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PREFACE.
IN the year 1761 Mr. Macpherfon publifhed

the Poem of Fingal, accompanied with

other works, tranflated from the Galic lan-

guage : of which, a Httle before fome frag-

ments had been printed by the fame Author,

The poetical fpirit, with which thofe writings

are animated, excited a general attention, and

engaged the admiration of perfons of a refined

tafte in this and other kingdoms.— It was

fcarcely imagined that in the remote Age of a

nation, in which Barbarifm was thought to have

reigned, any w^ork worthy of public regard

could be produced : but, on perufal, the in-

ferior pieces were found polTeft of great poeti-

cal beauties, while Fingal and Temora had

all the qualities which are the principal cha-

radleriftics of an Epic Poem,

From confiderations of this kind, very unfa-

vorable conclulions were deduced— Among
others, the authenticity of thofe Poems was

called in queflicn— It was afTerted, that they

A 2 were
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were obtruded on the public as the traditionary

remains of ancient ages, when no fuch remains

really exifted J or at leaft that they had received

confiderable alterations and embelliihments.

All imputations of this kind have been fatis-

fa<5torily anfwered— Gentlemen have been ap-

pealed to, who live in the Highlands, who un-

derftand the Original, and have often heard

thofe Poems recited—The 7th book of Teniora

in the Galic language is inferted in the laft

edition, and the Original is depofited in the

Mufa^um.

Whilll the Editor was thus defending him-

felf, there were not wanting perfons of erudi-

tion and judgment, who warmly efpoufed his

caufe; convinced from internal marks of the

originality of thofe Poems, they conferred the

highefb elogiums on them.

When the following verfion was made, it was

on the fixed perfuafion of their authenticity, no

lefs than on account of their intrinfic excellency.

In the nrft ages of fociety, laws were written,

oracles delivered, and lefTons of moral inftruc-

tion given in verfe— In verfe, the renown-

ed deeds of Patriots, Heroes, and Legiflators

were
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were recorded—Hence gratitude and emulation

were kindled, and valor excited.

Poetry, thus calculated for anfwering diffe-

rent important ufes, became the objetfi: of public

attention. The profefTors of it conflituted a

diftind: clafs, and heroes of illuftrious rank, and

poilefl of fupreme power, often added this ac-

complifliment to their other titles.

In Greece, indeed, it appears, that when

Homer and Hefiod immortalized their names,

the Rhapfodifls, though much in repute, were

rather of an inferior rank. But it has been ima-

gined, that this was a degradation of their ori-

ginal characters ; and that they were of greater

dignity in more ancient ages, when Mufcus,

Orpheus, and other £vim vafes (as Horace

terms them) exercifed it.

Poetry, however, was no where more culti-

vated and encouraged, than among the ancient

Goths, Vandals, and other northern nations :

In the countries inhabited by them the Runic

Poetry had its origin, and the Scaldi, an order

wholly devoted to the Rudy and pracflice of it,

were perfons of the mofl: diftinguiflied rank.

In Ireland, the fame profelfion had even a

iliperior degree of dignity and pre-eminence ;

and
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and it appears by inconteftible evidence, that In

early ages, the fame inftitutions and cuftoms

prevailed in Scotland, which were eftablifhed

in the other Celtic nations.

The time when Fingal reigned, cannot

perhaps be percifely afcertained.—Mr. Mac-

pherfon imagines that * Caracalla was defeated

by him in the year 211. In whatever age the

expedition (which is the fubjedl of the follow-

ing Poem) was made, it appears that Oilian,

his fon, perfonally attended him, both as a

Bard and Warrior. This Poem probably had

its origin from recitements made at public fef-

tivals, foon after the conclufion of the war;

and the Author digefted at leifure hours, what

he had repeated perhaps extempore, into its

prefent form.—A monument of filial piety and

national honor, no lefs than of his own fub-

lime genius !

Not only in this, but likewife in his other

Poems, may be found a frequent tranfition from

Narrative to Ode—A lingularity, in which he

greatly differs from the Grecian bard; for Homer

brought Epic Poetry to its highefl perfedlion,

and refrained from blending them together.

* See the firft Note on Comala.

Offian
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Oflian is remarkable for energy of expreffion

and fimplicity of ftyle.—We, who live in a

ftate of polifhed life, frequently indulge our-

felves in frivolous conceits, far-fetch'd allufions,

and thus degenerate into a falfe fublime. The
rude fcenes of Nature, fo exquifitely painted

by Offian, would not affedl a modern writer in

the fame manner, and confequently could not

be fo expreffively defcribed by him. His cha-

radlers are fuftained with fpirit and propriety

Their fpeeches, fuch as muft neceflarily pro-

ceed from the feelings of the human breall,

untaught by Science, and uncultivated by Art

Their language is the language of Nature, and

their allufions taken from objeds immediately

before them.

It is hoped that the prefent attempt needs no
apology.—One of the firft Authors, who writ

remarks on the Original, obferved, " That
though the Tranflation was excellent, it were to

be wiflied that it had been in Verfe rather than

in Profe."—The Tranflator himfelf, in fome
notes on thofe Poems, exprelTed his fenfe of

this, and judged that the harmony of verlifica-

tlon was wanting at leaft to the Lyric parts of

Offian's Poems.

To
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To thofe who are well acquainted with the

Original, the following Verfion may appear to

have too modern an air ; to others who are not,

it may feem too antiquated. The Author en-

deavoured to keep between the two extremes

;

but hopes he has not departed from the fimpli-

city of the Original, which makes one of its

peculiar beauties. He would obferve, that a

Poet cut off from the heathen Deities, and all

allulions to them—from the fciences, and all

the improvements of a poliflied flate of fociety

—from all the arts, one or two of the moft

fmiple only excepted—obliged to rejed: all ex-

preffions that allude to them, and to diveft him-

felf of many pre-conceived ideas as unfuitable

to the Hate of fociety in thofe Times—has dif-

ficulties to ftruggle with, that can only be ima-

gined by thofe who have felt them.

F I N G A L.
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A N

ODE.
IMAGINATION, mighfy power!

Where doft thou guide my roving mind ?

By time, by diftance unconfin'd

On Fancy's rapid wings I fly

To Morven^s coaft, where mountains tower.

And break the clouds that roll on high.

Before my view the dark-brown heath extends.

From reed-crown'd lakes the creeping mills exhale;

Down the rock burfting, the rude ftream defcends.

And foams along the folitary vale.

B Cona
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Com, thy waters murmur in my ear!

Selma, thy halls unfold !

There fits Fin gal:—the chiefs of old

Gaze on the ruler of the war.

One vaunts his prowefs in the field.

Another lifts his riven (hield.

Or lliews the deep-indented fear.

High o'er the reft the fon ofJongs^

OfTian defcended from a race of kings,

Confpicuous ftands : to whom belongs

The praife of warriors : to the ground

He deeply- mufing bends his eyes

—

Behold ! the royal Bard arife,

Behold! he (hakes the eagle-plumes,

With which his burnifh'd helm is crown'd

His fl<ilful hand the harp alTumcs,

He lightly fweeps the tuneful ftrings,

And wakes the plcafing found.
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Hark! he pours the martial fong,

His brave compeers around him throng.

To hear the drain fublime

:

And whilft his animating lays

Proclaim their fame in other days.

Their deeds in ancient time

:

Each war-worn chief inglorious eafe difdains.

Pants for the din of fight, and thick-embattled plains.

Again infpir'd with glory's charms.

The fiery warriors call to arms

To win immortal praife:

Each hopes to gain a deathlefs name^

To live renown'd, or die with fame.

The theme of future days.

Each grafps his fword, each fhakes his moony (hield,

And the bright mail pours lightning o'er the field.

B 2 Softer
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Softer now thy numbers flow,

Slowly rolls the plaintive Strain

;

See, the firft of Heroes low!

See, the mighty Morar flain !

From the tender virgin's eyes

Fall the pearly drops of woe ;

See, her bofom throbbs with fighs,

Sorrow fvvells her breaft of fno^ir.

§ Yon mofiy Hones that rife above the heath,

Btfide the blafled oak that towers on high,

Mark to the hunters view the cave of death.

Where chiefs renown'd in former ages lie

:

There reds brave Morar !—thy untimely doom.

Thy aged fire, and mournful friends deplore.

How vain their forrow !—in the fdent tomb

The mighty Morar fleeps, to rife no more I

^ Vid. the fongs of Selma.

Like
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Like him, ye warriors! you mud pafs away,

Like him you fhine the glory of the plain

:

In time your ftrength will fail, your tombs decay.

And no memorial of your fam.e remain.

The melting lay their rage controuls,

And calms to peace their furious fouls

:

Thy charms, deftrudivc fame ! infpirc

Their breads no more with martial fire:

Each hero mourns fome breathlefs fritnd,

Compafiion's tender tears defcend

:

Their arms beftrew the dufty plain.

The falchion thirds for blood in vain.

Oh! who like thee could feel for other's woe,

And to thy drains the heart-felt thought impart.

In plaintive numbers bid them wildly flow.

And melt the foul beyond the power of art

!

B 3 On
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On thee her darling fon, fair Fancy fmilcs,

Her bright ideal fcenes difplays

;

She (Irongly paints them in thy mind.

And pours them in thy daring lays.

The fons of glory battle- (loin.

From thee receive the plaufive Song:

They quit the blood-empurpled plain ;

Around them meteors gleam

;

The ruddy-fiaming beam

Skirts the dark clouds on which they fail along.

Behold their airy halls

!

Bedropt with fire the roofs appear

;

In dimly-gleaming arms they ftand,

The fhells half-viewkfs in their hand :

Beneath the clouds of darknefs roll,

Their words pervade thy lift'ning ear.

And fink into thy thoughtful fouK

See
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* See ! Loda's gloomy form advance.

On high he lifts his fliadowy lance.

Within his hand the tempeils lour.

The blaft of death his noftrils pour :

Like flames his baleful eyes

Appal the valiant—from the fight

They turn before the blading light;

His hollow voice like thunder fhakes the fkies,

Slowly he moves along, exulting in his might.

Vain are thy terrors, dreadful fhade

!

Lo ! MoToen's king defies aloud

Thy utmoil force—His gleaming bLide

Winds thro' the murky cloud.

The form falls fhapelefs into air

:

His direful fhrieks the billows hear.

And (lop their rapid courfe with fear.

The hundred rocks of Iniftore reply.

As roll'd into himfelf he mounts the darken'd Iky.

* Carricthura.
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How fweetly flows J thy lateft ftrain ? when borne

On heav'ns curl'd clouds appears thy hoary fire

;

Bright pearly drops the laughing fields adorn.

The eaflern clouds are ftreak'd with purple fire:

The opening flower perfumes the breath of nnorn.

All nature's clad in beauty's fair attire.

To thee the winds his feeble voice convey •-

Come to m.y airy halls away \

Silent are now our martial plains -,

Our glory in the fong remiains.

Come to my airv halls, f^id Ofllan come away

Ceafe feeble mufe ! thy imitation vain-,

Thy bofom glows not with his facred fire :

Thy lines enervate mock his lofty ftrain.

—

Forgive me mafter of the founding lyre!

That thus in uncouth numbers I afl^ay

To emulate thy foul-enchanting lay.

I Bqrwhoji,
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t$oo$oc^c«Do5oQi!|pc^o$oc^o$ooiJocJiJ:c^ic$oo?^c^

THE Fliftory previous to the opening of the

Poem is this. ' Artho^ fupreme king of

* Ireland dying at Temora^ the royal palace of the

* Irifh kings, was fucceeded by Cormac his fon, a

' minor. Cuchullin, lord of the JJle of Mijl, one of

* the Hebrides^ being at that time famous for his

' great exploits, was in a convention of the petty

' kings then aflembled, unanimoufly chofen Guar-
< dian to the young king. He had not managed
* the affairs of Cormac long, when news was

* brought him that Swaran king of Lochlin (i. e.

Scandinavia) intended to invade Ireland. CuchuUin

< im.mediately defired afliftance from Fingal kino-

* of thofe Caledonians who inhabited the wellern

' coafts of Scotland. Ke, as well from a principle

' of generofity, as from his connexions with the

' royal family oi Ireland., refolved on an expedition

* into that country •, but before his arrival the ene-

* my had landed in Vlfter.—Cuchidlin in the mean
* time gathered his tribes to Tiira, a caftle in Uljler.,

' and difpatched Icouts along the coaft to gain the

* molt early intelligence of the enemy. Such is the

* fituation of affairs when the Poem opens.'
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ARGUMENT
Of the First Book.

CUCHULLIN, fitting alone beneath a tree at the

gate of Tiira, the ether chiefs being gone on a

hunting party ^ is informed of Swaran'J landings by Mo-

ran one of his Scouts. He convenes the Chiifs, a council

is heldy and difputes run high about giving battle to the

tnemy. Connal, his intimate friend^ advifes him to re-

treat till the arrival of Fingal, but is cppofed by Cal-

mar, another of his Chiefs. Cuchullin willing to fight

follows the opinion «?/CaIi"nar. Marching towards the

enemy, he miffes three of bis bravefl heroes^ Fergus,

Duchomar, and Cathbai^*' Fergus arriving., relates

to him the manner of their death, which introduces the

Epifode of Morna. The army 0/ Cuchullin is defcried

at a dijlance by one of Svvaran'j Scouts, who defcribes to

him the terrible appearance of that Hero. Swaran en-

courages his troops: the armies engage, but night coming

on, leaves the Vi^ory undecided. Cuchullin, according

to the hofpitality of the times, invites Swaran to his

feafi, who fcornfully reje^s it. Carril, Cuchullin'i

Bard, relates to him thejlory ^Grudar and BrafToHs.

A party, by Connal'j advice, keep guard to fecure him

from the enemy ; which clofes the a^ion of the firjl day.



i " )

F I N G A L,

A N

EPIC POEM.

BOOK I.

BY Tura's walls that brave the founding wind,

His mighty afts revolving in his mind,

Cuchullin fate—Above the warrior's head.

An aged oak its mofiy branches fpread

:

His glittering arms were fcatter'd on the field.

The crefled helm, ftrong lance, and bolTy Ihield.

In
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In haftc young J Moran to the chief drew ni^h,

Fear paled his cheek, in terror roll'd his eye

:

He trembling thus began : On Erin's coaft.

The haughty Swaran leads his martial hoft.

A croud of heroes round their king appear.

Each grafps his fhield, and fhakes his threat'ning fpeaf.

To him Cuchullin-, fears thy reafon blind.

And fwell his numbers in thy erring mind.

Perchance the chief, on Morven's hills obey'd.

With all his warriors haftcns to my aid.

I faw their king, the timorous youth replied.

Above his heroes tower in height of pride

:

Tall as the fnow-top'd hill, when Winter reigns,

And binds the head-long dream in icy chains.

Like yonder blafted fir his lance he rear'd ;

And his huge fhield a rifmg moon appearM;

X One of Ciichullin's fpies, who was ftationed on the coaft of Ullin, to

give notice of the approach of the enemy.

His
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His troops around him ftood, as mifts enfhroud

The lofty mountain with a fable cloud.

Thus I began : Tho' great in arms thy name.

Yet Erin's fons are not unknown to fame,

Many our chiefs— But loudly he replied.

Loud as rocks echo to the roaring tide :

Where are the boafted warriors of thy land.

Where are thofe chiefs who dare my rage withftand ?

The great Fincal, who reigns wher^ tempefts pour

On Morven's cloud-wrapt hills the fnowy fhower.

Alone can meet my fury Once we Itrove

In fierceft ftrength:— Our heels o'er -turn'd the grove.

The flrong-bafed mountains * fliook beneath our force.

And flreams fled murmuring from their wonted courfe.

Three days the furious confli6t we renew'd

;

Heroes with fear the dire encounter view'd :

On the fourth morn I prefs'd the dully plain

—

So vaunts Fincal : AlTertion falfe and vain!

• Virgil makes ufe of the fame bold exprcflion, when he dcfcribes Her-
cules throwing a rock in order to burft open the cavern of Cacus.

—^Diliultant ripx, refluitque extcrritus amnis.

Firmly
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Firmly I ftood— Let Erin's leader yield,

Nor dare oppofe me in th' embattled field ;

Left dire as florms that roar around the coaft,

1 rife in fury, and confumc his hoft.

Perifh the thought ! the daring chief replied.

Ne'er fhall CuchuUin yield to Swaran's pride :

The founds of war my glowing foul inflame,

I live with glory, or I fall with fame.

Strike with my fpear the loud refounding Ihicld

My great forefathers us'd in war to wield :

Erin's brave fons fhall hear it from afar.

The dreadful prelude of approaching war.

He Ilruck -, the mountains and the rocks rebound.

Thro' the wide forefl rolls the ecchoing found:

The timorous roe flics to the darkfome wood.

Shuns the green vale, and quits th* untafted flood.

Fierce
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Fierce Curach firft in beaming mail appear*d,

Connal in air his bloody javelin rear'd.

Calmar with tranfport heard the loud alarms,

Grafp'd his huge lance, and ftrode in founding arms.

With ardent foul the beauteous Crugal came

;

For war young Favi quits the favage game.

Horrid in arms the dauntlefs Puno moves

;

Cairbar forfakes green Cromla's Ihady groves.

Brave Eth from Lena's rapid ftream defcends

:

O'er Mora's heath his courfe young Caolt bends.

Bright as the foam, that when the waters roar,

The dark-wing'd tempeft pours on Cuthon's Ihorc.

E'en now th' allembled heroes I behold !

Their fouls are kindled with the wars of old.

Like torrents rulhing from the hills they came ;

Their dark brows lour, their eyes with fury flame.

Each grafps his mighty fword, and wide around

Olcams the bright mail, and gilds the dulky ground.

Behind
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Behind their (lately chiefs, a numerous throng

Intent on death and vengeance rufh alono;-.

As roll behind the meteor's ruddy light.

The gathering vapors of the filent night.

Loud burfts the fong of war: their arms refound.

And fhady Cromla ecchoes wide around.

On Lena's heath befide their chief they ftand.

Like miftS flow-rifing from the marfhy land.

That o'er the plain by winds tempeftuous driven.

Shade the fteep mountain, and afcend to heaven;

Cuchullin thus :— Ye hunters of the deer,

Behold a nobler fport ! our foes appear

On the dark wave— ye fons of battle! fay

Shall we fubmiffive bow to Lochlin's fway ?

Shall we to * Stan no's fon, brave Connal yield,

And uncontefted quit the glorious field ?

Full oft, m^y valiant friend .? thy fatal fpear

Has ftruck the boldeft of his hod with fear,

» Swaran.

He
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He calmly thus replied i The rage of fight.

And fhouts of battle give my foul delight.

Still foremofl in the field has Connal flood.

And dyed his beaming lance in hoftile blood :

Yet is my voice for peace.—Lo ! wide around

The Ihips of Swaran o'er the billows bound

:

High as the foreft waving in the fkies,

And thick as reeds that on the waters rife.

His numerous mails appear : his barks contain

Chiefs fam'd for valor on the marfhall'd plain :

Himfelf a hoft ! E'en Morven's king would fliun

The dreadful force of Starno's fiery fon:

That mighty warrior, from whofe direful fight

Embattled armies fly in wild affright:

Like the light heath before the howling dorm.

When gloomy clouds the front of heaven deform,

C Hence
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Hence, to th/ filent hilis and vallies fly !

To him enrag'd fierce CaliTiar made reply,

Where never yet the blaze of arms appear'd,

Nor the loud thunder of the war was heard.

Fix in the bounding roe thy peaceful fpear,

/ Or with light fhafts deflroy the timorous deer.

l^But let Cuchullin call aloud to arms.

And fire his martial hofl with glory's charms,

Then fliall the foe to Erin's valor yield.

And their fam'd warriors prefs the bloody field.

May tempefis rife, and whirlwinds roar aloud!

Whilfi angry fpirits in their air-borne cloud,

Defiroy my life, if e'er the chace could give

The mighty tranfports I in war receive !

