that whirlwinds, and sudden squalls of wind, are occa-

sioned by spirits, who transport themselves, in that manner, from one
pl.ice to another.
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Cromla, before the great IMaromian * fell. Erin of

hills of grass! how pleasant are thy vales! Silence

is near thy blue streams. The sun is on thy fields.

Soft is the sound of the harj^ in Sclania.f Lovely

the cry of the Jiunter on Crunila. But we are in dark

I-thona, smiounded by the stonii. The l)illows lift

their white heads above our rocks. We tremble

amidst the night.

TOSCAE.

Whither is the soul of battle fled, Fcrcuth with

locks of age? I have seen thee undaunted in dan-

ger: thine eyes burning with joy in the fight. Whi-

ther is the soul of battle fled? Our fathers never

feared. Co: view the settling sea: the stormy

wind is laid. The billows still tremble on the

deep. They seem to fear the blast. Go view the

settling sea. Moniuig is grey on our rocks. The

sun will look soon from his east; in all his pride of

light! I lifted up my sails, with joy, before the halls

of generous Conlath. My course was by a desert

isle: where Cuthona pursued the deer. I saw her

like that beam of the sun that issues from the cloud.

Her hair w as on her heaving breast. She, bendiug

fon> ard, drew the bow. Her white arm seemed, be-

hind her, like the snow of Cromla. Come to my
soul, I said, huntress of tlie desert isle ! But she

• Maronnan was tliebroihcrof Toscar.

+ Selamaih, beautiful to hihuU, the name of Toscar'S residence, on Ihe

coast of Ulslcr, near ilie mountain Cromla.
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wastes her time in tears. She thinks of the generous

Conlath. Where can I find thy peace, Cuthona,

lovely miid

!

CUTHONA.*

A distant steep bends over the sea, with aged

trees and mossy rocks. The billow rolls at its

feet. On its side is the dwelling of roes. The

people call it Mora. There the towers of my
love arise. There Conlath looks over the sea for

his only love. The daughters of tlie chace return-

ed. He beheld their downcast eyes. "Where

is the daughter of Rumarl" But they answered

not. My peace dwells on Mora, son of the distant

land!

TOSCATl.

Cuthona shall return to her peace : to the towers

of generous Conlath. He is the friend of Toscar! I

have feasted in his halls ! Rise, ye gentle breezes of

Erin. Stretch my sails toward Mora's shores. Cu-

thona shall rest on Mora: but the days of Toscar

must be sad. I shall sit in my cave in the field of

the sun. The blast will rustle in my trees. I shall

think it is Cuthoua's voice. But she is distant far, uj

the halls of the mighty Conlath !

» Cu-thona, the mournful soundof thewaves ; a poetical name given her

•n account of her mourning to the sound of the waves; her name in tradk-

lion is Gorm-huil, tht blue-cjed maid.
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CUTHONA.

Ha! what cloud is that? It carries the ghosts of

mv fathers. I see the skirts of their robes, like grey

and watry mist. When shall I fall, O Rumar? Sad

Cuthona foresees her death. Will not Conlath be-

hold rae, before I enter the narrow house? *

OSSIAN.

He shall behold thee, O maid. He comes along

the heaving sea. The deatii of Toscar is dark on his

spear, A wound is in his side ! He is pale at the

cave of Thona. He shews his ghastly wound.

Where art thou with thy tears, Cuthona! The chief

of Mora dies. The vision grows dim on my juind. I

behold the chiefs no more ! But, O yc bards of fu-

ture times, remember the fall of Conlath with tears.

He fell before his day. Sadness darkened in his hall.

His mother looked to his shield on the wall, and it

was bloody, t She knew that her hero fell. Her

sorrow was heard on Mora. Art thou pale on thy

rock, Cuthona, beside the fallen chiefs? Night

comes, and day returns, but none appears to raise

their tomb. Thou frightenest tlie screaming fowls

away. Thy tears for ever flow. Thou art pale as a

watry cloud, that rises from a lake

!

* Tlie grave.

+ U was Uie opinion of the times, that the arms left by the heroes at

home, became Lloody the very instant their owners were killed, though at

«ver fo great a distance.
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The sons of green Selma came. They found

Cuthona cold. They raised a tomb over the heroes.

She rests at the side of Conlath ! Come not to my
dreams, O Conlath ! Thou hast received thy fame.

Be thy voice far distant from my hall; that sleep may

descend at night. O that I could forget my friends

:

till my foot-steps should cease to be seen! till I come

among them with joy ! and lay my aged limbs in the

narrow house

!





