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'Clje^ongsof ^thmt

ARGUMENT.
THIS poem fixes the antiquity of a custom, whicli is well-known tohave pre-

vailed afterwards, in the north of Scotland, and in Ireland. The bards at

an annual feast provided by the king or ciiief, repeated their poems, and
such of them as by him w^ere thought worthy of being preserved, were care-
fully taught to their children, in order to have them transmitted to posterity.

It was one of those occasions, that afforded the sjibject of the present poem
to Ossian. The meaning of its title in the original is " The Songs ofSelma,"
which it was thought proper to adopt in the translation.

yhe poem is (in the original) entirely lyric, and has great variety of versifica-

tion. The address to the evening-star, with which it opens, has in the ori-

ginal all the harmony that numbers could give it, flowing down with all that

tranquillity and softness, which the scene described naturally inspires-

STAR of the descending night f

Lucid is thy western Hght !

From thy cloud (ere long thy bed)

Up thou lift'st thy unshorn head.

Bright thou shin'st, while all is still, 6

Stately striding on thy hill.

Say—what see'st thou in the glade ?

All the stormy winds are laid.

From 'far the murmurs of the torrent reach,

Whilst roaring waves ascend the distant beachp iO

Weakly-pinion'd flies of night

On the verdure hum their flight.

Say—what see'st thou, lucent ray ?•—

«

But, thou smil'st and art away.

—

Bathant of thy hair of love.

Jocund billows 'round thee rovec

Vol. II. B



6 THE SONGS OF SELMA.

Farewell, adieu, thou silent beam of night,

Let Ossian's soul now 'rise in all its light.

And 'rise it does, in all its strength !

I see my long-dead friends :—at length 20

They come this way in haste.

On Lora, near the winding floods

They ranking stand in gath'ring crowds,

As in the days long-past.

A wat'ry beam of mist comes great Fingal
; 25

Thick round him stand his heroes stout and tall.

See the ancient bards of song !

Hoary Ullin comes along ;

And, to make the choir complete,

Ryno comes with stately gait

:

30

With Alpin, also, of the tuneful song,

Minona, softly-plaintive, joins the throng !

Since the glad days, when Sehna echo'd 'round

Amidst the feast, my friends, with sweetest sound.

How are ye chang'd, alas ! ^5

When, like the zeph'rous gales of spring, we strove;

That bend by turns, as o'er the hills they rove,

The feebly-whistling grass.

Then forth, with downcast look and tearful eye,

In all her charms the sad Minona came ; 40
Her raven-hair flew slowly on the blast.

That rush'd infrequent from the neighb'ring hill.

When soft she rais'd the tuneful voice of song,

The heroes' souls were with sad pity touch'd :

For, oft' the grave of Salgar had they seen, 45

And, o/>' white-bosom'd Col ma's dark abode-—

The hapless Colma, on the stormy hill
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Wilh al! her voice of music left alone !

To her his pledge to come, her Salg.ir gave :—

But gath'ring clouds of niglit descended 'round.

Hear, now, the pensive Cohna's mournful voice,

When, on the dusky hill, alone she sat.

COLMA.
'Tis night : and on the hill of storms

Alone I here remain.

The wind is in the mountain heard, 55

Wild-roaring o'er the plain.

The torrent, down the bending cliiT,

Rolls with a shrieldng sound.

No hut "receives me from the rain.

And wind, that rages 'round, 60

Alone I sit upon the stormy plain,

Forlorn and chill amidst the driving rain.

Moon, from behind thy shady clouds

With cheering light, now rise !

Ye stars, that stud the nightly sky, 65

Salute my wishful eyes !

Somefriendlij liglit, with guidant ray

Conduct me to the place.

Where, spent with toil, my love abides

Reposing from the chase! 70

Unstrung, his bow is near him on the ground ;

And his swift-footed dogs lie panting 'round.

Yet, by the rock of mossy streams

Here I must sit alone,

l.oud roar the strong and stormy gales, 75

And streams fall noisy down.

Nor can I hear my lover's voice

!

Why does my Salgar stay ?
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Why does the son of yonder hill

His pledg'd return delay ? 80

Alone I sit upon the stormy plain,

Forlorn and chill amidst the pouring rain.

Here is the rock, and here the tree.

And here the roaring sti-eam.

And here thou said'st thou would'st return, 85

Ere fell the ev'ning-beam.

Ah ! whither is my Salgar gone ?—

•

With thee I'd gladly fly,

My l^ither ; or I'd fly with thee,

My brother proudly high. 90

Long held our race each other in disdain

:

But leagu'd in love, O Salgar, we remain !