Sage Connal thus ; In war I never fled,

S:ill flam'd this javelin where the battle bled.

Spare thy proud vaunt, nor think we can withftand

Lochlin'i vafl hofl-, and Swaran's mighty hand.

O fon
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O fon of Semo! from a timelefs grave

Preferve thy friends j the throne of Cormac favc.

But if for war thou giv'il: thy daring voice,

Connal will not oppofe the generous choice

:

My panting heart fliall beat with fierce delight.

And my fpear glitter in the front of fight.

Well haft thou faid, cried Semo's valiant heir,

War is my choice, for glorious war prepare!

As thunder which precedes refrefliing fhowers,

That deck the fruitful vale with blooming flowers,

Pleafes the lift'ning ear-, the din of arms

Delights my foul, and hope of glory charms.

Collefl my heroes !—Let tl\e martial band

In burnlfii'd mail around their leader ftand ;

As the bright fun, before the ftorms arife.

In tenfold fplendor blazes thro' the ikies ;

Ere from the weft the threat'ning tempeft roars,

And bends the oaks on Morven's echoing fliorcs.

C 2 Where
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Where are my valiant friends, renown'd afar,

The brave companions of my arm in war ?

Oh ! why does Cathbat fhun Cuchullin*s fight.

And Hern Duchomar that dark cloud in fight ?

Why does the fon of battle, Fergus flay ?

Can he forflike me in war's flormy day ?

Swift as a roe he comes—Ah ! what diftrefs.

What heart-felt anguifli does thy foul opprefs. ?

To him the chief; With me thy friends deplore!

Cathbat is fall'n, Duchomar is no more !

Whofe rage was fatal as the deadly fleams

Of Lano's marfh exhal'd by heavenly beams.

That failing flowly o'er the peopled vale.

Bear death and ruin, in the tainted gale.

Ill-fated Cathbat! beauteous as the ray

That gilds the eaft, bright harbinger of day !

Thy love, thy Morna's fall'n—With fudden light,

Thus daFts a meteor thro' the clouds of night -,

The
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The tranfient beam with grief the trav'ler views,

And darkling o'er the heath his courfe purfues !

To him Cuchullin thus ; O Fergus ! tell,

How, and by whom my brave aflbciates fell.

The chief replied j Where towering o'er the glade.

The mighty oak projects his ample (hade,

Befide the rapid ftream they ftrove in fight

;

And Cathbat funk beneath his rival's might.

Swift from the dying youth, elate v/ith pride

The vidor flew, and thus to Morna cried.

Why in this lonely, grief-infpiring cell,

Near the hoarle-murmuring ftream does Morna dwell ?

The aged oak groans to the pafling blaft,

And dufky clouds the front of heaven o'ercaft :

The lake's dark waters pour a lullen found v

Loud roars the ftorm j and nature lours around,

C 3 But
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But thou art lovely to thy warrior's light,

As fnow that decks the heath with pleafing light

:

Thy breafts, like two bright rocks of marble gleam,

Befide where Branno rolls his liquid ftream :

Thy hair, like mid that round the mountain plays.

Waves to the wind, and glitters in the rays.

V/hence comes Duchomar, thus the fair replies,

With brow contra6led, and indignant eyes ?

Say, had thou feen on Ullin's fea-beat coaft,

Lochlin's proud monarch; and his martial hofl: ?

Sternly he anfwer'd •, I this morning flew

A ftately deer, which is my Morna's due.

He wav'd the honors of liis h::: d op; high,

And ran as fwiftly as the tempefts fly.

She mildly thus replied ; Ceafe, warrior ceafe !

Nor with untimely gifts difl:urb my peace

No
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No fofc compaflion melts thy ftubborn foul,

Nor prayers, nor tears thy gloomy mind controul.

To Cathbat, beauteous youth ! I'll faithful prove

;

While life remains, unchang'd is Morna's love.

For him I wait—Ah! why does Cathbat ftay I

Why, my brave warrio^, this unkind delay ^

Long fhalt thou wait—the furious chief replied.

With Cathbat's blood my reeking blade is dyed.

Scorn the weak boy—on me thy love bedow

;

This arm refiftlefs laid the warrior low !

Is Cathbat hWn ?—The haplefs Morna cries.

Bright as the beams that gild the azure fl<ies !

Where he fo oft the bounding deer purfued,

And in the foremoO: rank of bautle flood !

Dire is thy rage—By thee, relentlefs chief!

My foul is plung'd in ever during grief j

C 4 yet
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Yet let me view, and Morna afks no mor^

Thy fword ftill reeking with her Cathbat's gore

!

He gave it to her hand—the fraudful maid

Deep in his bofom plung'd the fatal blade.

As fome huge bank that o'er the ftream impends.

Worn by the wave, with thundering found defcends

:

The flafhing waters fhake the echoing fhores

—

So falls the chief, and thus the fair implores.

Morna, I'm flain ! thy vengeance is complete i

For Cathbat's death I perifli at thy feet.

Cold in my bread I feel the deadly blade

Hafte thee to Moina—She, unhappy maid !

Will mourn her warrior's fate, his tomb will raife.

And future times fhall hear Duchomar's praife.

Oh ! I befeech thee, grant my lafl: requeft,

And draw the fword that thrills my tortur'd breaft

!

With
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With tearful eyes (he came—The chief appHed

His vengeful falchion to lier fnowy fide.

Rolling in death fhe lay : the purple flood

Gufh'd from her wound : her hair the floor beftrewM :

Her mournful fhrieks refounded thro' the cave

—

Thus fell thy friends ; the lovely, and the brave !

Peace to the heroes fouls ! Cuchullin faid,

For mighty were the adions of the dead.

Borne on the clouds of heaven for me engage,

Direft my fteps, and fire my foul with rage !

But when the days of war, and danger ceafe.

Thou beauteous Morna, footh my foul to peace !

Ye fons of Erin ! hear your chief's command :

Around his thundering car in order fl:and

:

That, fhall to glorious conqueft lead the way,

And ftrike the foe with terror, and difmay.

Let three bright lances glitter by my fide,

As thro' the ranks in martial pomp I ride

;

Soon
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Soon fhall yon hoft our matchlefs valor feel,

When the war darkens round our beaming fleel

!

As foams the rapid torrent, when on high

Loud thunder rolls, and night involves the fky ;

In founding arms fo rufh'd they o'er the plain.

And ftern CuchuiHn led the daring train.

The billows thus the mighty whale obey,

Behind him roaring thro' the ftormy fea.

Lochlin's brave monarch heard the din of war.

Like vv-inter ftreams relounding from afar.

And flruck his Ihield—the hills, the vallies ring

—

To Arno's fon thus cried the dauntlefs king.

As with a murmuring noife, wing'd infecfls play

In the calm evening of a fummer's day •,

With fuch a found our foes to bat ic move,

Or ruflling winds howl thro' the diftant grove.

Hafte where yon hill th' extended heath command:^.

See, if from far appear the hoRile bands.

He
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He went, and foon the martial hoH: efpied,

His heart beat high againft his trembling fide :

His eye balls wildly roll'd—The fear-flriick man

In faultering, broken words his fpecch began.

Rife, Swaran rife ! thy deadly foes advance,

The Ion of Semo lifts his flaming lance :

High o'er the troops, borne on his blazing car,

The hero ftands, and fires their fouls to war

:

With burnifh'd gold adorn'd, it bends behind

Like curling waves that fwell before the wind :

Embofs'd with glittering ftones, each radiant fide

Shines like the furface of the rolling tide,

* When the. dark waves are ting'd with ruddy light,

And fparkle round the vefifel of the night.

• Tiiis paffage feems to allude to the lucid appearance which the Sea fte-

quvMitiy exhibits in the night-lime.—It is fupjwled to be owing to an infinite

mimbcr of minute inlefts, that fioat on the furface of the Waters before

(tonns and ternpefts, and appear mod luminous when the waves arc in the

greateft agitation.

Its
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Its beam of polifh'd yew ; the hero's feat

Of fmootheft bone •, its fides with fpears replete.

Before the car his * courfers rufh along,

High-maned, broad- brcafted, beauteous, fwift and ftrong.

Lo ! with what fury o'er the plain they bound j

Earth trembles, and the echoing hills refound.

Like dreaming mift defcends their flowing hair.

Waves to the wind, and wantons in the air.

A thoufand thongs confine them to the car j

Their poliih'd bits, and harnefs Ihine afar.

As the light vapors, that the fun exhales,

Fly driv'n by tempefts o'er the lonely vales ;

As eagles ftrong that wing their fudden way.

And feize impetuous on their trembling prey i

• I have inthii place taken the liberty of omitting the names of Cuchullin**

horfes.—Sulin-Sifadda and Dufronnal cannot found well in Englifli verfe,

however harmonious they might have been in the Original. Sorr.e few of

the heroes names, that were of no confequence to the aflion, I have likewife

omitted j and foftened, or entirely left out many of the Epithets given to

others. I hope the Reader will excufe it, and allow that by copying an

ancient Author in too exa^t a manner, we more frequently burlefquc the

Original, than prefcrve the fpirit of it ; for by modern refinement we often

affix vulgar and indelicate meanings to paflagcs, that convey'd very different

Ideas at the time when they were firft ufcd.

Loud
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Loud as the ftorm in winter's dreary reign.

And fwift as deer they bound acrofs the plain.

In dreadful fplendor the fierce chief appears.

High o'er the gorgeous car his bulk he rears ;

Beneath his gloomy brow his eye-balls glare.

Like flame behind him flies his ruddy hair.

The threat'ning ftorm, O king of Ocean ! fhun,

Fly from the wrath of Semo's fiery fon !

To him indignant thus the chief replied

;

(Rage fir'd his foul, his bofom fwell'd with pride)

Through foaming billows whilft with direful found

The winds tempeftuous roar'd, and wide around

The vivid lightning gleamM, I've bent my way.

Nor fear'd the ftorm, nor fhunn'd the fcorching ray.

And fliall CuchuUin daftard thoughts infpire

in Swaran's breaft ?—which, elemental fire.

And the loud roaring of the boundlefs main

Have ftrove to give me, but have ftrove in vain,

No,
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No, timorous youth ! my foul difdains to fly -,

Dangers I heed not, warriors I defy.

Did e'en Fingal provoke me to the fight,

He'd meet a foe deferving all his might.

Arife my valiant friends ! for war prepare,

Gather around your leader's deathful fpear.

Like rocks wfe'll (land that guard the Lcchlin fliore,

Unmov'd tho' waters beat, and whirlwinds rOar ;

That meet exulting tlic tumultuous floods.

And to the tempefl: fl:retch their waving woods

As from two adverfc mountains torrents flov/.

And rufliing furious to the plain below,

Mix loud refounding—thus with dire alarms

The warriors met, and clafli'd their beaming arms.

Chief againft: chief his pointed lance extends -,

Man againfl: man Vv'ith martial fury bends

:

Steel clanks on fteel : bright helms are cleft on high,

And darts, like meteors, rufli along the fl^.y. .^:

Blood
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Blood pours in torrents o'er the flippery ground •,

Twang the tough bows, the rattling arms refound.

Dire was the noife ! like waves by tempefts driven.

Or the lafl peal of thunder roU'd thro' heaven.

An hundred tongues would not fufiice to name

The death of heroes crown'd with endlefs fame.

Mourn, mourn ye bards ! and bid your numbers flow

In all the deep folemnity of woe.

In blooming youth behold Sithallin flain !

—

For Ardan's death Fiona mourns in vain.

As two young hinds that thro' the defart rove.

Untimely perifh in their (hady grove j

So fell the youths, flretch'd on their native land,

By haughty Swaran's wide-deftroying hand ;

Who in the front of fight exulting ftood,

With threat'ning voice, and arms diftain'd with blood.

The fpirit thus, who on the whirlwind flies.

And guides the fl;orm along the gloomy fldes,

The
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The fhip-wreck'd mariner with joy furveys,

The finking bark, and loud-refounding feas.

The fons of Lochlin to Cuchullin yield

;

His fword like lightning gleam'd athwart the field -,

When by its fudden flame the people die,

And the fcorch'd mountains roll their fmoke on high.

0*er kings and proftrate chiefs the hero rode.

His foaming horfes bath'd their hoofs in blood :

In wild confufion all behind him lay -,

Deftruflion reign'd, and ruin mark'd his way.

Thus fhattcr'd groves, the howling tempeft pad.

Shew from what part was driv'n the furious blaft;

* Unhappy maid! who dweirfb where waters roar

Around thy craggy rocks, and echoing fhore :

Tho' fair as fpirits on the fun-beam borne.

Or the bright rays that gild the purple morn,

• This Apoflrophe is addieft to the daughter of Gorlo, king of Iniftore^

or the Orkney lUands.—Trcnar was brother to the king of Inifcon, fuppofed

to he the Shetland Iflands. The Orkneys and Shetland were at that time

fiibjcft ta the king of Lochlin. Macp'aerfon.

Yet
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Yet canft thou not thy lovely Trenar fave

From the deep wound Cuchullin's falchion gave.

Pale lies the youth on Erin's fatal fhore

;

The beauteous Trenar fhines in arms no more !

* His howling dogs behold his gholl on high,

Borne on the winds that wander thro' the Iky,

And mourn their haplefs lord—-Whilft all unftrung

In his lone hall the ufelefs bow is hung.

As round fome mountain burft the roaring waves,

That firmly ftands, and all their fury braves

;

Thus on their foes rufh Lochlin's numerous bandj

Thus firm, unmov'd, the fons of Erin ftand;

Each hero like a cloud of darknefs feems>

Like heavenly fire his waving falchion gleams.

As hammers on the glowing iron found.

When from each blov/ the fiery fparkles bound,

• The fame Opinion, that dogs perceived the appearance of any fuperna-

tural being, prevailed in ancient Greece. Thus we find that the dogs of

Eumseus were terrified at tlie light of Minerva, when at the fame time (he

was invifiblc to Telemaclius. Homer's Ody. B. i6. 1. i6i.

D So
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So ring their arms : The fiirieks of death arlfe.

And fhouts of heroes thunder to the fkies.

But who like louVing vapors meet my fight,

And furious plunge amid the thickefl fight ?—

Swaran, and Semo's fon—with matchlefs force

They range the plain : earth Ihakes beneath their courfc.

Their friends behold the chiefs with anxious eyes.

As dim they on the diftant heath arife

:

For now the night began her gloomy reign.

And the dark clouds roll'd flowly o'er the plain

:

To her, the warring troops unwilling yield,

And the Hern chiefs reludant quit the field.

By Cromla's mountain with his martial bands,

Propt on his bending fpear Cuchuilin flands ;

He views the banquet fpread, the fires afcend.

And thus to Carril •, fay, my generous friend I

For Erin's warriors fnall the feaft arife,

Whilft our brave foe unaik'd at diftance lies ?

Far
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Far from his friends he refts on Ullin's ihore.

Cold blow the winds, and loud the waters roar.

A rife, invite the monarch here to ftay.

Till the night rolls its fable clouds away :

Whilft our melodious harps fhall found the praifc

Of mighty heroes, fam'd in other days.

The hoary bard obey'd his chief's commands

—

To him the leader of the Lochlin bands.

Loud as the roaring ftorm, indignant cried

:

His feafl I fcorn, his friendfhip I deride.

Should Erin's lovely maids around me rife

With fnow-white bofoms, and with radiant eyes.

Inviting me to come, they'd fue in vain :

Here Swaran refts befide the ftormy main—

Not at the feaft, but in the front of fight

I'll meet the warrior : my unequal'd might

Soon fhall thy vanquifh'd chieftain learn to fear.

And fink beneath the lightning of my fpear.

D 2 The
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The founding Ocean, and the howling wind

Recall my fcas, and forefts to my mind :

Thofe forefts, where by my ftrong javelin flain.

The tufls:y boars oft champ'd the dufty plain.

Let Semo's fon to me refign the throne.

And me their king let all the people own.

Or Erin's torrents Ihall, diftain'd with blood,

Roll foaming to the fea their purple flood.

Sad are his words ! the aged Carril cried—

Sad to himfelf ; Cuchullin quick replied

:

Raife then, my friend ! thy voice harmonious raife.

And give the fong to our forefathers praife :

Let the fweet flrain in melting numbers flow.

And thrill my foul with fadly-pleafing woe.

Chiefs tiicre have been in Erin fam'd for arms.

And lovely maids adorn'd with beauty's charms.

Sing like to OfTian on the Albion fhore.

Who, when the tumult of the chace is o'er.

Pours
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Pours forth his mournful llrains : the ftreams around

Symphonious murmur to the plaintive found.

He faid ^ the bard began the lofty fong,

While mute attention held the lift'ning throng.

• In days long paft, from LochHn's hoftile fliore,

A thoufand fhips a numerous army bore.

To fave 'their native land our warriors rofe,

And fir'd with vengeance met their daring foes.

But far compicuous in the fields of fight,

Stern Cairbar ftood exulting in his might j

And (lately Grudar, high above the reft.

In warlike mien, and valor llione confcft.

But for a bull, the glory of the herd,

Whofe fnowy hide diftind with fpots appear'd,

Their wrath arofe each claim'd it as his own,

And oft in fight oppos'd, their falchions fhone.

• This Epifode is introduced with propriety, in order to reconcile Calmar

and Connal, by tlic Story of Caiirbar and Grudar, who, thouc;h enemies be-

fore, fought/^ hy fide in the war. The Bai J obtained his aim, for we

find them perfeftly reconciled in the third book, Macpherson.

D 3 When
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When Lochlin's fons appear'd, no dull delay

Reftrain'd their ardor from the deathful day :

They check'd their private r.ige, the foe defied.

Together fought, and conqiier'd fide by fide.

By Lubar's ftream that through the valley fiov,^,

The warriors met ; their mutual wrath arofe :

Bright gleam'd their fwords, but Grudar drove in vain.

Fierce Cairbar {Iretch'd him breathlefs on the plain.

Elate with joy the victor ftrode away,

And heard his * fifter pour the plaintive lay.

Ill-fated maid ! fhe Tung of Grudar's fame,

And dwelt delighted on her lover's name :

Yet much fhe fear'd, left welt'ring in his gore

He lay a breathlefs corfe on Ullin's fhore.

The tears began to dim her fparkling eyes ;

Her fnowy bofom throbb'd with frequent fighs,

That ihaded by her robe, arofe to fight,

Like the pale moon amid the clouds of night.

* Braffolis. With
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With foftefl voice, with words that fweeter flow

Than warbling lyres, flie pours the fong of woe :

Hade, warrior hafte, Ihe cries, difpel my fears,

Hafte to my arms, and check my flowing tears

!

The haughty Cairbar in her prefence flood.

And thus began ; — This lliield difliain'd with blood

My foe pofleft : . on yonder fatal plain

He ftrove with Cairbar's matchlefs force in vain.

This trophy place within my lofty hall.

Memorial of the vanquifh'd Grudar's fall.

Swift from her brother's fight fhe rufh'd away.

And faw where pale in duft the warrior lay.

Like flowers furcharg'd with rain, by grief oppreft

She fell—On Cromla's heath the lovers reit.

Two lonely yews arifmg from the ground,

Projed a melancholy gloom around.

In beauty who with Grudar could compare.

Or lovely Braflolis, fupremely fair !

D 4 The
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The Poet's grateful lay preferves your name

;

Few were your days, but deathlefs is your fame.

To him Cuchullin ;—Plcafing had thou told

Our fathers acftions in the times of old.

Thy voice delightful as the gentle rain,

That decks v/ith pearly gems the grafTy plain ,

When the bright fun emits his genial ray.

And o'er the hills clouds lightly roll away.

Again, my friend ! thy voice harmonious raife.

And flrike the lyre to my Bragela's praifs.

Say, dofb thou dart thy lovely-rolling eyes

To view my vellels o'er the waves arife ?