BERRATHON:
A POEM.

ARGUMENT.

Fingal, in his voyage to Lochlin, whitlier he had been invited

by Stamo, the fatlier of Agandecca, touched at Berrathon,

an island of Scandinavia, where he was kindly entertained

by Larthmor, the petty king of the place, who was a vassal

of the supreme kings of Lochlin. The hospitality of Larth-

mor gained liim Fuigal's friendship, which that hero mani-

fested, after the imprisonment of Larthmor by his own son,

by sending Ossian and Toscar, the father of Malvina, so

often mentioned, to rescue Larthmor, and to punish the un-

natural behaviour of Uthal. Uthal was handsome, and, by
the ladies, much admired, Nina-thoma, the beautiful

daughter of Tor-thoma, a neighbouring prince, fell in love

and fled with him. He proved inconstant ; for another lady,

whose name is not mentioned, gaining his affections, he con-

fined Nina-thoma to a desert island near the coast of Berra-

thon. She was relieved by Ossian, who, in company with

Toscar, landing on Berrathon, defeated the forces of Uthal,

and killed him in a single combat. Nina-thoma, whose

love not all the bad behaviour of Uthal could erase, hearing

of his death, died of grief. In the mean time Larth-

mor is restored, and Ossian and Toscar return m triumph to

Fingal.

The poem opens with an elegy on the death of Malvina,

the daughter of Toscar, and closes with presages of Ossian's

death.

Bend thy blue course, O stream ! round the nar-

row plain of* Lutha. Let the green woods hang

* Latha, svift stream.
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over it, from their hills : the sua look on It at noon.

The thistle is there on its rock, and shakes its beard

to the wind. The flower hangs its lieavy head, wav-

ing, at times, to the gale. " Why dost thou awake

me, O gale !" it seems to say, " I am covered with

the drops of heaven? The time of my fading is near,

the blast^ that shall scatter my leaves. To-morrow

shall the traveller come; ho that saw me in my beauty

shall come. His eyes will search the field, but they

will not find me." So shall they search in vain, for

the voice of Cona, after it has failed in the field.

The hunter shall come forth in the morning, and the

voice of my harp shall not be heard. " Where is the

son of car-borne Fingal I" The tear will be on his

cheek! Then come thou, O Malvina, with all thy

music, come! Lay Ossian in the plain of Lutha: let

his tomb rise in the lovely field.

Malvina! where art thou, with thy songs, with

the soft sound of thy steps ? Son * of Alpm art fhou

near? where is the daughter of Toscar? " I passed,

O son of Fingal, by Tor-lutha's mossy walls. The

smoke of the hall was ceased. Silence was among

the trees of the hill. TJie voice of the chace was

over. I saw the daughters of the bow. I asked

about Malvina, but they answered not. They turned

their faces away: thiu darkness covered their beauty.

* ITia failicr was one of Fiiijal'* i^rincipal bitis, and he liad a poetiui

i
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Tiiey were like stars, on a raiiiy hilJ, by night, each

Hooking faintly through the mist."

Pleasant* be thy rest, O lovely beam! soon hast

thou set on our hills! The steps of thy departure

were stately, like the moon on the blue, trembling

wave. But tiiou hast left us in darkness, first of the

maids of Lutha! We sit, at the rock, and there is no

voice; no hght but the meteor of fire! Soon hast

thou set, O Malviua, daughter of generous Toscar

!

But thou risest hke the beam of the east, among the

spirits of thy friends, where they sit, in their stormy

halls, the chambers of the thunder ! A cloud hovers

over Cona. Its blue curling sides are high. The

winds are beneath it, with their wings. Within it is

the dwelling t of Fingal. There the hero sits in dark-

ness. His airy spear is in his hand. His shield, half

covered with clouds, is like the darkened moon;

when one half still remains in the wave, and the

other looks sickly on tlie field

!

His friends sit around the king, on mist! They

hear the songs of Ullin: he strikes the half-viewless

Larp. He raises the feeble voice. The lesser heroes,

with a thousand meteors, light the airy hall. Mal-

» Ossai i [- Malvina abeam of light, and continues the

mctapho. I ^uiph.

+ The «' l^al palace of Fiugal is agreeable to the no-

lions of ili .^^ .....^ , t. ..^^. ui;,g the state of the deceased, who were sup-

posed to pursue, uiicr dealii, the pleasures and employments of their for-

mer life The situation of die Celtic heroes, in their separate state, if no:

entirely happr, i< more agreeable, than the oolious of tlie ancient Gresi*

•oncerning their departed heroes.
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vina rises, in the midst; a blush is on lier cheek.