Be laid, a little while, O wind!

O stream, awhile he still !

And let my warning voice be heard 95

Along the heathy hill I

Yes, let my wand'rer hear my voice !

•Tis, Salgar, / who call

!

Here is the tree, and here the rock,

And here the waters fall. 100

Salgar, my love! expectant here I stay.

Ah ! why dost thou thy pledg'd return delay ?

But lo, the moon ! and in the vale

Bright is the sparkling flood.

Grey on the hill the rocks are seen 105

With all their waving wood.

But down the gently-bending brow

I see him not appear

;

Nor do his swiftly bounding dogs

Proclaim rav lover near. 1 10
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Here I must sit upon tlie moou-lit^ht huuru,

Alone and anxious for my loves return.

But, who are these upon the heatli

—

These, that beyond me lie ?

Are they my brother and my lovel'—

•

115

They give me no reply !

O speak, to me, my dearest friends !

Yet—answer make they none!

Down shrinks my pained soul with fears !

Ah ! they arc dead and gone ! 120

Their naked swords (a melancholy sight
!)

Are stain'd with purple from the fatal fight.

My brother ! O my brother ! why

Hast thou my Salgar slain?

Why, Salgar, with my brother's blood 125

Didst thou thy sabre stain ?

Whilst stately on the hills ye stood,

Ye both to me were dear !

What shall I offer in your praise

Your airy ghosts to cheer ? 130

Fair in the hill 'mong thousands to the sight

Wert thou ;—and he was terrible in fight.

Sons of my love, O hear my voice?

To you it is I cry.

And with your voices, in return, 135

O make to me reply I

—

Yet, borne responsive on the gale,

No voice comes trembling o'er.

Alas ! ye silent still remain.

And silent evermore ! 140

Cold are their breasts of clay upon the ground!

They give no voice, and all is silent 'round.
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O, from the cave within the rock.

Upon the airy hill—

O, from the raoiintain's windy top, 11-5

With voices weak, bat shrill,

Ye spirits of the shady dead,

Now speak to me, I pray I

O speak, to ease my heaving heart.

Nor shall I feel dismay. 150

Alone i sit upon the plain of nis;lit,

Mournful and pensive o'er the silent sight.

To your last, secret place of rest,

Say—whither was your road ?

In what lone cave within the hill 155

Shall I find your abode?

—

No feeble voice is on the wind,

That roars along the glade !

Half-drowned in the mountain-storms

No faint reply is made ! 160

Alone I sit upon the plain of night.

Mournful and pensive o'er the silent sight.

In tears amidst my grief I sit.

Expectant of the morn .*•

—

Ye kind survivors of the dead, 165

The tomb rear and adorn.

Yet close it not, till Colma come

Fast-wasting in her mind!

My fleeting life is like a dream !

Why should I stay behind ! 170

Here, by the rock where streaming waters sound.

My rest shall ever with my friends be found.

When night comes on the dark'ning hill.

And on the heath the wind

;
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High in that breeze my ghost shall stand 175

Still pain'd with grief of mind,

And mourn the fall of both my friends,

That blast of all my joys !

The hunter, from his booth, shall hear;

And fear, but love, my voice. ISO

For, sii^ee-t my voice, for my lov'd friends, shall be :

For, -pleasant were they both, in life, to me.

Such, Torman's softly-blushing maid of love,

Minona, was thy song..—For Colma's fate

Our tears descended, and our souls were sad. 185

The sweet-voic'd Ullin, with the dulcet lyre,

Came forward, and the song of Alpin gave.

Delightful was the sound of Alpin's voice.

And Ryno's soul was like a beam of fire.

But, they had rested in the narrow house, 190

And their sweet voice was not in Selma heard.

Back from the chase, before the heroes fell,

UUin had one day come. He on the hill

Tiieir strife had heard :—their song was soft, but sad.

The full of Morar, first of mortal men, \^h

In sweet, but plaintive, dirge they sadly mourn "d.

His soul was like the soul of great Fin:i;a[,

And like the sword of Oscar was his sword.

But, soon hefell ! and his sad father moui n'd :

His sister's eyes were also full of tears

—

20©

Minona's sparkling eyes with tears were/i///

—

The car-borne Morar's sister, hapless maid !

As, in the west, the moon foresees a show'r,

And in a cloud her head of whiteness hides :

From Ullin's song the beauteous maid retir'd. 30
The harp Avith Ullin I in concert touch'd.