The white waves glimmering thro' the dufky night,

Will with their fparkling foam delude thy fight.

Retire, my love ! no vefTel greets thine eye.

The bleak wind whiftles thro' the clouded fky.

Halle to thy halls ! for know, till dangers ceafe,

Cuchullin ne'er can tafte the joys of peace.

Ye
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Ye idle thoughts ! diilurb my foul no more ;

Speak, Connal, and my fortitude reflore:

Nor let me think of love, and beauty's charms.

While Lochlin vaunts, and Swaran calls to arms.

He thus replied -,—Of hoftile fraud beware ;

To guard each pafs be thy peculiar care.

Still would I counfel peace, our land to favc

From foreign rule, our warriors from the grave.

At lead, till Morven's gallant fons advance.

And their brave monarch lifts his flaming lance.

The watch, a generous band of heroes keep j

The reft extended on the defart fleep

:

Whilft wide around them o'er the dreary heath

111 -omen'd founds arife, and Ihrieks of death :

The ghofts of flaughter'd warriors feebly cry,

And rcll their gloomy clouds along the fky.

End of the firfi Book,
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ARGUMENT
Of the Second Book.

THE Ghoft of Crugaly one of the Irifh heroes,

who was killed in battle, appears to Connal,

and foretels the defeat of Cuchidlin. Comal com-

municates the vifion to Cuchidlin, who remains in-

flexible, and refolvcs to continue the war.—Morn-

ing comes, Swaran propofes diflionorable terms,

which arc rejedted. The battle begins, and is

obftinately fought on both fides, till upon the

flight of Grumal the whole Irifli army gives way.

Cuchullin and Connal cover their retreat ; Carril leads

them to a neighbouring hill, whither they are foon

followed by Cuchullin.—FingnPs Fleet is feen at a

diftance making towards the coaft. Cuchullin^ de-

jedted after his defeat, attributes his ill fuccefs to

the death of a friend he had killed fome time be-

fore. Carril, to fliew that ill fuccefs did not always

attend thofe who innocently killed their friends, in-

troduces the Epifode of Comal and Gahina,
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F I N G A L.

BOOK II.

FAR From his friends, extended on the ground.

While dufl<y night, and filence reign'd around,

Befide the flream that rolls it's winding way

O'er the lone heath, the dauntlefs Connal lay.

A mofly Hone fuftain'd the warrior's head ;

Above, an oak its fliady branches fpread.

He heard from far the fhrleks of night arife,

A fudden fplendor fir'd the gloomy fkies

:

Thro' the void air he faw the meteors ftream j

And fwift-defcending on the ruddy beam,

Young
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Young Crugal's image met his wond'ring fight-

Pale as the fetting moon's refleded light.

His vifage Ihone : and fpreading wide behind

His cloud-form'd robes flew ftreaming in the wind :

Like flames expiring his red eye-balls glar'd ;

Dark was the wound that in his breaft appear'd.

The hero thus the fliadowy form addrefl:

:

Alas ! what forrow racks my Crugal's breaft !

Pale is thy face—not thus depreft with fear,

Didfl: thou, brave warrior ! in the fight appear.

Awhile with tearful eyes he feem'd to ftand

In filent grief—then wav'd his pallid hand.

And foft as breezes o'er the waters figh

Of reedy Lego, faintly made reply.

Alas I with Crugal thou wilt talk no more.

Nor my lone footfteps on the heath explore.

Borne
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Borne on the winds my wand'ring fpirit flies.

On Lena's plain my breathlefs body lies.

E'en now, O chief ! I view the cloud of death

In darknefs hovering o'er yon fatal heath,

Dcftin'd for Erin's fons—With fpeed away,

Ruin and havoc mark the coming day t

He faid, and vanifli'd from the hero*s fight.

While black around him clos'd the fhacfes of night.

So when the ftorms arife, the moon enflirouds

Her radiant front in deep-furrounding clouds.

When Connal thus i From thy bright beam defcend.

Thou much-lov'd ftiadow of my former fi lend !

Say, in what cavern'd rock, what lonely cell.

Or on what grafly hill does Crugal dwell *

Shall we not hear thee in the ftorm rejoice.

And mix with loud-refounding ftreams thy voice ?

Or
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Or fee thee borne on gloomy clouds arife.

When the blaft rufhes thro' the darken'd fkies.

And by pale Ghofts the winds impetuous driven,

Roll charg'd with tempefts thro' the vault of heaven ?

He faid-^then*l\viftly ftrode acrofs the field.

And o'er CuchuUin ftruck his bofly fhield.

Upftarting at the found, the warrior cries -,

Why roams my chief, while darknefs clouds the fkies ?

Had I this javelin launch'd ; on Ullin's plain

My friend had fall'n, and I had mourn'd in vain;

E*en now before my view, he thus replied,

Did Crugal's ghoft the clouds of heaven bcftride

;

I faw the ftars thro' his thin fhadow gleam,

And his low voice was like the diflanc ftream :

Th' imperfedt found to Frin's haplefs hoft

Denounc'd deftrucflion on this fatal coaft.

Implore
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Implore for peace i left death, or lafting fhame

O'erwhelm thy friends, and blaft their ancient fame.

If Crugal's fhade, the dauntlefs chief replies.

Foreboding death, appear*d to Connal's eyes

:

Why didft thou not, for well I know thy might,

Compel this air-borne phantom to my fight ?

Oh ! had I feen him, this my trufly fword

Had every fecret of his foul explor'd.—

-

But how can fpirits who thro* ether guide

The rolling clouds, the fate of war decide ?

Say, how can Crugal, haplefs warrior, know

That Erin*s fons muft fink beneath the foe ?

Sage Connal thus return'd j—To fields of air

The ghofls of heroes fam'd in arms repair.

Talk on the clouds, or in fome fecret cell

The fix'd event of human fchemes foretel.

There
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There let them talk—he fternly made repiv,

From Svvaran's might my foul difdains to fly.

Connal, tho' death diiTolves this mortal frame.

To lateft time fliall live my glorious name.

My lovely fpoufe will flied the tender tear -,

My friends on high the moiTy Rones will rear -,

And the lone hunter mufing o'er my tomb.

Will pour his woes, and mourn my fatal doom*

Tho' to my foul -no terror death can give.

Yet much CuchuHin fears with fhame to live.

FiNGAL ne'er faw the fon of Semo yield,

But always hail'd him viftor of the field

—

Spirit of Crugai ! rife before my view,

Difplay my fate in horror's blacked hue !

Yet will I not one ftep from v/ar recede,

But in the foremoft rank of battle bleed.

Tho' Morven's mighty king his aid deny j

We flill may bravely fight—may bravely die!
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Strike my loud fliield, let Erin's warriors hear.

And all for conqueft, or for death prepare.

The heroes rife with fliouts along the plain.

Like billows burfting o'er the roaring main.

Firmly they (lood :
* as aged oaks arife.

And wave their blafted branches to the fkies ;

While nipt by bitter froft the leaves around

Drop wither'd, and beftrew the barren ground.

The Ocean to the morning's trembling ray

Gleams faint ; o'er Cromla fail the vapors gray :

Thick mifts arinng with the dawning light

Hide Erin's war-worn troops from Lochlin's fight.

Cernimus aftantes-

quales cum vertice celfo

Aeiix pinusj aut coniferx cypaiini

Conftitcrunt, fylva aita JovU, lucufve Diana

./Hn. 3, line S-jf.

Arife
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Arlfe my friends, fierce Swaran cried, arife

!

Lo ! from cur might the proud Cuchullin flics.

Purfue, and flay with the avenging fvvord

All thofe who own not Swaran as their lord.

Morla ! to Cormac hafte, thefe mandates give,

Let him, let Erin me their King receive ;

For if m.y wrath arife, defl:ru6lion reigns.

And defclation waftes their fertile plains.

* As from the fliore the fowls of ocean rife,

And beat with founding wings the vaulted flcies :

Or as when fwoll'n by loud incefi^ant rain

A thoufand flireams rufli foaming o'er the plain,

Whofe whirling eddies to tlie moon's pale light

Difjlay the awful horrors of the night,

* This he?.pinsj of fimilies one upon another is highly poetical, and entirely

in the manner of Homer.—Before his Catalogue of the ihips in the ad book

of the Iliad, there is-a^roup of them much refembling thefe now before us :

wliere he. compares the Grecian army to a flock of fea-fowl—to the flowers

and leaves of fpri.ig—to flies around a milk-pail, and their leader Agamem-
non to Jupiter, Neptune and Mars, and to a bull that exceaJj in ftature the

rtfi of the herd.

The
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The troops arofe—As fliadows fall along

The grally hills, lb mov'd the martial throng.

Like fonie huge ftag with branching antlers crown'd,

Their fl-atcly chief, for martial ads renovvn'd.

Strode forth the foremoft—his far-blazing fliield,

Like heaven's defcending fire illiim'd the field.

When the lone trav'ler's wond'ring eye furveys

Bright fpirits gliding thro' the fpiendid rays.

From the dark main the winds began to rife,

And roll'd the dufky vapors to the fl^ies :

Difplay'd to view flood Erin's gloomy hofl.

Like rugged rocks that guard the wave-worn coaft.

Sterno's proud fon beheld them from afar.

And thus befpoke a leader of the war

:

Hafte valiant Morla, to our haplefsfoes,

And to their humbled chief our terms propofe ;

E 2 Such
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•Such as when heroes fall, or vanquifli'd yield.

And weeping virgins mourn the fatal field.

He fwift obey'd ; and foon Cuchullln found

With all his bold afTociatcs (landing round,

And thus began -, To thee, fall'n chief! I bring

The terms of peace from our vicftorious king

:

Be Ulhn's fertile plains no longer thine,

To us thy fpoufe, and rapid dog refign

;

Thefe to our king to prove thy weaknefs give -,

Henceforth beneath his power fubmiflive live

!

To him indignant thus the chief rcturn'd;

His eyes fiaili'd fire, his breaft with fury burn'd :

Cuchullin never yields—O'er the rough main

Qiiick let him fly, or fall on UHin's plain.

Ne'er ihall his vCiTcls thro' the wat'ry way

My fair Bragela to his halls convey

:



( 53 )

Nor fliall the nimble roe e'er fly before

My rapid Luath on the Lochlin Ihore.

Vain ruler of the gaudy car ! replied

The vaunting Morla with the voice of pride.

Wilt thou withftand the King of Ocean's courfe ?

"Who numerous vedels with refiftlefs force,

Could from its deep foundation torn, convey

Thy green-hill'd Ullin thro' the wat'ry way !

In words Cuchullin will to many yield.

But never in the dangers of the field.

The chief replied—Hence ! let thy monarch know,

While thro' my veins life's fanguine currents flow ;

And Connal lives to wield his flaming fword,

Erin fliall own young Cormac as its lord.

O firll of mighty men ! his meflage hear,

And can thy voice again for peace declare ?

E 3 Why
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Why didft thou threaten de^th, pale ghoil of night ?

Thou canfl: not ftrike this boiom with aft>ight.

No—If I fall, I'll fall renown'd, and fame

Shall with its brigheft rays adorn my name.

Ye fons of Erin ! on the foe advance.

Bend the tough bow, exalt the threat'ning lance.

In dark array rufh fearlefs to the fight,

Like the fierce fpirits of the ftormy night.

His daring words enflame the martial throng—

The gloom of battle fiowly rolls along

:

As rifing vapors from the fens exhale,

And fpread their fable banners o'er the vale.

When raging ftorms the light of heaven invade.

And wrap its fplendor in furrounding {hade.

As fome dire fpirit thro' the dufky night,

When meteors (Iream around their baleful light,

Precedes the darkning cloud, and from his hand

Pours the wild florms that defolate the land,

Howl
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Howl o'er the wade, and fiiake the foundhig groves

:

The fiery chief in pomp terrific moves.

The horn of battle Carrll founds from far,

And kindles in their luuls the flame of war :

Then loudly thus began ; ye warriors ! fay,

Why from the field of fame does Crugal Hay ?

He's fall'n !—extended on the purple ground

The hero lies ; no more his halls refound

With joy's enchanting firain—o'erwhelm.'d with grief,

The fair Degrena mourns her breathlefs chief:

Down her v/an cheek the tears inceffant flow

—

* A lovely Arranger in her halls of woe !

Who like a fun- beam glancing thro' the fkies

Darts on the foe ?—Her hair diJhevel'd flies

On the rude winds : her mournful fhrleks I hear !

—

'Tis Crugal's fpoufe.—Alas, unhappy fair !

* Crugal had married Degrena but a little time before the battle; confe.

qwently flieraay with propriety be called a.J1ranger hi the hallofher forronv.

Macpherson.

E 4 Thy
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Thy hero wanders thro* th' ethereal plains.

Or feme lone cave his airy form contains.

As gather'd flies with wings low-murniuring play,

When the bright fun emits his parting ray,

With feeble found, bcrnc on the clouds of night,

Kis gentle fhade will meet our wond'ring fight.

See ! Lochlin's warriors deaf to pity's cries,

Wave their keen falchions—Lo I Degrena dies.

Cairbar, awake! behold thy daughter low.

Oh, pour thy vengeance on the guilty foe !

The aged hero heard the mournful ftrain,

And faw the fair by ruthlefs warriors flain.

With rage impetuous rufning from afar.

He fliook his lance, and firfl: provok'd the war.

* As firs that on the Lochlin coaft arife,

Bend to the ftorm that ruflies thro' the fkies:

* There is a fimilar paffage in the 5th book of Homei's Iliad, line 396.

As



( ^,1 )

As fotefts fink beneath the flame of night.

So roar'd the war, fo fell the ranks of fight.

As when the trav'ler whirls his flaff around,

And ftrews the downy thiftles o'er the ground,

So fierce Cuchullin in his might arofe,

Wav'd his bi.glit falchion, and confum'd his foes.

By Swaran flain, fee ! Curach prefs the field ;

Nor ought avails old Cairbar's bofly fiiield

:

In lafling reft the valiant Morglan lies ;

Beneath his arm the youthful Caolt dies.

His yellow treflfes ftrew his native Ihore,

From his fair bofom pours the purple gore

:

Where now he fell among the mighty dead.

Oft had the chief the focial banquet fpread :

Had often wak'd the harps melodious founds,

Prepar'd the chace, and cheer'd his jocund hounds.

As
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* As from the defart fwoll'n by fudden rain

The founding torrent foams along the plain •,

Rocks, hills and woods from their foundation torn,

Are to the main with rage refiftlefs borne :

Thus Lochlin's monarch held his direful courfe,

Such his wild fury, fuch his matchlefs force !

Unmov'd, undaunted, Semo's fon withftands

The rufhing tide, and checks the furious bands.

J Thus fome huge mountain rears its top on high,

Whild heaven's dark clouds around the fummit fly :

Rapidus montano flumine torrens

Steinit agios, fternit fata lasta, boumqiie labores

Praecipitefque trahit filvas, ilupet infcius alto

Accipiens fonitum faxi de vertice pallor. ^n. 2. 1. 305.

You may compare this paffage with one In the nth book of the Iliad, 1. 492.

X This fimile is introduced with propriety, and executed in a moftmafterly

manner. There is not one circuniftance in the comparifon, but what il-

luftrates the fubjeft, and difplays the firmncfs and intrepidity of Cuchullin,

(who is always ixprefentcd as the bulwark of Erin) and the various attacks of

his enemies in the mod natural and lively colours.—Mezentius, affaulted by

the Tufcan army, is defcribed in the fame manner.

Ille velut rupes vaftum quje prodit in acquor,

Obvia ventorum furiis, expoftaque ponto,

Vim cunftam, atque rainas pcrfcrt cxtique marlfque.

JEn. 10. 1. 693.

On
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On every fide the raging winds contend.

The fleecy fnow, and rattling hail defcend ;

Its pine-crown'd head the howling ftorm defies.

And fafe beneath the filent valley lies.

Thus ftood the guardian hero—wide around

The blood of warriors drench'd the purple ground.

On either wing his numerous troops decay.

Like fiiow diffolving in the blaze of day.

Where, Grumal cried, fhall Erin fafisty find ?

We drive like reeds againft the boift'rous wind.

Swift as the hunted deer, the flight he led.

They fought, they died, but few with Grumal ficd.

High on his gorgeous car, defpifing fear,

Cuchullin flood, and fhook his weighty fpear.

A fon of Lochlin funk beneath the fcroke,

And thus the chief in hafte to Connal fpoke :

Oh
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Oh thou ! v/ho firft didfl fire with glory's charms

My fwelling foul, lliall we from Lochlin's arms

In terror fly ?—Let hoary Carril guide

Our haplefs friends to Cromla's fhady fide :

Whilft we the fury of the foe reflrrain,

Like rocks unmov'd, that brave the roaring main.

He faid ; flern Connal mounts the blazing car.

And meets undaunted the advancing war.

Their ample fhields rofe like the moon on high.

In a dun circle rolling thro' the fky.

Behind the whale as foaming billows found.

The numerous troops of Lochlin rag'd around.

At length the chiefs retir'd, and wide behind

A ftorm of darts flew hifiing in the wind.

By Cromla's fide around Cuchullin ftand

With looks dejeded Erin's haplefs band.

Like
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Like dufky groves thro' which the flame has pall.

Borne on the pinions of the northern blaft.

Beneath an oak he refts—his bufliy hair

Waves to the winds ; his angry eye-balls glare

In filent forrow.—Swift before his view.

Elate with joy the youthful Moran flew.

And eager thus began ; The fhips from far.

The Ihips of Morven come ! the king in war

Renown'd approaches !—See ! his mafl:s arife

Like groves in clouds, and pierce the azure fkies.

His bounding vefliels on the billows ride,

And his black prows the foaming waves divide !

Arife, Cuchullin cried, aufpicious gales !

Riifii o'er the main, and fill his fwelling fails.

Fingal, with fpeed, thy wifh'd afliftance bring

To Erin's warriors, and their youthful king !

Like morning's clouds thy veflfels (hade the fea,

Thyfelf the ftar, bright harbinger of day !

Oh
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Oh Connal ! when our fouls to forrow bend.

How pleaiing 'tis to view a generous friend |

But fee, around the curling vapors rife,

And gath'ring mifts involve the murky fkies

'

Shine forth fair moon, tlie fons of Morven fave

From our rude rocks, and from a wat'ry grave

!

The loud winds founded thro' the fliatter'd woods,

Down the lleep hills tumultuous roar'd the floods.

In mift her lofty fummit Cromla flirouds,

And flars faint- glimmer'd thro' the flying clouds.

Bcfide a ftream the chief of Erin fate.

And thus to Connal mourn'd his l.aplcfs fate.

Ere fince brave Ferda funk beneath my fteel,

Feida, my friend ! no peace my foul can feel.

I've feen the blooming youth, the chief replies,

Bright as the bow that gilds the gloomy fl^ies

:

Beneath
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Beneath thy arm, fay, why did Ferda bleed.

What iirg'd Cuchullin to the vengeful deed ?

To him the chief; from Albion's coafl he came,

Inftrudled early in the paths of fame

:

Friendfhip we vow'd, and each his vow approv*d •,

Oft-times together to the chace we mov'd.

And tir'd with toil at the decline of day,

Together fearlefs on the defert lay.

For fair Deugala, Cairbar's fpoufe he figh'd.

Her form of beauty, but her foul of pride.

A mutual pafTion fir'd her yielding bread.

And thus to Cairbar Ihe her fpeeeh addreft

:

Say, why ihou'd we, O chief! whofe jarring minds.

Nor love unites, nor tender friendfliip binds.

Together live ?—Divide thy ample ftore

;

Deugala dwells in Cairbar's halls no more.

She
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She fiid ; the chief conrents, and I difpofe

His numerous herd—fad fource of all my woes

!

* A bull remain'd, whofe hide's bright furface Ihone

Like fnowthat glitters to the rifing fun.

On Cairbar I beftow'd him -, grief poflefl

Her foul, and vengeful fury fir'd her bread.