She beholds the unknown faces of her fathers. She

turns aside her humid eyes. " Art thou come so

soon?" said Fingal, " daughter of generous Toscar.

Sadness dwells in the halls of Lutha. My aged son*

is sad ! I hear the breeze of Cona, that « as wont to

lift thy heavy locks. It comes to the hall, but thou

art not there. Its voice is mournful among the arms

of thy fathers! Go, wilh thy rustling wing, O breeze!

sigh on Malvina's tomb. It rises yonder beneath the

rock, at the blue stream of Lutha. The maids f are

departed to their place. Thou alone, O breeze,

moumest there!"

But ^\llo comes from the dusky west, supported

on a cloud ? A smile is on his grey, watry face. His

locks of mist fly on wind. He bends forward on his

aii7 spear. It is thy father, Malvina ! " Why shiu-

cst thou, so soon, on our clouds," he says, " O
lovely light of Lutha ! But thou wert sad, my
daughter. Thy friends had passed away. The sons

of little I men were in the hall. None remained

of the heroes, but Ossian king of spears!"

And dost thou remember Ossian, car-borne Tos-

• Ossian; wlio liad a great fricndsliip for Malvina, both on account gf

her love for liis son Oscar, and her attention to himself.

+ That is, the young virgins who sung the funeral elegy over her tomb.

J Tradition is entirely silentconcerning what passed in the north, immc*
diately after tl:e death of Fingal and all his heroes; by which it would jcem
iliai the actions of iheir successors were not tu be comiJareU to tkosc *( iht

renowned Fingaliant.
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car,* son of Conloch? The battles of our youth were

many. Our swords went together to the field. They

saw us coming Uke two falling rocks. The sons of

the stranger fled. " There come the warriors of

Cona!" they said. " Their steps are in the paths of

the flying!" Draw near, son of Alpin, to the song of

the aged. The deeds of other times are in my soul.

My memory beams on the days that are past. On

the days of mighty Toscar, when our path was in the

deep. Draw near, son of AIpui, to the last sound of

the voice of Cona

!

The king of Morven commanded. I raised my
sails to the wind. Toscar chief of Lutha stood at my
side, I rose on the dark-blue wave. Our course was

to sea-surrounded Berrathon,! the isle ofmany storms.

There dwelt, with his locks of age, the stately

strength of Larthmor. Larthmor, who spread the

feast of shells to Fingal, when he went to Starno's

halls, hi the days of Agandecca. But when the chief

was old, the pride of his son arose; the pride of fiiir-

liaired Uthal, the love of a thousand maids. He

bound the aged Larthmor, and dwelt in his sounding

halls!

Long pined the king in his cave, beside his rolling

sea. Day did not come to his dwelling; nor the

* Toscar was llie son of that ConlocU, who was also fatlier to the lady,

whose unfortunate death is related in the last episode of the second book

of Fingal.

+ Barralhgn, u promoiUQ'y in the mid-t of -waves.
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burning oak by night. But the wind of ocean was

lliere, and the parting beam of the moon. The red

star looked on tlie king, when it trembled on the

western wave. Snitho came to Selma's hall : Snitho

tlie friend of Larthraor's youth. He told of the king

of Berrathon: the wrath of Fingal arose. Thrice he

assumed the spear, resolved to stretch his hand to

Uthal. But the memory * of his deeds rose befora

the king. He sent his sou and Toscar. Our joy

was great on the rolling sea. We often half-un-

sheathed our swords. For never before had we

fought alone, in battles of the spear.

Night came down on the ocean. The w inds de-

parted on their wings. Cold and pale is the moon.

The red stars lift their heads on high. Our course

is slow along the coast of Berrathon. The white waves

tumble on the rocks, *' What voice is that," said

Toscar, " which comes between the sounds of the

waves? It is soft but mournful, like the voice of de-

parted bards. But I behold a maid, f She sits ou

the rock alone. Her head bends on her arm of snow.

Her dark hair is in the wind. Hear, son of Fingal,

her song, it is smooth as the gliding stream." We
came to the silent bay, and heard the maid of night.

• Tlie meaning is, ihatFini;:!! rcmoinborcd his own great actions, and

ctinscquenily would not iully them by engaging in a petty war against

Uthal, who was so far his inferior in valour and power.