And solemn, straight, the song of mourning rose.
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RYNO.
The wind and rain are fled away,

And calm appears the noon of day.

With skirts of gold, along the sky, 210

The clouds in broken order tiy.

With moving and inconstant beams

The sun upon the verdure gleams.

Red through the stony valley rill

The streams impetuous from the hil!. 215

Sweet are thy murmurs, streamlet clear !

But sweeter is the voice I hear.

'Tis Alpin's voice, the son of song ;-^

He mourns the dead,—-It sounds along.

Bent is his hoary head of years, 220

And his red eyes are full of tears.

Say—Alpin, son of sweetest tone.

Why on the silent hill alone?

Why raisest thou the plaintive song.

Like gusting blasts, the trees among ? 225

Or, as a wave with hollow roar,

Which rolling beats the lonely shore ?

ALPIN.
Fast fall, dearest Ryno, my tears for the dead :

My voice is bewailing the warriors low laid.

—

As yet, on the mountain, t/iou stately art seen ; 230

And in beauty canst rival the sons of the plain.

But the fate of fall'n Morar shall soon be t/iy doom,

And pensive the mourner shall sit on thy tomb.

The hills to thy hunters no more shall reply :

And, unstrung in the hull, thy bow useless shall lie, 23S
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^hou, Morar ! wert swift as a roe on the hill

:

Like a meteor of fire, to the traveller chill!

MHien Ihou wentest to battle, how awful thy form !

Thy wrath was tremendous, and rag'd as the storm.

In the haughtiest foe it was prudence to yield

:

240

For, thy sword was as lightning along the dread field.

As a stream after rain, was the sound of thy voice,

And us peals of hoarse thunder's loud echoing noise.

Many fell by thy arm :—when to fight they presum'd,

In the flnmes of thy anger they, straight, were consum'd. 2iy

But, when from the war thou returnedst again,

How becalmed with peace was thy countenance seen !

Like the sun after show'rs, thy mild aspect was bright.

Or, as glitters the moon in the silence of night.

Then, calm wast thou seen, as tiie breast of the lake 250

When the loud wind is laid and unruffled the brake.

Narrow now is thy dwelling near this lonely road.

And lightless the place of thy silent abode.

With three steps I compass thy whole grave, or more,

O thou, who so mighty wast ajways before ! 23.*)

Four stones, mossy-headed, upstanding there be,

The only memorial remaining of thee.

But, siones, toe, endure not ; vvhich points out ere long

The loss of thy name, if not kept in the song.

A tree almost leafless, and long tufts of grass, 2GQ

Which hail with their whistling the breezes that pass,

Are marks to the hunter, directing his eye

Inquirant where Morar the mighty doth lie.

Thou, Morar, art low ! and no mother, to mourn !

Nor virgin of love to weep over thy urn ! 2(55

The fair one, who bare thee, is now with the dtady

^nd the daughter of Morglan is also low laid,

Vpt. II. C



14 .THE SONGS OF SELMA.

But. who, on his staff, is now lulyiing this way ?

Who ?—with head white with age, and his beard siiver-grey,

Whose eyes overflow with the fast-falling tc -r, 270

Whose pilsied limbs shake, as horrent with fear ?

'Tis thy father, O Morar—yes, doubtless, 'tis he

—

The sire of no son to support him—but ilics I

For deeds done in battle, he heard thy great fame:

Of the foe in disorder the swift tidings came. 275

Of the fame oi great Morar, he heard the glad sound :—
But, why not hear also (alas !) of his wound?

Weep, father of Morar, and bitterly cry

:

Yet, thy son cannot hear thee, nor give a reply.

For, sound is the sleep of the slumbering dead ; 280

And low in the dust their dark pillow is laid.

No more to thy voice shall he listen at all

;

No more shall he gladly awake at thy call.

In the dark lonely grave (say— ) when shall the morn break,

To command the sound slumb'rer again to awake? 2S;>

Farewel, thou great warrior ! thou bravest of men,

Whose arm was victorious upon the whole plain I

—

But the plain, where the clangors of arms loudly roar,

Hereafter shall see thy great actions no more ;

Nor the dark, shady wood be again all alight 290

With the beams of thy steel, like the meteor of night.

Morar ! great wast thou livino; ! and great art thou dead !

Yet, without a survivor, low here thou art laid :

For, after thy vict'ries so valiantly won,

Thoii art fall'n without leaving behind thee a son. 295

Yet still, thy brave actions in mind to retain,

Immortal in song thy great name shall remain.