To Ferda thus with tearful eyes flie cried •,

Shall Semo's haughty ion my claim deride .''

Injurious man !—Oh ! let Deugala feel

The joys of vengeance—lift thy deadly fteel

And vindicate m.y wrongs—in endlefs night

Sink the proud warrior, and afTert thy might

:

Or deep I'll plunge in Lubar's rapid dream,

And my pale ghod ihall loud for vengeance fcream.

* Tliis is the fccond Epifode where a contention rifes about a Bull. It Is

to be hoped that the Reader will oe no nore oneiided at thofe inftances of

ancient fimplicity which he meets v.'ith in Ofllan, tliaii he is with Prlncefles

drawing water, and lieioes drefllng their own dinner in Homer.

Three
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Three days, in vain, the weeping fair afTail'd

His wavering heart, but on the fourth prevail'd.

The warrior thus began, o'erwhehn'd with grief:

On Muri*s hill I'll meet the gallant chief.

And fink beneath his might : for Ferda's eyes

Shall ne'er behold where brave CuchuUin lies.

We met, and fought—our fwords avoid a wound,

Glance from the fhield, or on the helmet found.

The taunting fair beheld our mimic war.

And thus addreft the hero from afar.

Weak youth ! unable martial arms to wield.

Strong is thy foe, to brave Cuchullin yield !

With ftreaming eyes the mournful chief replied ;

(While confcious valor fwell'd his foul with pride)

Lift thy bright fliield, thy precious life defend

!

Lo ! Ferda feeks to flay his deareft friend.

F Deeply
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Deeply I figh'd j then gave the fatal wound ;

The blooming youth fell proftrate on the ground,

Alas ! my Ferda's death I ftill deplore,

Conqueft and glory crown thefe arms no more I

When Carril thus -, O chief of Erin's land \

Mournful thy tale, and fatal was thy hand.

The days of old I in my mind renew,

And times long paft rufh forward to my view.

Oft have I heard of m/ighty Comal's name.

His matchlefs beauty, and unequal'd fame :

Tho' by his hand his much-lov'd fair was flain,

Bright glory crown'd him in the martial plain.

An hundred mountains own'd the chief's command,

A thoufand rivers lav'd his ample land :

When his fiect dogs pour'd fourth the cheerful found,

A thoufand rocks re-echoed wide around.

He lov'd Galvina, as a fun-beam fair!

Black as the raven's wing her flowing hair :

Well-
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Well-fkill'd with hounds to drive the timorous roe,

Or fend the arrow from the founding bow.

Together oft the haplefs pair purfued

The rapid deer, and rang'd the gloomy wood.

Stern Grumal watch'd their fteps : who long to gain

Galvina's love had fought, but fought in vain.

Tired with the toilfome chace one lucklefs day

To Ronan's cave the lovers bent their way.

Around it hung bright helms, and boffy fhields;

Arms won by Comal in embattled fields.

Here free from danger, thus the chief addreft

The beauteous maid, let my Galvina reft

:

Tho' Grumal's envious eyes our fteps purfue.

This cave conceals thee from his jealous view.

Lo ! by yon mountain's fide a ftag appears.

And high in air his branching antlers rears.

* Ardven's proud chief, replied the trembling maid.

Oft haunts this cave, in horrid arms array'd :

*Gnim«l. F 2 RetUffl
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Return with Ipeed, and free my breafl: from woe,

P'or much Galvina fears thy gloomy foe.

He rufli'd acrofs the plain—not long behind

The fair remain'd •, but fwifter than the wind,

Difguis'd in burnilh'd armour flew to prove

Her hero's faith, and try his conftant love.

Soon as the chief the martial form beheld.

Rage dimm'd his eyes, his breafl with fury fwell'd:

He thought Hern Grumal Hood before his view,

And wing'd with death the hifllng arrow flew.

Breathlefs Ihe fell—He haftens to relate

His own fuccefs, and rival's haplefs fate.

Thro' Ronan's cave he wildly rolls his eyes:

No fair appears—He calls—no voice replies.

Swift he return'd, and frruck with terror found

His much-lov'd fair expiring on the ground;

And faw with ftreaming eyes the deadly dart

Still faintly vibrate in her bleeding heart.

And
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* And is it thou ?—But grief his words fuppreft

;

Speechlcfs and pale he funk upon her breaft.

His friends at length the mournful Comal fpied,

Groveling in dufl, extended by her fide :

Their care to life reftor'd the dying chief.

But nought could eafe his ever-during grief.

Silent and fad oftimes the hero mov'd

Round the dark-dwelling of the maid he lov'd.

But when the foe appear'd, he Itrode the plain

In arms unmatch'd, and fought for death in vain.

At length he flung afide his weighty Ihield,

And rulh'd unarm'd, and fearlefs thro' the field

:

A dart well-aim'd transfix'd his manly breaft

—

Here by the foamy main the lovers reft

:

The mariner from far their tomb defcries,

As o'er the waves his bounding veftel flics.

End of the fecond Book.

F 3 ARGUMENT
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R G U M E N T
Of the T n I K T> Book.

UCHULLIN, pleafed with C^m/'s ftory,

requefts more of his fongs. The Bard relates

the actions of Fingal in Lochlin, and death of Jgan-

decca the fiftcr of Swaran. He had fcarce finifhed

when Calmar^ who had advifed the battle, came

wounded from the field, and told them of Sivaran's

dcfign to furprize the remains of the Irifh army.

He himfelf propofes to withftand fingly the whole

force of the enemy in a narrow pafs 'till they (hould

make good their retreat. Cuchullin^ touched with

the gallant propofal of Cahnar refolves to accom-

pany him, and orders Carril to retreat with the

remains of the IriJJj army. Morning comes, Cahnar

dies of his wounds •, Swaran perceiving Fingafs, fleet

approaching to the ihore, gives over the purfuit in

order to oppole him. Cuchullin, alhamed after his

defeat, retires to the cave of I'ura. Fingal engages

the enemy, puts them to flight, but night coming

on renders the vidory not decifive. The King

having obferved the gallant behaviour of his grand-

fon Ofcar^ gives him advice concerning his condud

in peace and war. He recommends to him the ex-

ample of his forefathers as the befl; model for his

conduft, which introduces the Epifode concerning

Fainnfcllis, daughter of the king of Craca, whom

Fin'^al had taken under his protection in his youth.

Fillan and Ofcar are difpatched to obferve the

motions of the enemy by night. Gatil defires the

command of the army in the next battle, which

Fingal promifes to give him. The fong of the

Bards clofes the adion of the third day.
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F I N G A L.

C
BOOK III.

UCHULLIN thus began ; Thou well haft told

Our fathers aftions in the days of old

:

Like the calm dew of morn ; when o'er the eaft

The fun appears, in radiant glory dreft :

With golden beams involves the mountain's brow.

And faintly gilds th' extended lake below.

Again, O Carril 1 ftrike thy tuneful ftring.

And give the fong to Morven's mighty king.

The bard began ; With glory's charms infpir'd,

FiNGAL in youth immortal fame acquir'd :

Fair was the chief, his form with beauty crown'd.

His arm, the death of heroes far-renown'd.

F 4 Proud
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Proud Starno met him in th' embattled plain,

And Lochlin's fons oppos'd his force in vain :

Strong ns a ftorm, confiding in his might,

He mov'd unequal'd thro' the ranks of fight

:

His fiery troops loud fhouting pour'd behind.

Like rufhing torrents founding in the v/ind.

Fierce Starno fell—but Morven's generous lord

Safe to his fhips the gloomy king reftor'd.

As in his hall deep-mufing Starno fate,

His ranc'rous bofom fwell'd with deadly hate :

(For none but Morven's king could e'er withftand

The ftrength and fury of his fatal hand.)

He call'd an hoary bard, who ufed to raife

The tuneful fong to mighty Loda's praife i

Loda, whom Lochlin's warlike fons adore,

Whofe aid they on the ^Jlone ofpower implore.

* This pafTage alludes to tlie religion of Lochlin, The/o;w of power here

mentioned is the image of one of the Deities of Scandinavia.—Macpherson.

To
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To him the monarch -, Hade to Morven's land.

Where brave Fincal exerts fupreme command :

With whom in manly charms no chiefs compare i

None fliine fuperior in the ranks of war.

Tell him, fo greatly I his deeds approve,

I ofter Agandecca to his love :

Mild is the foul that animates her breafl:

;

Her lovely form with peerlefs beauty bleft.

FiNGAL with tranfport hears the pleafing found,

His numerous vefiels o'er the billows bound.

And fkim before the gales : his aftive mind,

Wing'd with defire, outflies the rapid wind.

The treacherous Starno thus on Lochlin's coafl

Add reft the monarch, and his martial hoft.

All hail ! brave chief uncqual'd in the fight.

All hail ! ye warriors of diftinguifh'd might I

Thrice
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Thrice fhall the fun roll thro* the vaulted fkies,

Whilft in our halls the genial feafts arife j

Three days we'll follow thro' the lliady wood

The rugged boar, and dye our fpears in blood.

Thy might, brave hero ! will my choice approve,

And Agandecca yield her heart to love.

But while the warbling harps of joy were ftrung.

And the loud hall with fhouts of tranfport rung,

While the fam'd bards awak'd their founding lays.

To great Fingal, and Agandecca's praife.

The king defign'd his death—around him ftand,

Intent on vengeful deeds a murderous band;

Clad in his arms, fufpefting danger nigh,

Fingal furvey'd them with indignant eye :

Trem.bling they faw, and fled with fpeed away.

—

Again fage UUin pours the founding lay •,

Again the bards affume their tuneful lyres,

And every bread, returning joy infpires.

Fair
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"air as the moon flow rifing in the cafl,

ame Starno's daughter and beheld the feafl'.

L-Ier fteps were Hke foft mufic's melting found,

/Vnd Beauty flied its rays divine around.

As on the chief flie roll'd her azure eyes,

[^er fnowy bofom fwell'd with fecret fighs :

Her yielding heart the power of love confeft j

Her gentle foul the king of Morven bleft.

The third morn came— the ruler of the day

Stream'd o'er the dufky groves his cheerful ray.

The kings arofe— thro' unfrequented groves,

And dreary wilds the chief of Morven roves :

The tufky boars withlland his might in vain.

They fall, and foaming champ the dully plain.

Fair Agandecca to his fight appears,

High beats her panting bofom j while the tears

Of
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Of heart-felt angulfli dim her radiant eyes,

Thus to FiNGAL the lovely mourner cries.

Avoid yon dufky wood ! a murderous band

There lie conceal'd by Starno's dire command.

Each gloomy chief unflieaths his deadly fword,

And vows revenge on Morven's gallant lord ;

But oh ! remember who this counfel gave.

And from the father's rage the daughter fave

!

The dauntlefs monarch with his troop pervades

The forefi, and explores the fecret fliades

:

His foes beneath him prefs the purple ground,

And the dark groves re-echo wide around.

From far the treacherous king of Lochlin view'd

His foes triumphant, and his friends fubdued.

His brow lour'd darkly like the clouds of night.

His eyes like meteors gleam'd a ruddy light.

Hafle
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Hafte, he exclaim'd, my duteous daughter bring

!

The future bride of Morven's blooming king.

Lo! by her means my warriors prefs the plain.

And our proud foes immortal glory gain.

Sighing fhe came, and wept— her raven hair

Loofe and difhevel'd floated in the air.

The ruthlefs Starno feiz'd the trembling maid.

And in her fide deep plung'd the fatal blade :

She fell;— as Aides from Ronan's height the fnow.

When echo deepens in the vale below.

His gloomy chiefs with fiery-glancing eyes

FiNGAL furveys—his chiefs of battle rife.

Starno in vain withftands his furious courfe.

And Lochlin flies from his fuperior force.

Pale in his bounding fliip he clos'd the maid

:

On Ardven's hill her breathlefs corfe is laid

Beneath
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Beneath the mofiy tomb.—The fea around

Rolls its dark waves, and breaks with murmuring found.

When thus CuchulHn j Peace eternal reign

With her, and him whopour'd the plaintive ftrain !

Who, brave Fingal I in youth could meet thy rage ?

Who now withftand thy finewy ftrength of age ?

Again on Lochlin bend thy furious courfe,

Confume them in the greatnefs of thy force !

Shine forth fair daughter of the filent night

!

And aid the warrior with thy friendly light :

And if in yonder low-hung cloud there reft.

In darknefs wrapt on ocean's watry breaft.

Some powerful fpirit—Oh ! fecurely guide

His fhips, and turn them from the rocks afide !

Before him as he fpoke, bcfmear'd with blood,

Propt pn his bending fpear brave Calmar ftood.

No
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Ko terrors could his daring mind controul j

Weak was his arm, but mighty was his foul.

Welcome, my valiant friend, fage Connal cries.

Why from thy bofom burft thefe broken fighs ?

Fear ever was a ftranger to thy bread.

And glory's charms alone thy foul pofleft.

And Hill with glory's charms my bofom burns-

Thc gallant fon of Matha thus returns

:

The founds of war my glowing foul inflame

To emulate my brave forefathers fame.

From mighty Cormar I my being trace,

The firft great founder of our martial race.

As bounding o'er the waves his veflel flew,

J The fpirit of the night arofe to view.

X Summa audacia credebatur lufta cum fpeSris non formidata.—

»

Eartholine de contemptu mortis apud Dams. L. ii. C. z.—Vid. Browne's

hiilory of the rife and progrefs of Poetry. Page 207.

§0n
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§ On the wild tempeft's founding winds he came

;

Before him flream'd the lightning's ruddy flame :

On high was heard the thunder's awful found-.

The darkly-rolling ocean roar'd around.

Struck with the mighty din e'en Cormar fear'd.

And to the (helvy coaft his vefiel ileer'd ;

Then blufli'd that he fhould e'er to terror yield,

And boldly crofs'd again the watry field.

Within the darkning cloud he plung'd his blade

:

The keen fword glimmer'd thro' the gloomy fhade :

The temped ceas'd -, he rofe above the main :

The moon return'd, and all her (larry train,

Eftrang'd from fear, with glory's charais infpir'd.

My warlike fires immortal fame acquir'd.

Dangers, m.y friend ! before the valiant bow

;

And as my fathers were, is Calmar now.

§ Involvere dicm nimbi, & nox humida coelum

Abftulit: ingemlnant abruptis nubihus ignes,

JEn. f. 3. 1. 198.

Ye
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Ye fons of Erin! who unhurt remain,

Retire from Lena's blood-empurpled plain.

Fly, till FiNGAL his wifh'd afliftance bring.

Nor meet the troops of Lochlin's Sery king.

E'en now they come, I hear them from afar.

To wade the haplefs remnant of the war.

Here in this pafs will I awhile withftand

Th' impetuous fury of the hoftile band

:

But when I fall, (for Calmar fcorns to yield)

And lie a iifelefs carcafs on the field ;

When the black llorm of war is blown away.

And Lochlin's fons fubmit to Morven's fway,

My moffy tomb, O fon of Semo ! raife.

That future ages may record my praife.

My mother, when fhe hears her Caimar's name.

Shall mourn my fate, but glory in my fame.

I'll never leave thee, Erin's chief replies.

Like Matha's fon CuchuUin fear defies :

G Like
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Like thine, with fame infpir'd, my bofom glows-.

In danger fliil my foul more daring grows.

Connal, withdraw our forces from the fight

;

Save my furviving friends from Swaran's might.

When the war ceafes, brcathlefs on the ground

Mid flaughter'd foes here fhall your chiefs be found.

Haile, Moran haile ! while night and filence reign,

Swift as a tempeft o'er yon gloomy plain :

Implore Fingal, the firft of men, to fave

The fons of Erin from a timelefs grave.

Our foes from him, Ihall like the vapors fly

Before the fun bright-rolling thro' the fky.

Faint in the eaft appear'd the dawning light.

And Lochlin's hod rufii'd eager to the fight.

Calmar beheld the raging foe from far ;

His bofom kindled with the Ihouts of war.

From his deep wounds fiiit fiow'd the purple flood

:

Propt on his fpear awhile the hero Hood -,

That
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That ipear, his mother with an heart-felt groan

Beheld him feize, and mourn'd her only fon

!

* Slowly at laft he dropt— like fome huge oak

Fell'd by the wood-man's oft-repeated ftroke.

Unmov'd, alone, the great Cuchullin ftands,

Nor yields one ftep to Lochiin's numerous bands,

j: So round fome rock when winds and w^aters roar,

That towers on high, the guardian of the fhore

:

In vain the temped howls with direful found,

In vain the foaming billows buril around.

* Ipfe gravis, gravitcrque ad teiram pondere vafto

Concidit; ut quondam cava concidit, aut Erymantho

Aut Ida in magna radicibus eruta pinus.

^n. 5.1. 446.

t IHe, velut pelagi rupcs, immota refiftit

:

Ut pelagi rupes, magno veniente fragore,

Quae fefe, multis ciicumlatrantibus imdis.

Mole tenet : fcopuli necqulcquam & fpumea circum

Saxa ficmunt, laterique illifa lefunditur alga.

^n. 7, line 586,

There is a limilar paflage in the 15th book of Homer's Iliad, line 618.

G 2 Now
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Now Swaran faw approaching to the coaR

Morven's dread monarch, and his martial hoft.

The mafts in air their pointed fummits rear'd •,

A floating forefl on the fea appear'd.

Swift from th' unequal fight he call'd his bands.

And Lochlin's fons obey'd their king's commands.

* Round Iniftore's rough rocks as ocean roars.

When loudly foaming from an hundred fhores,

The billows ebb \ fo mov'd the numerous throng i

Their arms wide-echoing as they rufh'd along.

But dragging his long javelin in his hand,

Retir'd the chief of Erin's haplefs land :

Greatly he fear'd the king of Morven's fight.

Who oft had hail'd him vidtor of the fight

:

• Buchanan, in his hlftory of Scotland, gives an ample account of the

t'empelhious nature of the Tea round the Orcades, and the caufe» of it.

And
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And thus lamenting his loft fame deplor'ci.

And warriors (laughter'd by the hoftile fvvord.

How many heroes prefs yon fatal lliore.

Once great in arms, now terrible no more !

No more to me they'll on the heath appear

;

No more Ihall I their pleafing voices hear

In Erin's halls—my foul to forrow bends,

For low in duft are ftretch'd my braveft friends.

Ye fhades of warriors fall'n ! alTuage my grief,

In Tura's cave bewail your haplefs chief!

There, far remote, I'll pafs my mournful days ^

No tuneful bard (hall found Cuchullin's praife :

O'er my pale corfe no mofly (lone fhall rife,

To mark my grave, and guide inquiring eyes.

O my Bragela ! thy fall'n fpoufe deplore.

Fled is my glory, and my fame no more I

He faid, and ftung with anguifh crofs'd the glade.

To vent his woes in Cromla's fecret Ihade,

G s * Tall
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* Tall in his Ihip, approaching to the land,

FiNGAL, his lance ftrerch'd fiaming in his hand.

Dreadful it fhone !—as death's red meteor gleams

O'er the lone heath •, when fi'om the livid beams

The trav'ler fhrinks ; behind the clouds of night

The pale moon flies, and fickens at the fight

!

Thus cried the monarch -, Lo I the war is o'er,

Slain are my friends, Cuchullin is no more !

Behold, yon mournful heath diftain'd with blood !

The fhrieks of forrow rife in Cromla's wood.

J Ryno and Fillan, blow the horn of war.

Let the loud found be echoed from afar :

* Fint.al's firft appearance bears a great refemblance to that of ^nea»

on the liver, when the light of his Ihield is compared to the rays^ of

comets, and baleful beams of the Dog-ftar.

, Vaftos vmibo vomit aureus ignes
;

Non fecus ac liquida fi quando nocle cometae

Sanguinei luijiibre rubcnt, aut Sirius ardor:

llle, fitim, morljolque ferens nwrtalibus gegris,

Nallitur, Sc loevo contriftat lumine caelum.