+ Nina-thoma, ilio daughter of Torlhoma, who had been «onfined t» a

desert islaiijl by brr lover Ltlial.
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" How long will ye roll around me, blue-tumbling

waters of ocean? My dwelling was not always in

caves, nor beneath the whistling tree. The feast was

spread in Torthoma's hall. My father delighted in

my voice. The youths beheld me in the steps of my

loveliness. They blessed the dark-haired Nina-thoma.

It was then thou didst come, O Uthal! like the sun

of heaven! The souls of the virgins are thine, son of

generous Larthmor! But why dost thou leave me

alone, in the midst of roaring waters? Was my soul

dark with thy death ? Did my white hand lift the

sword? Why then hast thou left me alone, king of

high Finthorrao !" *

The tear started from my eye, when I heard the

voice of the maid. I stood before her in my arms.

I spoke the words of peace !
" Lovely dweller of the

cave! what sigh is in thy breast ? Shall Ossian lift

his sword in thy presence, the destruction of thy foes?

Daughter of Torthoma, rise. I have heard the words

of thv grief. The race of Morven are around thee,

who never injured the weak. Come to our dark-

bosomed ship ! thou brighter than that setting moon

!

Our course is to the rocky Berrathon, to the echoing

walls of Finthorrao." She came in her beauty; she

came with all her lovely steps. Silent joy brightened

in her face; as when the shadows fly from the field

* Finthornio, the palace of Uthal. The names in this episode are not*?

i Celtic original.
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of spring; the blue stream is rollinj^ in brightness,

and the green bush bends over its course

!

The morning rose with its beams. We came to

Rothma's bay. A boar rushed from the wood : my

spear pierced his side, and he fell. I rejoiced over

the blood. * I foresaw my growing fame. But now

the sound of Uthal's train came, from the high Fin-

thormo. They spread over the heath to the chace of

the boar. Himself comes slowly on, in the pride of

his strength. He lifts two pointed spears. On his

side is the hero's sword. Three youths carry his

polished bows. The bounding of five dogs is before

him. His heroes move on, at a distance, admiring

the steps of the king. Stately was the son of Larth-

mor ! but his soul was dark ! Dark as the troubled

face of the moon, w hen it foretels the storms !

We rose on the heath before the king. He stojrt

in the midst of his course. His heroes gathered

around. A grey-haired bard advanced. " Whence

are the sons of the strangers!" began the bard of

song. " The children of the unhappy come to Ber-

rathon; to the sword of car-borne Uthal. He spreads

no feast in his hall. The blood of strangers is on his

streams. If from Selma's walls ye come, from the

mossy walls of Fingal, cluise three youths to go to

• Ossian might have thought that his killing a boar on his rir~t lan.hng in

Betrathon, was a gooil omen of his future success in that island. The pre-

sent Highlanders look, "vith a degree of superstition, upon the success of

their first aciion, after they have engaged in any desperate undertaking.



A POEM. 323

your king to tell of the fall of his people. Perhaps

the hero may coine and pour his blood on Uthal's

•word. So shall the fame of Finthormo arise, like

the growing tree of the vale
!

"

" Never will it rise, O bard," I said in the pride of

my wrath. " He would shrink from the presence of

Fingal, whose eyes are the flames of death. The son

of Comhal comes, and kings vanish before him. They

are rolled together, like mist, by the breath of his

rage. Shall three tell to Fingal, that his people fell?

Yes! they may tell it, bard ! but his people shall falj

with fame
!"

I stood in the darkness of my strength. Toscar

drew his sword at my side. The foe came on like a

stream. The mingled sound of death arose. Man

took man, shield met shield ; steel mixed its beams

with steel. Darts hiss through air. Spears ring on

mails. Swords on broken bucklers bound. As the

noise of an aged grove beneath the roaring wind,

when a thousand ghosts break the trees by night, such

was the din of arms ! But Uthal fell beneath ray

sword. The sons of Berrathon fled. It was then I

saw him in his beauty, and the tear hung iu my eye !

^ Thou art fallen,* young tree," I said, " with all thy

* To mourn over the fall of their enemies, was a practice universal

among tlie Celtic heroes. This is more agreeable to humanity, than the

shameful insulting of the dead, so common in Homer, and after him, ser-

vilely copied by all his imitators, the humane Virgil not excepted, who
have been more successful in borrowing the imperfections of that great

poet, than iii Uieir imitalionsofliis beauties.
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beauty round thee. Thou art fallen on thy plains,

and the field is bare. The winds come from the de-

sert ! there is no sound in tiiy leaves ! I^ovely art

thou in death, son of car-borne Larthmor."