JEn. 10. line 27X*

There is a fimilar pafTagc in the iid book of the Iliad, line 25, when

^.;lilles is dcfcricd at a dillance hy Priam from tiie walls of Troy.

[ Offian, Ryno, Fillan and Fergus were Ions of Fingai,.

Where
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Where yon fleep mountain rears its head on high,

With thund'ring voice the Lochlin hod defy

:

For fpeedy vengeance on our fleps attends.

And ftrong, and mighty are CuchulHn's friends.

* Swift as the temped Fillan rudi'd away,

And Ryno like the lightning's vivid ray.

The fiery youths th' impending war decUr'd,

And LochHn's fons, the found, exulting heard.

As from the northern coaft where tempefts reign,

Rufh the dark billows of the angry main ;

In rapid eddies whirl the rocks around,

And burft along the fhore with mighty found •,

So loud, fo fudden, LochHn's war' iors rofe.

And met, undaunted, their advancing foes.

High-towering in the van their king appear'd,

His ftrong right hand the lance of battle renr'd :

* Ventis & fulmlnis ocior alis. Virgil.

G 4 His
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His eyes, like ftreams of lightning valor pour'd.

And his dark brow with flern defiance lour'd.

The furious warrior, as Fincal beheld

In brightnefs moving thro' th' embattled field.

To Uilin thus he cried •,—The days of old

Rufh to my mind, as I yon chief behold i

Who oft with heart-felt anguilh has deplor'd

His filler (lain by Starno's vengeful fword.

Still in my mind her lov'd remembrance dwells—

Arife, and bid him to our feafl: of fnells.

The bard obey'd, and thus the king addrefl

;

FiNGAL invites thee, warrior ! to his feaft.

To-morrow let each chief for war prepare,

Grafp the broad fhield, and lift the threatning fpear.

To-day, return'd the king, fhall Morven yield,

And flain by me your monarch prefs the field

:

To-
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To-morrow fliall my feafl be fpread around.

While Lochlin's foes lie breathlefs on the ground.

If that's his choice, with fmiles Fingal replies,

To-morrow let the warrior's feafl arife.

Since we muft fight, and Swaran calls to arms.

Let the fields thunder with our loud alarms.

Thou, valiant OfTian ! near thy father (land :

Gaul, lift thy dreadful falchion in thy hand.

With firength, O Fergus ! bend thy fatal bow

;

Fillan, thro' heaven's blue vault thy javelin throw.

Like meteors let your pointed lances flame.

And trace your leader thro' the paths of fame I

* As found an hundred v/inds on Morven's fliore i

As torrents from an hundred mountains roar ;

• Ac velut Edoni Boreae cum fpirltus alto

Infonal JEgeo, fequlturque ad litora fliiftus,

Qm vcnti incubuere, fugam dant jiubila csslo,

JEn, 13, 1. 365.

As,
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As, on the whirlwind's rapid pinions driven.

Sail the dark vapors o'er the front of heaven •,

So met the hofts—the tumult roar'd aloud.

Like thunder burfting from the lov/-hung cloud,

When wild, a thoufand fpirits Hiriek around,

And rocks, and ikies reecho to the found.

Rejoicing in the greatnefs of his might,

FiNGAL rufh'd furious thro' the ranks of fight:

The fons of Lochlin funk beneath his force.

And death, and ruin mark'd the hero's courfe.

When Trenmor's fpirit thus the clouds beftrides,

And borne fublimely on the whirlwind rides.

The lofty foreft fhakes ; rocks wide around

Fall headlong ; and the echoing vales refound.

Like heaven's bright beam the youthful Ryno flione

;

* Dark was the threatning brow of Morni's fon •.

* Gaul, the fon of Moini, was chief of a Tribe that long difputed the

preeminence with that of Fingal ; but they were at laft reduced to obe-

dience by him, and Gaul from an enemy became Fingal's beft friend,

and braveft hero. Macpherson.

Swif^
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Swift as the wind young Fergus chac'd his foes,

And Fillan like a lou'ring cloud arofe.

As fome huge rock that o'er a mountain bends.

Torn from its airy lummit loud defcends •,

So OfHan rufli'd to war—Appal'd with fear,

The foe fled trembling from my lifted fpear.

Time had rot then with liberal hand befpread

The fnow of age upon my hoary head

:

Thick darknefs had not clos'd my eyes in night,

Nor fail'd thefe feet, nor fhook this arm in fight»

But who our monarch's wondrous ads can tell.

When Lochlin's fons beneath his anger fell ?

When burning in his wrath he tower'd along,

Appal'd the mighty, and confum'd the ftrong !

—

From hill to hill their mournful cries rebound.

Till night advancing fpread her fhades around.

As
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As from the fliouting huntfman, ftruck with fear.

Fly diverfe o'er the plain the timorous deer

;

And meeting in the foreft's darkfome fhade,

Shake at each breeze that whifpers thro' the glade ;

Thus Lochlin's fcatter'd fons efcap'd from death,

Defponding met on Lena's dufky heath.

Befide where Lubar rolls its winding way,

We fit attentive to the tuneful lay.

Neareft the foe, on his broad fhield reclin'd,

His hoary locks flow-waving in the wind.

Stands great Fingal—He thinks on other days.

And hears with joy his brave forefather's praife.

Oft on the king my Ofcar turns his eyes.

While thoughts of glory in his bofom rife.

And reverential awe—The mighty man.

Beheld the youthful chief, and thus began :
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Son of my fon belov'd ! with joy I view

My gallant offspring deathlefs fame purfue.

Know, that from chiefs renown'd in war, we trace

The long-defcended honors of our race.

Shine great in arms, as Trenmor fhone before,

And mighty Trathal, now alas no more

!

Tho* low in earth the firft of heroes lie,

Their names with glory crown'd fhall never die.

Riilh like a torrent thro' the ranks of fight,

Confume the haughty with refiftlefs might

:

When low in dull thy mighty foes are laid.

There check thy rage, and give the feeble aid

:

To them be mild, and gentle as the gale

That fans the flowers, and plays along the vale.

Such Trenmor liv*d, in peace, in war renown'd.

Such Trathal was, and fuch have I been found.

To curb opprefllon fl:ill in arms I fhine,

To aid the helplefs, and the weak is mine.

In
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In days long pafl: befide the billowy main.

With fome few friends attending in my train,

I chanc'd to wander—failing to our coaft,

Like a light vapor on the ocean toft,

A bark appear'd—from thence a lovely maid

Defcended fwift ; her waving treffes play'd

In the rude winds -, her bofom fwell'd with fighs.

And the tears trickled from her radiant eyes.

Daughter of beauty ! mildly I addreft

The weeping fair, v/hy fwells thy penfive breaft '^

Tho' not unequal'd in the ftrife of fpears

I lift the threatning lance, tho' few my years.

Yet when afflidion fues, my daring foul

No dangers terrify, nor fears controul.

To thee I fly, and in thy aid conFiJe,

Brave chief of Morven ! fwiftly flie replied :
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My fire, the king, whom * Craca's ifle obeys,

Oftimes with tranfport liften'd to my praife

:

Cromala's hills oft heard the chiefs complain,

Who fought his daughter's love, and figh'd in vain

:

But Sora's king enamour'd with my charms,

By force would fnatch me from my father's arms :

Dark are his brows, his foul with pafiion fwells.

The rage of tempefts in his bofom dwells.

From his purfuit I fly—Here fafely reft

;

Dauntlefs I thus the trembling maid addreft

:

No cave fhali hide thee from the warrior's fight

;

For know, my bofom, proud in confcious might,

Difdains to yield, and fir'd with glory's charms.

Exults in danger, and the din of arms.

Soft-ftreaming down her cheek the gulhing tear

I view'd, and pitied Craca's mournful fair.

* One of the Shetland Ifiands.

In
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In terror foon the haplefs maid efpies

The bark of Sora's chief—the mafts arife

High o'er the foaming billows, and enOiroud

Their pointed fummits in the dufky cloud.

Swift bounds the vefTel o'er the rolling tide

;

Before its courfe the yielding waves divide.

Thus I the chief addreft •, Partake our feaft j

To me each ftranger is a welcome gueft.

Nought faid the gloomy manj his bow he drew,

And the keen ihaft with aim unerring flew -,

Breathlefs fhe dropt—I feiz'd my trufty fword.

And rufli'd enrag'd on Sora's ruthlefs lord.

Fierce was our ftrife !—he fell—on Morven's heath

Two tombs arife, and mark their caves of death.

Thus did Fingal in youth fair fame acquire-.

Thus Ofcar, a(5l, and emulate thy fire

!

Bafely
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Bafely to fhun Impending war difdain,

Nor rufh uninjur'd to the hoftile plain. •.»

With Fillan haften to yon wave-worn coaft,

And with attention watch the Lochlin hofl.

Loud as the ftorms by Cona's ftreams, I hear

Tumultuous fhouts arife, and Ihrieks of fear.

Prevent their flight, for Erin's fons are flain,

And unreveng'd lie bleeding on the plain.

Swift as dark clouds, the Ipirlts chariots, bear

The Ihades of heroes thro' the yielding air.

So fwift the warriors vanilh'd from our view.

And o'er the plain with fpeed impetuous flew.

Tall as a rock by night, Gaul flood on high,

And rear'd his lance far-blazing to the fky :

When thus to Morven's king, the mighty man,'

With voice like many waters, loud began;

H Let
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Let all thy bards exalt their tuneful lays

To Erin's glory, and her warriors praife.

Sheath thou thy fword of death, from war retire ;

Immortal honor let thy friends acquire.

Soon as the morn fliall ftream its cheerful light,

Behold thy chieftains lab'ring in the fight.

Such was the cuftom of thy martial line

In former battles—fuch, O king ! was thine.

Our glory withers in the fields of fame.

And fades away before thy mightier name.

Let me too win renown •, let Lochlin feel

My ftrength in arms, and fink beneath my (leel

:

That future bards may pour the lofty flrain

To Gaul, the terror of th' embattled plain !

When thus Fikgal ; I glory in thy fame,

May latefl: times record thy deathlefs name

!

When the clouds brighten with the dawning light,

Brave fon of Morni ! le.xd my troops to fight.

Yet
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Yet fliall FiNGAL befide his warrior (land,

Left Lochlin's monarch with his numerous band

O'erpovver my friend.—Ye bards ! your voices raife,

Pour the foft ftrain, and lull my foul to eafe

—

And thou, lov'd fair ! to fancy's view arife.

When dewy deep has clos'd my heavy eyes

;

If ftill regardful of thy former friends.

Thy gentle fhade the Lochlin hoft attends ;

If failing on the clouds, thou view'ft below

Erin's dark rocks arife, and waters flow

;

Oh ! may thy image meet thy warrior's light.

And fill with joy the tranfient dreams of night

!

He faid, and flraight the tuneful harps around

His mighty anions in the battle found :

Now fwell their notes to Agandecca's praife ;

Nor was my name negleded in their lays.

H 2 (
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Oft have I fought, and oft my lifted fpear

Has flruck the fouls of mighty chiefs with fear.

But now forlorn, forfaken, and alone.

Dark with old age, my ftrength, my vigor flown.

Sorrowing I mufe—no longer I behold

The race of battle in the days of old

:

Unlike their fons !—But vainly 1 deplore

The chiefs who now fhall fhine in arms no more f

Fin GAL is fall'n by death's refiftlefs doom

—

The timorous roe feeds on the mofly tomb

Of him, who was fo great !—O fire, farewel

!

May thy lov'd Ihade in endlefs plcafure dwell

!

End of the third Book,

ARGUMENT
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)ARGUMENT

Of the Fourth Book.

THE adlion of the Poem being fulpended by

night, OJftan takes that opportunity to relate his

own aftions at the lake of Lego, and his courtfhip of

Evirallin, who was the mother of Ofcar, and had died

fomc time before the expedition of Fingal into Erin.

Her ghoft appears to him, and tells him, that Ofcar,

who had been fent with Fillan to obferve the enemy,

was engaged with an advanced party, and almoft to-

tally overpowered. OJfian relieves his fon, who ac-

quaints Fmgal of the approach of the enemy. The
king rifes, calls his army together, and devolves the

command on Gaul\ and after having charged his fons

to behave bravely, retires to an hill, from whence he

might have a view of the battle : The armies en-

gage i Ofcar's, brave actions are related •, but whilft

he, in conjundtion with his father, conquers in one

wing, Gaul, who is attacked by Swaran in perfon, is

on the point of retreating in the other. Fingal fends

Ullin, his bard, to encourage him with a War-fong.

—

iSw^r^« prevails ; Gaul and his army are obliged to

give way : Fingal, defcending from the hill, rallies

them again. Szvaran defifts from the purfuit, pof-

feifes himfelf of a rifmg ground, and waits the ap^

proach of Fingal; who having encouraged his men,

gives the necelfary orders, and renews the battle.

Cuchtillin^ who with Connal and Carril had retired to

the cave of Tm-a, hearing the noife, comes to the

brow of the hill, and fees Fingal engaged with the

enemy. Being hindered by Connal iroen ']o\x\m^ Fingal,

who was upon the point of gaining a complete victory,

he laments his own defeat, and fends Carril to con-

gratulate that hero on his fuccefs.
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F I N G A L.

BOOK IV.

* ^ '' THO ktms defcending from yon hill on high,

Bright as the bow that paints the fhowery fky ?

'Tis fair Malvina—To thy Ofcar's praife

Shall aged GfTian tune his founding lays ?

Where Cona's waters wander o'er the plain

We'll fit, and pour the melancholy ftrain.

—

Alas my fon ! for thee my forrows flow.

And my heart throbs with ever-during woe.

When {hall I ceafe to mourn, when find relief?

My youth in war confum'd, my age in grief!

*FiNGAi- being afleep, and the a£lion fufpended by night, the poet

introduces the floiy of hiscourtfliip of Evirallin, the daughter of Branno.

This Epifode is necelTary to clear up feveral paflages that follow in the

^loem ; at the fame time that it naturally brings on the aSion of the book,

which may be fuppofcd to begin about the middle of the third night from

the opening of the poem.—This book is addrefled to Malvina, the daughter

of Tofcar. She appears to have been in love with Ofcar, and to have

affefled the company of the father after the death of the fon.

Macpherson.

Not
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Not thus my years in forrow roll'd away

;

No darknefs gather'd round my rifmg day :

Not thus—When Evirallin, beauteous maid

!

My ardent love with mutual love repaid.

A thoufand heroes fought the fair to gain

;

A thoufand heroes fought the fair in vain.

Great Cormac vainly fued—To me alone

Her confcious flame did Evirallin own.

To Lego's fable furge my courfe I bend.

Twelve gallant warriors on my fleps attend,,

Within his hall her aged fire I found,

Branno, the ftrangers friend, in arms renown'd.

Why dofl: thou come, the hero faid, from far.

And why befide thee fland thy chiefs of war ?

For Branno's daughter Erin's fons will rife

In arms, and combat for the beauteous prize.

H 4 Yet
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Yet prince renown'd in many a glorious field

!

To thee with joy the lovely maid I yield.

Did twelve fair daughters in my palace fhine.

Brave fon of fame ! the pleafing choice were thine.

He gave her to my arms—what joy pofieft

My youthful heart, what tranfport fir'd my breaft \

The ftately Cormac on the hills appear'd •,

Around him feven bold chiefs their javelins rear'd*

There Colla, Tago fam'd in fields of blood.

There Freftal, and the mighty Dairo flood :

Tofcar, and Durra, heroes fam'd afar,

And haughty Dala fliook the lance of war.

Ullin and Ccrdal to my aid arife

;

Dark Dumericcan rolls his fuUen eyes

:

Ogar, on Ardven's echoing hills renown'd,

And generous Mullo kindles with the found.

Fierce
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Fierce Scelacha afllimes his ponderous arms,

And Oglan kindles with our fierce alarms.

Ogar met Dala on the lifted plain

—

Dire was the ftrife ! as on the billowy main.

When driv'n by adverfe winds the waves arife.

Foam o'er the rocks, and thunder to the fkies.

Stern Dala fell by matchlefs force fubdued ;

My friend's bright falchion drank his vital blood.

Nor would the valiant fons of Erin yield.

Till (lain by me brave Cormac prefs'd the field

:

When high in air I ihook his griefly head.

The fierceft foe appal'd with terror fled.

If then, when glittering in the front of fight,

I flood exulting, confcious of my might

;

The boldeft chief to check my pride had dar'd.

And threatning, thus my future fate declar'd ;

That
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That blind and feeble I muft wear away

The clouded eve of life's declining day :

That chief, had funk beneath me on the plain.

And mourn'd the rafhnefs of his tongue in vain.

Now died away the mufic's tuneful found,

And Lena's gloomy heath was hufh'd around :

Th' unconftant blafl loud-ruftled thro' the wood j

The oak's defcending leaves the plain beflrew'd.

Deeply I mufe—When lo !
* my much-lov'd fair.

Her cloud-form'd robes flow-waving in the air.

In beauty's light arifes to my view :

Soft-ftreaming tears her pallid cheeks bedew.

Hafte to thy Ofcar's aid, the fhadow cries.

Seize thy huge lance, in founding arms arife

!

Befide where Lubar's mazy waters run,

With Lochlin's race contends thy gallant fon.

* EviRALLIN.

This
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Tills faid, in darknefs her fair form fhe (hrouds,

Diflblves in air, and mingles with the clouds.

I grafp'd my fpear, and feiz'd my mafiy fliield

Loud rung my armour as I crofs'd the field.

On high I rais'd the dreadful lliout of war

;

Which Lcchlin heard like thunder from afar,

Refounding thro' the gloom—appal'd with fear.

The foe fled trembling from my Cfcar's fpear.

Again to check his courfe my voice arofe :

He heard, obey'd, and left his flying foes.

Why dofl: thou flop my rage ? the hero cried.

Why is the battle to thy fon denied ?

Arm'd in the terrors of the gloomy night,

The fons of Lochlin wag'd th' unequal fight.

Fillan and I their fierce attack withfl;ood ;

Yon winding fiream is dyed with hoftile blood.

As
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As driven by night's wild ftorms, the roaring main

Rolls its black billows o'er the fandy plain j

So loud, fo dark, our foes in firm array.

Along the dufky heath purfue their way.

I've heard the fpirits fhriek, and feen on high

Death's fiery meteor gleam athwart the fky.

Let me to Morven's king thefe tidings bear j

Soon will our mighty fire for war prepare

;

And like the fun arifing in a florm.

When fable clouds the front of hcav'n deform,

In burnifli'd arms will bend his furious courfe.

And blaze deftruction on the hoftile force.

Tir'd with the toilfome labors of the day,

Stretch'd on his bofly fnield the monarch lay.

Before his view arofe the Lochlin maid,

Down her wan cheek the tears of forrow llray'd :

Her face was like the vapors of the morn i

Loofe on the winds her fliadowy robes were borne.

Slowly
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Slowly afcending from the rolling main,

She bent her courfe o'er Lena's fatal plain :

Oft from the king flie turn'd her * filent eyes,

Wav'd her pale hand—when thus the warrior cries :

Why weeps my love with heart-felt grief depreft ?

Alas, what forrow racks thy gentle breaft ?

Nought fhe replied, but on the winds of night

Afcending fwiftly, vanifh'd from his fight.

Her haplefs friends the mournful fair deplor'd,

Deftin'd to fall beneath his vengeful fword.

He wak'd, but Hill in beauty's charms array'd,

To fancy's view appear'd the lovely maid.

At length young Ofcar's founding fleps he hears.

Before his fight the gallant youth appears :

O'er the dark-rolling wave the lamp of day

Gleams faint ; his fhield refledls the early ray.

* Hue, illuc volvens oculos, tptumque pererrat

Lummibus tacitJs. ViRCit.

To
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To him the monarch ; Fly our haughty foes.

Or dare they once again my might oppofe ?