Nina-thoma sat on the shore. She heard the sound

of battle. She turned her red eyes on Lethmal, the

grey-haired bard of Selma. He alone had remained

on the coast, with the daughter of Torthoma. " Son

of the times of old !" she said, " I hear the noise of

death. Thy friends have met with Utiial, and the

chief is low ! O that I had remained on the rock,

inclosed with the timibling waves ! Then would my
soul be sad, but his death would not reach my ear.

Art thou fallen on thy heatli, O son of high Fiuthor-

mo ! Thou didst leave me on a rock, but my soul

was full ol' thee. Son of high Finthormo ! art tliou

fallen on thy heath?"

She rose pale in her tears. She saw the bloody

nhield of Uthal. She saw it in Ossian's hand. Her

steps were distracted on the heath. She flew. She

found him. She fell. Her soul came forth in a

»igh. Her hair is spread on her face. My bursting

(ears descend. A tomb arose on the unhappy. My
song of woe was heard. " Rest, hapless children of

youth! Rest at the noise of that mgssy stream! The

virgins will see your tomb, at the chace, and turn

away their weeping eyes. Your fame will be in song.

The voice of the harp will be heard in your praise.
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The daughters of Sehna sliall hear it : your renown

shall be in other lauds. Rest, children of youth, at

the noise of the mossy stream
!"

Two days Me remained on the coast. The heroes

of Berrathou convened. We brought Larthmor to

his halls. The feast of shells is spread. The joy of

the aged was great. He looked to the arms of his

fathers. The arras wliich he left in his hall, when

tlie pride of Uthal rose. We were renowned before

Larthmor. He blessed the chiefs of Mor\'en. He

knew not that his son was low, the stately strength of

Uthal ! They had told, that he had retired to the

woods, with the tears of grief. They had told it,

but he was silent in the tojnb of Rothma's heath.

On the fourth day we raised our sails, to the roar

of the northern wuid. Larthmor came to the coast.

Jlis bards exalted the song. The joy of the king was

great, he looked to Rothma's gloomy heath. He saw

the tomb of his son. The memory of Uthal rose.

" Who of my heroes," he said, " lies there ? he

seems to have been of the kings of men. Was he re-

nowned in my halls, before the pride of Uthal rose ?

Ye are silent, sons of Benathon ! is the king of heroes

low? My heart melts for thee, O Uthal! though thy

hand was against thy father. O that I had remained

in the cave! that my son had dwelt in Finthormo! I

might have heard the tread of his feet, when he went

to the cbace of the boar. I might have heard hi«
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voice on the blast of my cave. Then would niy soul

be glad: but now darkness dwells in my halls."

Sucli were my deeds, son ofAlpin, when the arm

of my youth was strong. Such the * actions of Tos-

car, the car-borne son of Couloch. But Toscar is on

his flying cloud. I am alone at Lutha. My voice is

like the last sound of the wind, when it forsakes the

woods. But Ossian shall not be long alone. lie

sees the mist that shall receive his ghost. He beholds

the mist that shall form his robe, when he appears on

his hills. The sons of feeble men shall behold me,

and admire the stature of the chiefs of old. They

shall creep to their caves. They shall look to the sky

with fear: for my steps shall be in the clouds. Dark-

ness shall roll on my side.

Lead, son of Alpin, lead the aged to his woods.

The winds begin to rise. The ilark wave of (he lake

resounds. Bends there not a tree from Mora with

its branches bare? It bends, son ofAlpin, ui the rust-

ling blast. My harp hangs on a blasted branch. The

sound of its strings is mournful. Does the wind

touch thee, O harp, or is it some passing ghost! It

is the hand of Malviua! Bring me the harj), sou of

Alpin. Another song shall rise. My soul shall de-

part in the souiul. My fathers shall hear it in their

airy hall. Their dim faces shall hang, with Joy, iioin

their clouds; and their hands receive lluir ^oii. 'i'li.-
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ogod oak bends over the stream. It sighs with all its

moss. The withered fern whistles near, and mixes, as

it waves, with Ossian's hair.

" Strike the harp, and raise the song: be near,

with all your wings, ye winds. Bear the mournful

sound away to Fingal's airy hall. Bear it to Fingal's

hall, that he may hear the voice of his son. The voice

of him that praised the mighty!

" The blast of north opens thy gates, O King! I

behold thee sitting on mist, dimly gleaming in all thine

arms. Thy form now is not the terror of the valiant.