But wherefore afk I ?—founding from afar.

Loud and more loud I hear the fhouts of war.

Occafion now thy utmoft fpeed demands

—

Hafte, rouze my friends, and range my martial bands.

Thrice did Fingal his voice loud-thund'ring rear j

By Cromla's mountains leapt the timorous deer :

The rocks refounded—As from mountains hoar.

In different channels foaming torrents roar -,

So flow'd the fcatter'd troops—As borne on high.

The fleeting vapors fail along the fky.

Till by the northern blafl: condens'd, they form

The ratling hail, and pour the founding ftorm

:

Thus all arifing at their king's command,

In thick'ning ranks around the hero (land.

The hardy warriors at the found rejoice.

And hear with tranfport their lov'd monarch's voice.

Oft
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Oft had FiNGAL to conquefl: led the way.

And ftruck oppofing troops with dire difmay \

Whilll his brave foldiers feiz'd the hoftile fpoils,

The well-earn'd trophies of their martial toils.

Come to the war, ye fons of battle I bred

Where wrapt in ftorms high Ardven lifts his head

—

The monarch cried : Behold, Fingal retires,

Whilll Morni's fon my friends to combat fires.

Follow the chief in dangers undifmay*d,

Vidorious prove, nor feek your Leader's aid :

Then ihall the bards exalt their tuneful lays.

And crown my hero with diilinguifh'd praife.

—

Ye fpirits of the dead ! who, borne on high,

Guide the loud tempeft thro' the vaulted fky 5

Receive my falling people to your care.

Welcome my warriors to the fields of air

!

May winds aufpicious, o'er the watry way.

To Morven's coaft their airy forms convey

;

Then
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Then fhall their fiiades arife before my fight.

And fill with joy the tranfient dreams of night.

Fillan and Ofcar ! on the foe advance ;

Fair Ryno ! lift on high thy pointed lance :

Stand in the fight like Morni's valiant heir.

With glowing bofoms unappal'd with fear.

Regard the chief, with force like his engage.

Like him confume the battle in your rage.

If you behold fome aged warrior low,

Protedt him from the proud, infulting foe

:

Life your broad fhields, your flaming fpears extend.

And think in him you fave your father's friend.

If you, my fons ! on Lena's heath expire.

Not long behind you flays your aged fire

:

Borne on the winds of heaven we'll meet on high.

And float together thro' the liquid fky.

As clouds, around whofe fide the lightning gleams

Roll weftward from the morning's fiery beams •,

So



( 113 )

So mov'd the monarch from th' advancing war

:

His polilh'd arms gleam'd terrible afar.

Two pointed lances glitter'd in his hand,

And oft he turn'd, and eyed his martial band.

His locks of age hung floating in the wind :

Three aged bards attending mov'd behind.

By Cromla's fide he wav'd his falchion's light.

And as the hero wav'd, we rufli'd to fight. •

Ofcar rejoic'd, his foul with tranfport glow'd,

Down his red cheek the tears of pleafure flow'd :

Bright in his hand the fword of battle Ihone,

And eager thus began my gallant fon :

O OfTian, chief renown'd ! from war retire.

Like thee, let Ofcar deathlefs fame acquire.

But, if I fall beneath fome hoftile chief,

With words of comfort footh Malvina's grief.

I E'ea
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E'en now perhaps her roUing eye fhe bends

From the flecp rock, that o'er the fea impends

:

Around her breaft her hair difhevel'd flies.

And her Ibfc bofom fwells with frequent fighs.

Tell her, afcending to the plains above.

An airy Ihadow thro' the flcies I rove

:

Tell her, with joy I'll meet my lovely fair,

And guide her fpirit thro' the tracklefs air.

Shall Oflian, I replied, from war retire.

When glory fummons, and my foul's on fire ?

This arm (hall guide thee thro' the dangerous day.

My friends prote6lion, and the foes difmay.

But if in war I meet the hero's doom,

Raife o'er my breathlefs corfe the mofly tomb

;

Befide me place the antlers of a deer.

The twanging bow, keen fword, and pointed fpear.

No lovely fair, if OlTian low in duft

Extended lies, to Ofcar's care I trult

:

No
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No fpoufe remaining will my fate deplore :

The beauteous Evirallin is no more !

Such were our Words, when Morni's Son from far,

With thund'ring Voice proclaim'd th' approaching War;

Wav'd liis keen Sword, and rifing in his Might,

With Rage impetuous plung'd amid the Fight.

The din of arms arofe, as waters roar.

Loud-foaming, fwelling to the rocky fhore.

Man rufli'd on man: their fhields and helms refound.

The fpHnter*d javelins drew the purple ground.

As hammers on the burning iron ring,

When from each blow the fiery fparkles fpring,

So rung their arms -, and from each mighty ftroke

The riven fteel in fudden lightning broke.

Like Ardven's whirlwind rulhing thro' the plain,

The Ton of Morni ftrcw'd the fields with flain

;

r n. And,
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And, where the might of LochUn's king engag'd,

Deilrudion follow'd, and the battle rag'd.

His courfe was dreadful, as the flames that rif«

O'er the wild wafte, fwift glancing thro' the fki«3

Their baleful beams—Unmatch'd in arms I flood.

My javelin glitter'd in the ftrife of blood.

Well-pleas'd I faw the chiefs of Lochlin fhun

Young Ofcar's might—my beft, my greateft fon

!

With terror wing'd they fled his force in vain

—

Dire gleam'd his falchion o'er th' enfanguin'd plain !

As falling ftones from rock to rock rebound •,

As axes in the echoing foreft found j

In broken peals as burfting from on high,

The rolling thunder fliakes the vaulted fky j

Our blows refounded—Death fucceeded death,

And our proud foes lay gafping on the heath.

Loud
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Loud as on Ihiflore's refounding coaft

Foams the fwoll'n main ; the chief of Lochlin's hoft.

Rufli'd fierce on Morni's fon

—

Fingal from far

Beheld him burfting thro' the ranks of war.

Half from his feat the king began to rife,

Grafp'd his huge lance, and roU'd his -fiery eyes.

Hade, Ullin hafte, he fwiftly cried, infpire

Morni's brave fon to emulate his fire : .

Let thy loud fong the warrior's foul inflame

With hopes of glory, and immortal fame.

The hoary bard defcended to the plain.

And thus began his animating ftrain.

Leader of battle, chief renown'd afar

!

Strong arm of death, and fon of glorious war

!

Deftroy the foe—Let Lochlin's fons no more

Bound o'er the waters to their native fliore.

Like thunder let thy arm their ftrength confound ; '-,

Lift like a waving flame thy fword around

:

I 3 Like
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Like lightning dart thine eyes, and on their fighr.

Like death's red meteor pour thy buckler's light.

Dedroy !—But Swaran cleft the warrior's fliield •,

Gaul ftern retir'd, and Morven fled the field.

This faw the king, and thrice he rear'd on high

His mighty voice loud-echoing thro' the fky.

Abadi'd, the warriors heard the well known found.

And bent their glowing faces to the ground.

As when a duflcy cloud furcharg'd with rain.

Rolls llowly-threatning o'er the ^larihy plain ;

Around the hills the fable vapors lour.

And the green vale experts the future fliower •,

So mov'd FiNGAL.—When Lochlin's chief furvey'd

The king advancing to his people's aid •,

Propt on his bending fpear awhile he (lood,

And call'd his warriors from the plain of blood.

To
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To Lena*s rifing heath he led his hoft:,

And view'd with grief his hopes of conqued loft.

As fome huge oak worn by unnumber'd years.

And fcorch'd with fire majeftic ftill appears :

Far o'er the lonely ftrcam its'boughs are fpread.

And the ftorms echo round its lofty head

:

Thus Swaran Ipent with toil, undaunted Hands,

Whilft Wide around him pour his martial bands.

Like heaven's bright beam, amid his hoft appears

Morven's great king, and thus his will declares.

Unfurl my ftandards, let them rife on high,

Sound on the winds, and glitter thro' the fky.

Ye fons of ftreamy Morvcn, fam'd afar

!

Awhile attend your leader of the war.

Let Morni's fon, and Connal meet my fight.

And Ofcar doom'd to fhine in future fight

:

Before my view let dark-hair'd Dermid ftand.

And mighty Ofiian hear his fire's command.

I 4 The
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The king's extended ftandard high we rear'd ;

Embofs'd with gold the ghttering ftafF appear'd.

Each hero's foul exulted as it flew,

Wide o'er the fky far-blazing to the view •,

Like the pure azure of th' ethereal plain,

Deck'd with the radiant moon, and ftarry train.

Their gaudy banners all his chiefs difplay

;

Their troops around them fland in firm array.

Behold the fcatter'd foe, our monarch cried.

Like broken clouds they on the heath divide

;

Or woods confum'd by lightning -, when above

The meteor glimmers thro' the fhatter'd grove.

Let each brave leader with his marfhal'd powers,

Selecl fome troop that on the mountain lours.

Soon Iliall yon hoft your matchlefs valor feel.

And fink beneath my friends avenging fteel.

Lano's
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Laiio's feven chiefs, cried Gau!, my force fhall fhun.

Or fall beneath the arm of Morni's fon.

The king of Iniftore my Ofcar chofe.

And Connal dar'd Inilcon's prince oppofe.

Fierce Dermid cried ; or Mudan's chief, or I,

Shall breathlefs on the plain of Ullin lie.

I vow'd to make the king of Terman yield

To me the glorious conquefl of the field.

When thus Fingal; Succefs my chiefs attend!

May Lochlin's fons beneath your prowefs bend

!

To meet their haughty leader I prepare,

A chief deferving of your monarch's fpear.

Now, like an hundred winds that roar on high.

And thro' an hundred different vallies fly -,

Our troops dividing, fwiftly pour'd around :

Their founding footfleps (hook the echoing ground.

* Daughter
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* Daughter of Tofcar I how can I relate

The ftrife of heroes fir'd with mutual hate ?

As banks before the rapid torrent yield,

Beneath our fury Lochlin prefs'd the field*

Each chief his vow performed ; their blood dillain'd

Our beaming arms, and wild deftrudion reign*d.

O thou ! whofe fwelling bofom, lovely fair

!

Can with the fmoothly-failing fwan compare

;

When on her plumes the winds obliquely blow,

And gently float around her breaft of fnow !

Oft haft thou feen the ruler of the day

Defcending (lowly glance his ruddy ray.

Ere night's dark fhades involve the hills around.

And whiftling ftorms at intervals refound

:

Soon thro' the dufky air the lightning gleams,

The fhades of heroes mount the vivid beams

:

* Malvina.

Loud
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Loud thunder roars on high : defcending rain

Swells the rude ftream, and fliakes the founding plain—?

Thus the fields echoed to our loud alarms

;

Thus wide around us flam'd our fplendid arms.

Daughter of Tofcar I why thefe mournful fighs ?

Say, why with forrow ftream thy radiant eyes ?

Let Lochlin's maids their flaughter'd chiefs deplore,

Thofe haplefs chiefs, who lliine in arms no more!—*

If thou wilt weep, on me thy tears beftow.

On me, with age grown blind, and funk with woe;l

Fall'n are my friends, and Oflian pants in vain

To mix with heroes in the martial plain

!

Beneath Fingal an hoary warrior lies

Groveling in duft ; his faint, expiring eyes

He rolls on Morven's king.—Is this thy meed.

The monarch cried, beneath my arm to bleed ?

Oftimci
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Oftimes haft thou my haplefs fair deplor*d,

Who fell beneath her father's vengeful fword :

Againft the ruthlefs chief thy wrath arofe

;

A conftant foe to Agandecca's foes.

O'er thy pale corfe the mofly ftone I'll raife.

And Ullin's lofty voice fhall found thy praife.

In Cromla's cave, loud-echoing from afar,

Cuchullin heard the tumult of the war

:

Connal and Carril near the chief appear'd.

Each in his hand his afpen javelin rear'd.

From far they faw the hoft of Lochlin yield

To Morven's fons the conqueft of the field.

The tide of battle pour'd along the plain ;

As when by ftorms impell'd, the raging main

Rolls its fwoU'n billows on the founding fhores,

Burfts o'er the rocks, and thro' the valley roars.

Fir'd
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Fir'd at the fighc, behold CuchulHn rife t

The falchion glitters in his hand -, his eyes

With indignation flame on Erin's foe,

And anger darkens his contrafled brow.

Thrice flrove the chief to ru(h into the plain,

Thrice did his prudent friends his rage reftrain.

The fiery warrior, Connal thus addreft.

And calm'd the rifing fury of his breafl

:

Seek not to fhare the glory of thy friend,

Conqueft and honor on his fleps attend.

Behold him in the greatnefs of his might;

Rulh like a tempeft thro' the ranks of fight.

Cuchullin thus replied ; To Morven's lord,

Thou, Carril, bear thy leader's beamy fword

:

For I, alas ! deferve no more to wield

The arms of heroes in the marfhal'd field.

When
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When Lochlin falls, as roaring dreams decay

The tempeft paft, to him exalt thy lay.

Ye fouls of mighty warriors ! now no more,

Ye ghofts of Cromla ! your fall'n chief deplore

!

In Tura*s lonely cave with me complain.

And raife around the melancholy ftrain !

No more Ihall I renown'd in battle ftand.

Or fhine among the mighty of the land.

My fame is tranfient as the lightning's gleam.

Or vapors fading to the morning beam.

Ceafe, Connal ceafe ! thy vain attempt give o'er ;

The charms of glory fire my foul no more.

Talk not of arms—In Tura's cell I'll clofe

Life's clouded eve, and feek in death repofe.

And thou, Bragela, much-lov'd fair, adieu !

Thy vanquilh'd chieftain thou no more fhalt view I

Fml of the fourth BooK
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ARGUMENT
Of the Fifth Book:

f^O NNA L comforts Cuchullin. — Fingal and

Swaran meet -, the combat defcribed : Swaran

IB overcome, and delivered as a prifoner to the care

of OJfian and Gaul. The Epifode of Orbj a chief

jof Locblin, who was mortally wounded in the

battle, is introduced. Fingal, touched with his

death, orders the purfuit to be difcontinued : Call-

ing his fons together, he is informed that Rynot

the youngeft of them, was killed. He laments

his death, hears the ftory of Lamderg and Gelchojfay

and returns towards the place where he had left

Swaran. Carril, who had been fent by Cuchullin to

congratulate Fingal on his viflory, comes in the

mean time to OJfian. The converfation of the two

Bards clofes the adion of the fourth day.
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F I N G A L.

BOOK V.

BY Cromla's airy fide the warriors ftood.

And from afar the furious conflid view'd.

At length the prudent Connal filence broke.

And thus to Erin's chief in pity fpoke

:

Why does thy foul to gloomy forrow yield ?

Behold our friends vidorious in the field

!

How many heroes by thy prowefs flain,

Have funk beneath thee on th* enfanguin'd plain !

How often haft thou met Bragela's fight,

With glory crown'd returning from the fight I

While to her ears thy bards exalted lays

Have fung thy fame, and eterniz'd thy praife !

Lo!
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Lo ! where from Morven's king whole troops retire-

Bright flame his arms like heaven's defcending fire.

Dire is his courfe ;
* like torrents fvvoH'n with rain.

Tumultuous foaming o'er the wafted plain

;

Or ftorms that thro' the vale confufion fpread.

And rend the foreft from the mountain's head.

Bleft are the people, happy is the land,

"Where thou, brave monarch ! haft fupreme command.

How dire thy rage when hoftile troops advance

!

What numbers fall by thy confiiming lance

!

But yet in peace how gentle is thy fway !

Confenting thoufands thy behefts obey,

Pleas'd when commanded—whilft in fields of fame.

Embattled armies tremble at thy name

!

But who from far, confiding in his force,

Drives on Fingal the thunder of his courfe ?

f • torrentis aquas, vel tuibinii at»i

^ More fluens. Virgil.

IC Who,
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Who, but the mighty Swaran, dares withftand

The king of Morven's wide-deitroying hand?

As when two powerful fpirits ftrive to gain

Supreme dominion o'er the fpacious main ;

Some hunter from a diftant hill efpies

The clouds advancing thro' the darken'd fkies

;

He hears from far the (Irength of ocean roar.

And views the waves burft foamino; on the fhore.

He fcild ; and now the chiefs with dire alarms

Met furious—loudly ring their burni.Vd arms ;

As when with fire Intenfe the furnace glow?:,

And widely echoes to the founding blows.

Shorn are their towering helms—in fparkles Bies

The riven fleel—with fury flame their eyes.

From the ftrong mail their pointed fpears rebound.

And the cleft bucklers glitter on the ground.

Each to the earth his batter'd falchion threw,

And on his foe with rajzie redoubled fiew.

They
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They both with ardent hopes of conquefl: glow.

And firmly plant their mighty limbs below.

But when their flrength arofe in all its pride,

They tugg'd, tliey ftrain'd, they turn'dfrom fide to fide:

The (hrubs uprooted in wild ruin lay.

The hillocks ihook, the tottering rocks gave way.

At length, for all to Morven's king muft yield,

Great Swaran fell extended on the field.

Thus have I feen, when fwoll'n by fudden fhowers,

Cona's dark torrent thro' the valley pours,

^Thy dreams, O Morven ! I behold no more.

Thy ruifet plains, and billow-beaten fliore !)

Two ilrong bas'd mountains with their waving woods,

A.nd craggy rocks, mov'd by the rufning floods.

Loud-thundering fall—the hills, the vales refourfC,

^nd the huge ruin ftretches wide around.

K 2 When
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When thus Fingal j I trull to Offian's care.

And my brave friend, old Morni's valiant heir.

The far-fam'd leader of the Lochlin hoft.

Strong as the waves that roar around his coaft.

Ye generous chiefs ! his penfive fteps attend.

And footh the woes of Agandecca's friend.

My youthful fons ! purfue the flying foe.

Lift the keen fword, and bend the fatal bow :

That Erin may fecure from danger reft.

Nor Lochlin's hoft henceforth its peace moleft.

As lightning fwift, impatient of delay,

O'er Lena's heath they bent their rapid way

:

But moving on majeftically (low.

As clouds roll threat'ning o'er the vale below.

With thunder charg'd, ftrode Morvcn's mighty lord

—

Dire as the meteor's blaze, his deathful fword

Gleam'd o'er the dujfky heath—In wild affright

The foe fled trembling from the dreadful fight.

B)
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By Liibar's ftream, of fpirit iinfLibdued,

Refolv'd on death the gallant Orla flood.

Why does yori chief, the king of Morven cried,

Stand by the rolling wave in gloomy pride.

As vapors from the foaming torrent rife.

And fpread their fable banners o'er the ikies ?

—

Like fome huge pine that on the heath appears,

In his ftrong hand the mighty lance he rears.

Say, do thefe eyes a friend or foe behold ?

Thy fliield is ample, thy demeanor bold.

To him the chief j From Lochlin's coaft I came,

Nor weak this arm, nor yet unknown to fame.

Has Orla liv'd—but now I view no more

My much-lov'd confort, or my native fhore.

Yield, valiant youth ! the monarch made reply,

Nor v/ith unequal force my might defy

!

K 3 Foes
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Foes {land not in my prefence ; but renown'd

My heroes live, with deathlefs glory crown'd.

Partake the feafl with our vidorious hoft,

And chace the rapid deer on Morven's coaft.

When Orla thus -, In glorious arms to fliine,

T' oppofe the ftrong, and aid the weak is mine.

Still flam'd this fword unequal'd in the fight •,

Let Morven's monarch yield to Orla's might.

To him FiNGAL ; In arms I never yield j

Conqueft ftill follows where I tread the field.

If thou wilt fight, from yonder martial train

Sele<5l fome chief, and dare him to the plain.

Does Morven's king, indignant he replied.

With taunting words my force in arms deride ^

Thou, only Thou art worthy to oppofe

This fatal lance, of all my numerous foes.
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If fiain by thee I fall—for foon or Jate

The brave mufl die, the great fubmit to fate !

On high let Orla's (lately tomb afcend.

And to my fpoufe this mafTy falchion fend.

With this, my generous confort fhall infpire

Her youthful fon to emulate his fire.

This beaming fword fhall his bold foul inflame

To live with glory crown'd, 0£ die with fame.

Why doll thou call, the hoary king replies,

The tears of forrow to my aged eyes ?

Heroes muft fall!—Their children Ihall efpy

Their ruft-worn armour ufelefs hang on high.

But Orla's tomb Ihall rife—thy beaming fword

Thy fpoufe ihall view, and mourn her haplefs lord.

Orla withftood the monarch's force in vain ;

Fin gal's bright falchion cleft his Ihield in twain.

K 4 Swift
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Swift on the ecohing earth with thund'rlng found

It fell—the fragments gUtter'd wide around :

Thus faintly fhines the moon's refleded light

With trembling luftre on the ftream of night.

With feeble voice he thus the king add reft

;

Lift thy keen fword, and plunge it in m.y breaft.

My timorous friends are fcatter'd o'er the plain j

Wounded and helplefs I alone remain.

Befide where Loda rolls his rapid flood.

While the bbft ruftlcs thro' the leafy wood,

My lovely confort fliall with forrow hear

Her Orla's fate, and drop the tender tear.

Ne'er, cried the monarch, by this fatal hand,

Shalt thou, brave warrior ! prefs a foreign land.

On Loda's fedgy bank , from war reftor'd,

Thy lovely fpoufe fliail greet her gallant lord.

What
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What heart-fek joy, what tranfport will infpire

The tender bofom of thy hoary fire.

To hear thy voice !—Tho* darknefs veils his eyes.

He'll at the found with eagernefs arife.

And fearching with his aged arms, enfold

That fon, he cannot with his eyes behold.

Alas ! exclaim'd the chief, he'll fearch in vain -,

The haplefs Orla falls on Lena's plain.

Heroes of diftant lands my tomb will raife.

And bards of foreign climes proclaim my praife.

Beneath this belt my wound of death's confin'd,

And thus, behold, I give it to the wind !

From this deep wound fafl: flow'd the vital blood—-

Awhile in filent woe the monarch flood

;

Then call'd his youthful fons, and thus exprefl

The tender feelings of his generous bread.

Far
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Far from the land where Loda's waters roll.

Far from the much-lov'd confort of his foul,

Tho' low in duft the gallant Orla lies.

Let to his fame the {lately tomb arife.

His fpoufe will weep—the feeble arm will ftrain

To bend the hero's ftubborn bov/ in vain.

His faithful dogs (hall lift their howling voice, •

And free from fear the tufky boars rejoice.

Mourn, mourn ye youths ! the arm of war deplore.

The great is fall'n, the mighty is no more !

Exalt the voice, the horn loud-founding blow.

Recall my warriors from the vanquifh'd foe.

Fillan and Ofcar ! fly acrofs the heath.

And Ryno, flop th' infatiate rage of death

!

Speaks not my fon ?—once foremoft to fulfil

The dictates of his aged monarch's will.

Sage UK'n thus replied j By Lochlin flain,

His breathlefs body rells on Lena's plain :

His
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His gallant fpirit mounts th' etherial fky,

And joins his fathers awful forms on high.

And is my fon, exclaim'd the monarch, low ?

Once fam'd in war to bend the fatal bow !

—

The cloud of death has veil'd thy rifmg day !

But fcarcely known—forever fnatch'd away !

Soft be thy fleep on Lena's gloomy plain ;

Not long behind thee fhall thy fire remain.

My lofty voice muft foon forget to found.

Nor will my footfteps on the heath be found.

Yet, fhall my fame furvive to latefl days.

And future ages will proclaim my praife.

But thou art low indeed !—Death's fatal doom

Has nipt thy glory in its vernal bloom.

No more Fingal lliall guide thee thro' the fight.

Or teach thee how to fpeed the arrow's flight.

Soon is thy rapid race of glory run

—

Ryno, farewel—farewel my lovely fon '

—

Harmonious



( HO )

Harmonious UJlin, pour the founding lay,

And praife the youth untimely fnatch'd away

:

Oh ! tell, what Ryno would have prov'd, had fate

Allow'd the hero but a longer date.

He faid -, his manly bofom throbs with woe,

While down his cheek the tears of forrow flow.

Strong was his fon, and dreadful in the fight.

Like fire wide-blazing thro' the clouds of night

;

When fhatter'd oaks beflirew the burning ground,

And the lone trav'ler trembles at the found.

The king began •, O Ullin ! fkill*d to raifc

The tuneful fong to our forefathers praife.

Beneath yon mofs-grown flones that I behold.

Reft fome fam'd warriors in the days of old ?

If fo, bifide them in the dreary grave

My fon fhall fleep—a neighbour of the brave :

With
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With them ftiall mount the rolling clouds, that bear

Their mighty fhades along the tracklcfs air.

Here Lamderg reds in-peacc, the bard replies,

Here his proud foe, tl;e haughty * Ullin lies.

Oh ! fay, what beauteous fpirit pafles by ?

The airy form glides fwiftly thro* the fky

—

'Tis fair GelchofTa—To obtain thy love,

A thoufand gallant warriors vainly ftrove :

But when with ardent vows brave Lamderg came,
]

Thy gentle bofom felt a mutual flame.

To Selma's halls from many a well-fought field

The chief return'd, and flruck his moony Ihield.

Whither alas ! is my GelchofTa fled ?

(Thus to his friend the wond'ring hero faid)

* It is rather unfortunate that fo many of OfTian's heroes (hould have

fimilar names—We have three or four Cairbars ; (one mentioned in this

Epifade, who, as he conduces nothing to the aflion, I have taken the liberty

of omitting:) Two Ullins, two Coimacs, two Fergus's, two Grumals,

and two Cannals.

In
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In Selma's halls I left my lovely fair,

Ere fierce Ulfadda funk beneath my fpear.

She charg'd me to return with tearful eyes.

And her white bofom fwell'd with frequent fighs.

But now no more Ihe meets her warrior's fight.

To footh my foul returning from the fight.

No fkilful bard exalts the lofty ftrain :

Mute is the hall where pleafure wont to reign.

The fon of Aidon thus ; Thro' Cromla's groves,

Gelchofl^a with her fair attendants roves.

Perchance on Lena's heath fhe bends her bow.

Or drives along the plain the timorous roe.

Alas ! Ihe follows not, the chief replied,

The bounding deer by Cromla's woody fide

:

No fhours on Lena's dufky heath arife

:

No roe before the panting greyhound flies.

She
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She comes not, lovely as the lamp of night,-

That fkirts the wandering clouds with fleecy light -,

When its mild luftre o'er the ether ftreams.

And the dark mountain brightens v.'ith the beams.

* Allad, with wifdom crown'd, and length of days,

May tell me where my lov'd Gelchofla flrays.

The fon of Aidon fought the aged man.

And thus fubmilTively the chief began :

Oh thou ! who in the hollow rock dofl dwell.

Where circling ftones furround thy lonely cell,

Before whofe fight ideal forms arife.

Oh ! fay, what vifions faw thine aged eyes ?

Ullin I faw, the hoary Allad cried.

Like a black cloud defcend from Cromla's fide.

* Allad is plainly a Druid ; he is called the fon of the rock fioni his

dwelling in a cave ; and the circle of ftones here mentioned is the pale of

the Druidical temple.—From the Druids no doubt came the rldiculoui

notion of the fecond fight, which prevailed in the Highlands and Ifles.

Macpuerson.

In



( 144 )

In arms he ftrode, and rais'd the dreadful fong,

Loud as a florm the leaflefs woods along.

Before Gelchoffa the fierce warrior came,

And call'd with threatning voice on Lamderg's name.

She thus return'd 9 Alas ! in diftant lands

The chief of Cromla fires his martial bands

:

He fhines unequal'd in the fields of fight.

Fly from his rage, nor dare fuperior might.

Three days by Cromla, fternly he replied.

Shall Ullin clad in glittering mail abide.

Then if he comes, this itrong right hand fhall prove.

Who beft deferves the fair Gelchofla's love ;

But if the warrior his return delay,

My beauteous prize I'll to my halls convey.

When Lamderg thus •, May thee no ills molell.

Nor aught difturb the vifions of thy reft.

He
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He faid, and like a tempeft rufli'd along •,

* Loud as a torrent was his lofty fong.

Like fome dark cloud before the rifing ftorm,

That flowly varies to the winds its form,

On Cromla's brow he flood—a rock he flung

Prone down the fteep—the hills, the vallies rung.

The fign of battle haughty Ullin heard,

Grafp'd his ftrong javelin, and for fight prcpar'd :

Sternly he fmil'd, and Hr'd with proud difdain.

In blazing arms fhot furious o'er the plain.

GelchofTa faw him Cromla's height afcend.

As rifino; mifts around the mountain bend.

* Mr. Macpherfon tranflates this paffage—•" He hummed afurlyfong like

" the noife of a falling Jlream.'"—'Ati<\. in the 4th book, Oflian " hums a
" a fong that fcem\l to the enemy like difant /Z'«/7i/fr,"—Intending (I fup-

pofe) by it a doleful and indiftinft found. Probably the ancient Cale-

donians had a fimiiar cuftom to tiiat of the Germans ; " ^wbo, in their

•' vjar-fongs, fiudied a harjhfound ivith a broken and unequal inurmur, and
" therefore applied their Jhields to their mouths, that the 'voice by rebounding

" might ftuell ivith greaterfulnefs andforce.'"

Tacitus de Moiibus Germanorum.

L Silent
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Silent and fad the fair his courfe purfued,

And from afar the furious conflidV view'd.—

But why to thee, brave monarch ! Ihould I tell

How wrathful heroes fight ?—Hern Ullin fell.

With pallid cheek, and arms diflain'd with blood.

Before his love the mighty Lamderg flood.

Whence flows this purple flream ? GelchofTa cries—

'Tis Ullin's gore—th* expiring chief replies ;

Here let me reft—He faid, and on the ground

Sunk breathlefs—life came ifTuing thro* the wound.

And art thou fall'n ? the fair GelchofTa cried

—

Three days fhc mourn'd, in forrow pin'd and died.

Beneath thefe flones o'er-grown with mofs, is laid

Clofe by the warrior's fide, the haplefs maid.

He ceas'd ; and thus Fin gal his friends addreft;

Here fiiall my Ton, my lovely Ryno refl.

Hither



( '47 )

Hither be Orla brought, who held command

Where Loda*s waters lave the verdant land.

Brave youths ! deferving of a longer date.

Your merits equal, and the fame your fate !

Awhile they fiourifli'd ; like two lofty trees.

That tower in air, and ruftie to the breeze

;

But when the ilorms along the heath refound.

Sudden they fall, and wither on the ground.

Daughters of Morven ! loud lament my fon,

My lovely Ryno is forever gone !

Ye maids of Loda ! Orla's fate deplore.

The gallant Orla fhines in arms no more I

Oh Ofcar ! ad like them—tho' few their days.

Their names fhall flourijfh with eternal praife.

Like them, diftinguilh'd in the battle fhine.

But may a longer, happier life be thine !

And when the days of war and danger ceafe,

Be calm as Ryno in the hour of peace :

L 2 Like
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Like the gay bow arch'd o'er the mifty ftreams

;

When from the eaft of heaven, the parting beams

With trembhng luftre on the mountain play,

And pleafing filence crowns the eve of day.

Reft, reft my fon ! for vainly I bewail

Thy early fate—we too like thee muft fail

!

Such were thy words, O king ! when Morven gave

The youthful Ryno to the filcnt grave.

Such was thy grief—But what muft Oflian's be,

Who nov/ my mighty fire no longer fee ?

—

No more on Cona founds thy voice afar :

No more I hear the ruler of the war

—

FiKGAL is fall'n ! and ruftling thro' the leaves.

The defert's blaft my lifcning ears deceives

—

Dark on his tomb 1 reft with tearful eyes :

I feel it with my hands—my forrows rife !

—

Befidc
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Befide where Liibar's mazy waters run,

I fate with Gaul, and Starno's gloomy fon :

To pleafe the fullen king I ftrove in vain,

Tun'd the loud harp, and pour'd th' enlivening drain.

As oft dark Lena's fatal heath he view'd,

I faw his wrath arife, and grief renew'd.

I turn'd my eyes to Cromla's mofly brow,

And faw Cuchullin to the plain below

Slowly defcend—forrow and joy his mind

Alternate held—fage Connal mov'd behind.

From far the heroes polilh'd armour gleams.

And calls around the fun's refleded beams.

They fink behind the hill : as in the night.

Two flaming pillars of ethereal light,

Driv'n by the winds along the mountain fly.

And flowly vaniih in the troubled fky.

Now in his lonely cave, whilft wide around

The hoarfe ilreams murmur, and the winda refound,

L 3 Befide
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Befide an oak, that o'er the river bends

Its age-worn trunk, and wide its boughs extends,

Cuchullin refts—o'erwhelm'd with grief and fliame.

He mourns his battles loft, his wither'd fame,

His glory vanilh'd, hke as mifts decay-

In Cona's vale before the blaze of day.

Nor can thy fair Brageia bring relief.

To footh thy foul, and check the rage of grief.

Tho* flie at diftance dwells, to fancy's eyes

May her lov'd image in thy prefence rife

!

May that the anguilh of thy mind controul.

And ftill the grief that preys upon thy foul

!

But lo ! the fon of harmony appears.

The hoary bard renown'd in other years

—

Hail aged Carril, venerable fire !

With voice delightful as the tuneful lyre.

That founds in Tura's echoing halls the praifc

Of mighty heroes fam'd in ancient days

:

Pleafing,
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Pleafing, as when the fun with gentle (howers

Blends his bright rays, and opes the budding flowers.

When thus the bard ; O Oflian, chief renown*d

!

Thou beft canft raife the foul-enchanting found.

The days of old my memory recalls j

How oft in Branno's widely-echoing halls.

Together we have pour'd our tuneful lays,

And fung the beauteous Evirallin's praife.

Oft has thy lovely confort join'd with thine

Her voice fweet-founding in the ftrain divine.

Of Cormac's fate fhe fung, and oft deplor'd

The chief who fell beneath thy conqu'ring fword.

In vain for love thy gallant rival fued.

Yet foft compaflion all her foul fubdued.

Alas my friend ! I cried with flreaming eyes.

In the dark grave my Evirallin lies—-

L 4 Pierce
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Pierce not this bofom with the fhafts of woe,

Nor bid tlie iifelefs tears of forrow flow.

Here fit, O bard ! thy voice harmonious raife.

Soft as the gale that thro' the valley plays i

When to the hunter's dream, in robes of light,

Defcending fpirits meet his raptur'd fight

;

Their Ihadowy harps, and airy forms appear,

While founds melodious ftrike his liftning ear.

End of the fijth Book.
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ARGUMENT
Of the Sixth Book;

NIGHT comes on

—

Fingal gives a feaft to

his army, at which S-zvaran is prefent. The

king commands Ullm-, his bard, to give the fong

of peace. Ullin relates the adlions of T'remnor,

great grandfather to Fingal, in Lochlin, and his

marriage with the fifcer of a king who was anccftor

to S-zvaran : Which confidcration, together with

that of his being brother to J^andecca^ with whom

Fingal was in love in his youth, induces the king

to releafe him, and permit him to return into

Lochlin with his army. The night is fpent in fet-

thng Swarans departure, in fongs- of the bards,

and in a converfation, in which the ftory of Grumal

is mtroduced by Fingal.—Morning comes, Swaran

departs.

—

Fingal goes on a hunting party, and

finding Ctichullin., comforts him, and fets fail the

next day for Morven.—This concludes the Poem,

the aftion of which fcarcely takes up fix days.
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F I N G A L.

BOOK VI.

NIGHT o'er the (ky her fhadowy mantle fpread;

The clouds dark-rolling veil'd the mountain's

head :

The ftars with fpledor deck'd th* ethereal plain.

Their pale beams glitter'd o'er the fable main.

Faintly -rcronnding in the diflant wood

The winds were heard—But o'er the plain of blood

Deep filence reign'd : fave where the rocks around

Refponded foft to Carril's tuneful found.

Of ancient times he fung, of heroes bold,

Renown'd for prowefs in the days of old

:

Borne on the blaft the warriors fpirits came,

Attentive, liftninj? to their former fame.
Bleft
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Bleft be thy foul, O Bard ! now rapt on high.

The winds light pinions waft thee thro' the iky.

Come to my halls—forfaken and alone,

There Oflian pours his unavailing moan.

Oft to my foul thy fpirit gladnefs brings,

When thy light fingers touch the trembling firings.

With joy, my friend ! I hear the feeble found,

But roll in vain my fightlefs orbs around.

O Carril ! footh my heart-confuming grief.

And with kind converfe give my foul relief-—

When ihall thofe eyes, now wrapt in gloomy night.

Behold my brave aflbciates in the fight ?

But far away the winds thy fpirit bear,

And the blaft whiftles thro' my hoary hair.

On Mora's heath the fcafls of joy arife ;

A thoufand oaks Ihiiie blazing to the fkies

:

Content and pkafure in each bofom fpring.

In all, but Lochlin's foul-tormented king:

He
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He views dark Lena from the mountain's fide,

And forrow reddens in his eyes of pride.

FiNCAL, reclining on his ample fhield,

Beheld the warrior mourn the fatal field :

His hair, that glitter'd to the m.oon's pale light,

Hung lightly-waving on the wind of night.

He thus began ; Since war and -difcord ceafe,

Melodious Ullin, raife the fong of peace !

Let every bard afiume his tuneful lyre,

And the vex'd mind with joyful thoughts infpire

That our brave foe, depreft with grief no more.

May quit in pleafure Erin's fatal fliore.

In. me th' oppreft a fore protedlor find.

I aid the weak, and cheer th' affii6led mind.

Oh Cfcar ! v/hen oppofing hofhs advance,

Dire is the lightning of my lifted lance :

But when my foes fubmit, 'and battles ceafe,

My anger dies— my falchion flccps in peace.

Sage
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Sage Ullin rais'd the fong : O'er Morven's land.

When mighty Trenmor held fupreme command j

In queft of glory, with a chofen train.

He fiiil'd undaunted thro' the ftormy main.

At length before his long-cxpeding eyes

He faw the rugged rocks of Lochlin rife -,

And its vaft woods with mifty vapors crown'd,

Projefling wide a dreary fliade around.

The chief defcended on the fandy fliore,

Travers'd the ivilds, and fought the mighty boar,

Whofe flrength, fo fame had told, and matchlefs rage.

The boldeft heroes trembled to engage.

But Trenmor's deathful lance with force impell'd,

Transfix'd his tufky foe—Three chiefs beheld,

As thro' the gloomy wood they bent their way.

Where ftretch'd in duft the breathlefs favage lay :

And told their monarch, how in armour bright.

Like fome huge pillar of ethereal light,

The
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The mighty ftranger flood.—A fplendid feaft

Their king prepar'd, and hail'd his royal gueft.

On the third morn he to the warrior gave

* The choice of combat, as befits the brave.

To Trenmor's might the fons of Lochlin yield

The well-difputcd honors of the field,

The fourth grey morn arofe ; the early ray

Gleam'd o'er the hills, and chac'd the clouds away.

The hero parted from his generous hoft,

And fought his vefiel on the fea-beat coafl.

From far he heard the winds propitious rife,

And faw the forefl waving in the fkies.

Before him ftands a youth, fupremely fair.

With rofy check, and light-defccnding hair :

* This paffhge bears a great refemblance to the ancient ciiftoms of

knight-errantry, when tliofe adventurers, to fnew their ftrength and dex-

terity, exercifed themfelves in Tilts and Tournaments.

Gay,
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Gay, polifh'd arms his beauteous frame adorn.

His eyes roll brightly like the radiant morn. -

He thus began ; Ah, why does Trenmor fhun

The ftrife of fame with aged Lonval's fon ?