It is like a watery cloud ; when we see the stars be-

hind it, w ith their w eeping eyes. Thy shield is the

aged moon : thy sword a vapour half kindled with

fire. Dim and feeble is the chief, who travelled in

brightness before ! But thy steps * are on the winds

of the desert. The storms are darkening in thy

hand. Thou takest tlie sun in thy wrath, and hidest

him in thy clouds. The sons of little men are afraid.

A tliousand showers descend. But when thou comest

forth in thy mildness ; the gale of the morning is

near thy course. The sun laughs in his blue fields.

The grey stream winds in its vale. The bushes

* This description of ihe powor of Fiiigal over the winds and storms, and

tlie image of his taking ihe sun, and hiding him in the clouds, fio not corre-

spond «iih t'.-.e priiceding paragraph, where he is represented as a feeble

gvost, and no more the terror of the valiant; but it agrees with the notion

of ihe times concerning the souls of the deceased, who, it was supposed,

1.1.! ihe coi|unand of the winds and storms, but took no concern in the affairs
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shake their green heads in the wind. Tlic rocs bound

towards the desert.

" There is ii inurinur in tlie heath ! the stormy

winds abate ! I hear the voice of Fingal. Long has it

been absent from mine ear! " Come, Ossian, come

away," he says. Fiiigal has received his fame. We
passed away, hke flames that had shone for a season.

Our departure was in renown. Tliough the plains of

our battles are dark and silent ; our fame is in the

four grey stones. The voice of Ossian has been heard.

The harp has been strung in Selma. " Come, Ossian,

come away," he says, " come, fly with thy fathers on

clouds." I come, I come, thou king of men! The

life of Ossian fails. I begin to vanish on Cona. My
steps are not seen in Selma. Beside the stone of

Mora 1 shall fall asleep. The winds whistling in my

grey hair, shall not awaken me. Depart on thy wings

O wind ! thou canst not disturb the rest of the bard.

The night is long, but his eyes are heavy. Depart,

thou rustling blast."

" But why art thou sad, son of Fingal ? Why grows

the cloud of thy soul I The chiefs of other times are

departed. They have gone without their fame. The

sons of future years shall pass away. Another race

shall arise. The people are like tlie waves of ocean :

like the leaves of woody Morveu, they pass away in

the rustling blast, and other leaves lift their green

heads on hiirh."
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" Did thy beauty last, O Ryno ? * Stood the

strength of car-borae Oscar ? Fingal himself depart-

ed. The halls of his fathers forgot his steps. Shalt

thou then remain, thou aged bard ! when the mighty

have failed. But my fame shall remain, and grow

like tlie oak of Morven ; which lifts its broad head

to the storm, and rejoices in the course of the wind!"

* Ryno, the son of Fingal, who was killed in Ireland, in the war against

Swaran, was remarkable for the beauty of his person, his swiftness, and

great exploits. Minvane, the daughter of Morni, and sister to Gaul, was

in love with Ryno. Her lamentation over her lover follows

:

She blushing sad, from Morven's rocks, bends over the darkly-rolling

sea. She sees the youth in all their arms. Where, Ryno, where art thou

Our dark looks told that he was low ! That pale the hero flew on clouds;

That in the grass of Morven's hills, his feeble voice was heard in wind!

And is the son of Fingal fallen on Ullin's mossy plains? Strong was th«

arm that vanquished him ! Ah me ! lamalone!

Alone I shall not be, ye winds ! that lift my dark-brown hair. My sighs

shall not long mix with your stream ; for 1 must sleep with Ryno.

1 see thee not, with beauty's steps, returning from the chate. The night

is round Mi n vane's love. Dark silence dwells with Ryno.

Where are thy dogs, and where thy bow ? Thy shield that was so strong

!

Thy sword hke heaven's descending fire; The bloody spear of Ryno!

I see them mixed with thy deep ship ; 1 see them stained with blood. N»
arms are in thy narrow hall, O darkly-dwelling Ryno !

When will the morning come, and say, " arise, thou king of spears;

arise, the hunters are abroad. The hinds are near thee, Ryno !"

Away, thou fair-haired morning, away ! the slumbering king hears thee

not ! The hinds bound over his narrow tomb ; for death dwells round
young Ryno.

But 1 will tread softly, my king ! and steal to the bed of thy repose, Min-
Yane will lie in silence, nor disturb the slumbering Ryno.
The maids shall seek me ; but they shall not find me : they shall follow

my departure with songs. But I shall not hear you, O maids ; 1 sleep with
fair-haired Ryno.

FINIS.
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