This fword has often laid the valiant low.

And war-fam'd heroes fhun my fatal bow.

To him the monarch ; Can thy tender years

Engage with heroes in the ftrife of fpears ?

Hence, with thy darts empierce the bounding rocs.

But dare not, gentle youth ! my might oppofe.

Ne*er will I quit thee, fwiftly he replied.

Till thy bright falchion glitters by my fide.

Fair maids, with love infpir'd, his name faall found.

Who ftretch'd great Trenmor breathlefs on the ground

:

Amidft applauding thoufands high I'll rear.

Far blazing to the fun, thy mighty fpear.

Unhappy
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Unhappy youth ! incens'd, the king rejoin'd.

How vain the hopes of thy prefumptuous mind !

This fpear, which now thy idle words demand,

Shall ftrctch thee brcathlefs on thy native land.

Thy mother, as Ihe treads the fatal ihore.

Shall find her fon, pale, welt'ring in his gore -,

And vievv^ my diftant fliip with ftreaming eyes.

Light- bounding o'er the fwelling billows rife.

He calmly thus return'd -, Unus'd to wield

The warlike lance, or lift the mafiy fhield,

Is Lonval's fon— but from the bending bow

My fliafts unerring pierce the diftant foe.

If valor prompts thee, on the dufty ground

Throw the bright mail that girds thy limbs around

I'll firft my arms unbrace— now lift thy lance,

Undaunted thus behold thy foe advance !

Morven's
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Morven's brave king beheld with wond'ring eyes

Beneath the mail her fnowy breafl arifc :

He faw the monarch's lovely fifter ftand

Difclos'd to view—and from his mighty hand

The huge fpear fell loud-echoing on the ground

—

While crimfon blufhes fpread his cheeks around.

Oft had the chief beheld the blooming maid,

In all the charms of lovelinefs array'd.

Fair to the fight, as to the captive's eyes.

The fun's all-cheering beams, and azure fkies

;

Who many a livelong day had wilh'd in vain

To view the glorious fource of light again

She thus began j O warlike king ! remove

A fuppliant maid from Corlo's hateful love.

Black as the clouds with thunder fraught, that roll

O'er the lone defert is his gloomy foul.

T^n thoufand warriors wait on his commands,

Their pointed lances glitter in their hands.

M Morven's
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Morvren's brave monarch calmly thus replied •,

Here fafely reflr, and in my arm confide.

From fields of fame thy Trenmor never files,

But him, and all his numerous holl defies.

For three revolving days, at early morn

The dauntlefs hero blew his founding horn.

In vain—for Corlo fhunn'd the profFer'd fight,

And fled, confefling his fuperior might.

The king of Lochlin, on the fandy coaft.

To daring Trenmor, and his martial hoft.

Spread the gay feaft •, then gave the blooming maid

—

Thus beauty's charms the toils of valor paid.

He ceas'd, nor longer ftruck the tuneful firing :

When thus Fingal to Lochlin's gloomy king :

A kindred blood to that whole currents fiov/

Thro' thee, O Swaran! animates thy foe.

Oft have our great forefathers join'd in fight.

For war and tumuh gave their fouls delight.

But
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But when the diing(?rs of the field were o'er,

They feafted, and enjoy'd the foclal hour.

Let thy face beam with pleafure's cheerful ray,

And liften to the bard's harmonious lay.

Dreadful in blazing arms I faw thee (land •,

Fierce, as waves burfting o'er thy rocky land.

Hills, woods, and vales did thy ftrong voice rebound j

Like fliouting thoufands was the mighty found.

Brother of Lochlin's fair ! in peace depart j

Still reigns her image in my faithful heart.

Oft to my foul, bright as the noon-tide ray,

She comes, and drives the clouds of grief away.

Loofe thy white fails, and guide thy valiant hod

At early dawn to Lochlin's rocky coaft.

—

In Starno's halls when wild dcitrudion reign'd.

And reeking blood my flaming fword diftain'd -,

For my loft fair when grief my foul pofTeft,

Tears dew'd my eyes, and vengeance ftcel'd my breaft j

M 2 From
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From thee, D chief! I turn'd the lifted blade

;

From thee, the brother of the haplefs maid !
—

•

Say, doft thou choofe the combat of the brave ?

As thy great anccftor to Trenmor gave.

Receive from me—Then Ihall thy might be fhown,

Thy flrength confeft, and fame be all thy own.

Thou'lt quit the land in glory •, as the fun,

Ere down the weft of heaven his courfe is run,

Skirts the gay clouds with variegated dyes.

And pours a flood of fplendor o'er the (kies.

He thus replied ; In war I own thy might

:

No more Hiall Swaran dare thee to the fight.

Few were thy years, O king ! beyond my own,

When firll in Starno's halls thy force was known.

Oft did I wifh like thee to rear on high

The weighty lance, far-blazing to the Iky.

To Morven's echoing coaft in queft of fame,

Thro' howling ftorms, and roaring feas I came.
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The choice of glorious combat I obtainM

;

The feaft was fpread around, and pleafure reign'd.

Nor feeble was riiy arm ; e'en thee I chofe.

And dar'd on Malmor's heath thy might oppofe.

Arife, ye bards ! the noble conteft fing,

* How Swaran ftrove with Morven's mighty king.

Since Lochlin's haplefs fons, untimely (lain.

Lie pale on Lena's blood-empurpled plain

;

* The Author has avoided making any remarks on the beauties of par-

ticular pafTajes in OiHan ; as tkey ,muft be obvious to every perfon of

tafte, and the multiplying frivolous notes pays but a bad compliment to

the reader's judgment.—However, there appears lomething fo beautiful in

this Dialogue, that he Cannot avoid expatiuing on it,—Swaran, though"

vancuifhed both by the valor ?.nd gencrofity of Fingai., ftill retains fome part

ot his former haughtinels and ferocity—-He praifes FingaL, but will not

condefcend to own him as his fuperior— He fpeaks with joy of their ftrife

on Malmor as a glorious conteft, and tells the Bards in an equivocal man-

ner, " To fend hi?n ivho o'vercame to futureyears ;" and offers his fhips to

him as a token of friendlhip, not of fubmifTion. FingaL anfwers him in

a noble and heroic mannei", that he will take neither his fhips nor land

from him, but be contented with his own defert country. Thus gently

rebuking his ill-timed pride, and in a covert manner reprimanding him for

invading another's territories.—Swaran, with his ufual pride, bids them
" raife the moffyjienes ever thofe that fell, that then future hunters ivould

" knovj the place, and their fame laft forcoer.'''' FingaL, wife through

experience, indulges not himfelf in fuch vain expc6lations-;-He moralizes

on their tranlient glory, and obferves, that their actions would feem but as

a dream to future times—"That their tombs would moulder a%vay, and the

fong alone, if tliat remained, preferve their names from oblivion.—This

fpecimen is fufRcient to fhew, with what exquifite (kill, Offian preferves

his heroes charafters, which are all Itrongly marked, and by fome pecu-

liarity di.fcriminated from each other.

M z
.

Thefe,



( >66 )

Thefe, their fwlft vefiels fliall with fpeed convey

Thy friends to Morven o'er the watry way :

And if thy fons, thro' feas where tempefts roar.

Shall guide their barks to Lochlin's rocky Ihore •,

With joy, the gallant warriors I'll receive.

And on the plain the choice of combat give.

Ne'er fliall thy fliips convey my valiant hoft,

The king replied, to Morven's fea-beat coaft

;

Nor fhall Fingal e'er crofs the watry plain,

T' extend his fvvay o'er Lochlin's wide domain.

For me fufncient is the fliady grove.

And my brown deer that thro' the forcft rove.

Soon as the fun difpels the clouds of night.

And ftreaks the eaftern clouds with rofy light,

Spread thy white fails, thou brother of my love \

And far from Erin's fatal plains remove.

In peace thou'it gentle, cried the Lochlin king,

As the fort breezes of the budding fpring.

In
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In war, like ftorms, that when bleak winter reigns,

Roar thro' the deferts, and deform the plains.

To thee, with joy my wilhng hand I plight -,

Henceforth may friendfhip thus our hearts unite (

Let thy bards pour the folemn-breathing ftrain.

And praife my valiant friends in battle flain :

Let their high tombs to future ages fhow,

That chiefs of mighty fame repofe below.

Then fhall the children of the north behold.

Where their forefathers fought in days of old.

The hunter, as he treads his lonely way.

Awhile will ftop, and deeply-mufmg fay •,

" FiNGAL and Swaran, chiefs of ancient days.

Here bravely fought !"— And thus recall our praife.

The king replied -, To-day we live renown'd,

And our great afllons are with glory crown'd:

To-morrow like a dream, or blaft of wind.

They'll fleet away, nor leave a trace behind.

M 4 W^
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We Toon fhall ceafe to fire our troops to arms.

No fields will echo to our loud alarms.

Some future hunter, mufing o'er the plain.

Will feek our mould'ring tombs, but feek. in vain

!

Our names may fiourifh in the grateful lay.

But all our ftrength in arms will fade away

!

Arife, ye bards ! whom thoughts fublime infpire.

Pour the foft ftrain, and touch the warbling lyre :

On the fweet found let night more fwiftly fly.

And morn with pleafure gild the eaflern fky !

We gave the fong j an hundred harps around.

With quivering firings accompanied the found.

With beams of gladnefs Swaran's features glow j.

* Returning joy difpels the clouds of woe.

As when thro' mills that (hade the filent night.

The fuUorb'd moon emits her filver light ;

• Difcuflae umbrs lux reddita menti eft. Virgil

Bjr
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By flow degrees (he clears the gloomy fcene.

And rolls along in majcfty ferene.

When thus Fincal i Say, where depreft with grief.

Far from his friends flies Erin's generous chief?

Semo's brave fon, like ftars when clouds arife.

In darknefs fets.—Sage Carril thus replies :

In Tura's cave he mourns, o'erwhelm'd with fliame.

His faded honor, and diminifh'd fame.

The fword of battle that he us'd to wield.

When glory crown'd him in the martial field.

To thee he fends •, for like a florm, thy might

Has driven the valiant, and confum*d the fight..

Fled is Cuchullin's glory, matchlefs king !

Fled like the milt before the whirlwind's wing.

Take then, brave monarch ! take his beaming fword,

For vanilh'd is the fame of Erin's lord.

Ne'er
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Ne*er Ihall Fingal, replied the hero, wield

Cuchullin's falchion in th* embattled field.

His fame fliall flourifh, and extend afar.

For ftrong and mighty was his arm in war.

Oftimes the conquer'd are with glory crown'd,

The brave may fall — but yet they fall renown'd.

Let grief, O king ! no more thy breail annoy.

Forget thy forrow, and depart in joy.

How many heroes vanquifliM in the fight.

Awhile have yielded to fuperior might

;

Then, like the fun behind a cloud arofe,

Regain'd their glory, and confum'd their foes !
—

Fierce Grumal dwelt on Morven's echoing fhore,

Befide where Cona's foaming waters roar.

His dauntlefs foul rejoic'd in loud alarms,

In fields of flaught^r, and the clang of arms.

His fhips, in Craca's founding bay he moor'd,

To feize the daughter of its martial lord.

From
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From the dark grove, where rofe the myllic rhig

Of craggy flones came Craca's fiery king.

Three days with equal force the chiefs engage.

When Grumal fell boneath the monarch's rage.

His foes with hard-ftrain'd thongs the warrior bound,

And then confin'd him, where the rocks around

In magic circle rofe— there, oft complain,

The ghofls in midnight's folitary reign.

And gliding frequent round their flone of fear,

With hollow flirieks affray the liftning ear.

At length releas'd, he fhone unmatch'd in fight,

Craca's brave heroes funk beneath his might

:

* Fie feiz'd the beauteous maid—immortal fame

The chief acquir'd, and glory crowns his name.

* We may find by this fpeech of Fincal's, that a£ls of piracy, if

bravely executed, redounded rather to the credit, than difgrace of the per-

foimers. That all the northern nations Tnentioned in Hiftory aded upon

this principle, fecms to be pretty evident from their conftant irruption into

other kingdoms witliout a previous declaration of war, or giving any rea-

fon for thofe afts of hoftility. The manners of the Greeks at the time of

the Trojan war, were nearly the fame.—We find Ulyfles telling Eumseus,

whofe compaflion he wanted to raife, " That he delighted in battle— that

he procured riches by piracy, and gained elteem and reverence among the

Cretans on account of it." <^oin. Ody. B. 14. 1. 220.—Thucydides ob-

ferves, that in his time, the profeflion of piracy was reckoned honorable

in fome parts of Greec«.

Ye
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Ye hoary bards ! awake the ftrain lublimc,-

And fing of heroes fam'd in ancient time.

Strike, Ullin, to our praife thy tuneful firing.

And cheer the foul of Lochlin's mighty king.

He faid ; at once an hundred harps refound.

At once an hundred voices rife around

—

But I no more fhall hear the Poet's lays.

No more Iliall liften to my father's praife !

Sadly I mule along our defert ihore.

But hear the harp, and lofty ftrain no more

!

In death's dark cave the hoary bard is laid.

And great Fingal a vlfionary Ihade

!

Faint in the eaft appears the dawn of day,

High Cromla glimmers to the trembling ray.

Swaran's loud horn re-echoes thro' the plain

:

Silent and fad towards the roaring main

His warriors move i they loofe their whitening fails,

And float like watry mills before the gales.

When
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When thus Fingal ; Prepare the deer to chace.

Call my fleet dogs to urge the rapid race.

Let nimble Bran his fnow-white bofom rear,

And bounding Luath's furly llrength appear.

Ryno and Fillan— ceafe ye flreaming eyes !

In the dark grave my lovely Ryno lies

!

Fillan, and Fergus, let my horn refound

Thro' the dark wood, and pathleis wilds around

:

My brave companions fhall with pleafure hear.

While flruck with terror pant the timorous deer.

The loud blafl echoed thro* the leafy wood

;

Before their king the fens of Morven flood.

From the fierce dogs the rapid deer in vain

Bound o'er the hills, and fweep along the plain.

Three fell by Bran, which in the monarch's fight

He; drew, to give the warrior's foul delight.

One deer before the panting greyhound fell,

Where Ryno flumber'd in his peaceful cell.

FiNGAL
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FiNGAL beheld, his tears began to flow ;

Thus o'er the filent tomb he pour'd his woe.

See, where the foremofl: in the rapid race

Sleeps in the grave, regardlefs of the chace

!

Around thee foon the fpiry grafs will rife,

Shade thy grey tomb, and mock enquiring eyes.

In future times there will the feeble tread,

Unconfcious, fearlefs of the mighty dead.

—

Let us, my friends ! feek Erin's mournful chief,

Calm his vex'd Mind, and mitigate his grief.

Lo ! Tura's walls before our fight appear.

And high to heaven their mofs-crown'd fummits rear.

Thro' the lone halls a folemn filence reigns •,

No more they echo joy's enchanting drains

:

For forrov/ clouds the mighty chief, whofe praife

They oft refoupded in his happier days.

But fay, O Fillan ! for the v^inds arife.

Does Erin's leader meet thy father's eyes ?

He
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He thus replied ; Thy gallant friend appears.

And forrow flampt upon his vifage bears.

Hail fon of battle !—Thus with woe depreft.

The valiant chief his mournful fpeech addrefl.

H^il generous youth ! and heroes fam'd afar

!

All hail FiNGAL, great ruler of the war

!

Thou, like the fun, in one fuperior round.

While no companion of thy courfc is found.

In fplendor rolled—as the ftars of night

Shoot their bright rays, and fhed their borrow'd light.

Thy fons at diftance emulate thy courfe ;

Glorious their fame, and mighty is their force !

Not thus, O king renown'd haft thou beheld

Thy friend in forrow quit th' embattled field ;

Not thus inglorious did I meet thy view,

When from my rage the * world's proud monarch flew.

* This alludes to fome former battle, in which Cuchuliin encounter'd

the Romans.—The Roman Empevor is diftinguiflied in old compofitions by

the title of King of the fForU.

Macfherson-
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ifo him, infulting, Connan thus replied

;

Great are thy words, and wondrous is thy pride !

Thou haplefs leader of a vanquifh'd hoft

!

Anfwer thy adions to the haughty boaft ?

Unaw'd by fear, by dangers undifmay'd,

Thro* ftormy feas we haflen to thy aid ;

Thou feek'ft the lonely cave j whilft we oppofe

The adverfe hoft, and Connan fights thy foes

!

Tongue-valiant chief, to me refign thy arms

;

Thee, fame infpires not, nor bright glory charms :

Heroes to my fuperior might fhall yield.

And Connan blaze the terror of the field

!

With dark brow frowning, and with eyes on fire.

Indignant thus Cuchullin vents his ire.

No chief in war renown'd e'er fought to gain,

(And had a thoufand fought, it were in vain)

My flaming arms.—Weak boy ! I never fled,

'Till Erin's fons lay mingled with the dead.

When
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When fternly thus Fingal to Connan cried :

Ccafe thy proud vaunt, and curb thy idle pride.

Know, thou inglorious youth, Cuchullin's name

Shall live forever in the voice of fame.

Oft have I heard, O ehief ! the founding lay-

Proclaim thy prowefs in the deathful day.

Haftc, fon of Semo ! b'd thy rowers fwecp

With finewy arms the hoarfe-refounding deep ;

Till thy dark rocks, and waving woods arife

Like dufky mifls before their longing eyes.

With pleafure meet thy lov'd Bragela's fight,

Who, leaning on fome rock's projecting height.

Thinks that fhe hears thy * warriors cheerful found,

And rolls in vain her aching eyes around.

High beats her heart \ her waving trefles flow

In fable ringlets round her breaft of fnow.

* The praftice of finging when they row Is univerfal among the inha-

bitants of the north- weft coalt of Scotland, and the Ifles. It deceives

time, and infpirits the rowers. Macpherson.

N Inccflfant
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Inceffant tears her rofy cheeks bedew.

Till thou, her much-lov'd hero, meet her view.

,

In vain fhe waits, the mournful chief replies.

Ne'er fhall Cuchullin meet Bragela's eyes.

How can I fee my fair with grief deprefl,

Mourn my lofl fame, and raife her throbbing bread

!

O king of Morven ! till this Ihameful fight.

Fame crown'd my deeds, unequal'd was my might.

Again, replied the king, my valiant friend I

Conqueft and glory fhall thy Heps attend.

As round fome {lately oak's afpiring head.

The waving boughs their leafy honors fpread,

Thy fame Ihall flourifh.—Bring the flaughter'd deer,

^y fons ! and for the genial feaft prepare.

With plenteous beverage let our fhells o'erflow.

Nor be the mighty foul depreft with woe.

Tlie
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The feaft was Ipread around ; which we prolong

With cheerful words, and heart-enlivening fong.

Cuchullin's foul arofe— with keen delight

He hears his praife, and recolle(5l3 his might.

With aged Carril hoary Ullin fings :

I often ftruck the loud refounding firings.

And fung of former wars, and chiefs of old

—

Of chiefs, whom I alas, no more behold

!

No dear companions of my youth remain,

Sad, o'er their graves I pour the plaintive ftrain !

With tuneful fongs we pafs'd the night away.

And hail'd with pleafure the returning day.

FiNGAL ftrode forth his martial troops before.

His huge lance glitter'd o'er the fandy fhore.

Behind him, bright in arms his numerous hoft,
.

Like fiery vapors gleam'd along the coaft.

Spread, cried the monarch, fpread each fwelling fail.

And catch from Lena's heath th' aufpicious gale.

N 2 The
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The troops with joy receive their king's.pommand.

They loofc their fliips, and quit the fatal land.

Swift from our fight recedes the lefs'ning (hore j

Bene; th our prows the foamy waters roar :

Light o'er the fwelling waves our velTels bound.

And with our fongs the rocks and feas refound.

FINIS.
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