Future times shall in raptures attend to thy fame,

And a long time remember the fall'n Morar's name.
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Thus Alpin sung :—and, strai£r;ht, the grief of all, 300

But most the bursting sigh of y\rmin, 'rose.

Fresh to his mind the death of his dear son,

Who fell in youth, with all its sorrow came.

—

Tall, near the hero, swarthy Carmor stood.

The echoing Galmal's chief.—' Why bursts,' he said, 305
* The sigh of Arniin ? Is there cause to mourn ?

* At once to melt and please th' attentive soul,

* With all its music comes the voice of song,

' 'Tis like soft mist, tliat, rising from a like,

* Down curling pours upon the silent vale. 310,

* The green-cup'd flOw'rs with sweet, ambrosial dew
* Are fiU'd and flow; wdien, shortly, in its strength

* The sun returns, and lo ! the mist is gone.

* But say, O sea-surrounded Gormal's chief^—

* O Armin, why thy present secret grief ? 315

I'm sad indeed ! nor small my cause of woe !

But its great M'cight a stranger cannot know.

Thou, Carmor, h:!st not !o,4 a fav'ritc son,

Nor much-iov'd daughter, and a beauteous one.

Thy Colgar lives ; a hero on the plain ; 320

Anniratoo; the brightest of her train.

Wide (Carmor !) spread the branches of thy place,

But Armin is the remnant of his race.

Dark is thy bed, O Daura, near the deep

:

And low within the tomb thy lasting sleep!

WMien with thy wakeful songs shalt thou surprise

Oar ears, and with thy voice of music rise ?

325

Arise, arise, ye winds of autumn, now ;

And on the dusky heath with fury blow !

Ye currents of the mountains, roar and roll

!

330

And in the airy oak, ye tempests, howl I
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Throus^h broken clouds, moon, mrtke thy troubled way .'

An;] thy pale face by intervals display !

Bring to my mem'ry that disast'rous ni2;ht,

When all my cliiKlren 1^1 in dreadful plight. 335

With force united, picture to my view-

That night, which direful with its tempests blew:

When my lov'd Arindal the mighty dy'd

And, but in vain, the lovely Daura cry'd !

Daura, my daughter! thou wert to the sight .340

Fair as the moon on Fura's hills of light;

White as the snow light-driven on the dale.

And soft and fragrant as the breathing gale.

Thy bow, Arindal, was not known to yield.

And thy dread spear was swift upon the field

:

345

Thy look, like mist upon the rolling bay,

Thy shield, like clouds upon a stormy day.

Armar, the warrior of renown, apply'd

For Daura's love :—nor was his suit deny'd.

He was not long deny'd his fav'rite one

;

350

And fortune on their friends' expectance shonCt

But, Erath, Ogdal's son, was mov'd with pain

;

For, by young Armar was his brother slain.

Fir'd with revenge, to gain his purpos'd aim,

He from the ocean, like a sailor, came. 355

The deep disguise the better to sustain,

Fair was his skiff upon the briny main.

His locks of age were albid as the snow,

And calmly placid was his serious brow.
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* Daughter of Armin, lo\elicst fair !' he said, 360
* Not distant, in the sea, with tow'ring head

* Rises a rock, and on its sunny side

' Far shines a tree of fruit, of rubid pride.

* There Armar for thee waits.—Along the sea,

* I came, his lovely Daura to convey.' 365

She went, she for her Armar loudly cry'd ;

When, lo ! except the echo, naught reply 'd !

* Armar, my love ! my love ! ah ! why, my dear,

* Dost thou torment my heaving heart with fear ?

* Hear, son of Ardnart, hear; and come this way ! 370
* 'Tis Daura calls thee !—hither come I pray I*

Then, laughing, to the land the traitor fled.

Whilst Daura lifted up her voice and head.

She call'd aloud amidst the woeful plight ;

But all was voiceless, as the stillest night. 375

When to her call no welcome voice reply'd.

She for her brother and herfat/ier cry'd :

* Arindal ! Armin ! here I mourn and grieve !

* Does none approach your Daura to relieve ?

Her voice came breeze-borne o'er the rolling sea, 380

As down returning from the airy lea

My son Arindal came, rough with the spoil

Caught in the chase, and almost spent with toil.

His barbed arrows rattled by his side.

And in his hand he held his bow of pride. 385

AVhilst thus in arms and spoils Arindal strode,

Five dark-grey dogs attended on his road.
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He saw fierce Erath on tlie shore, at length

—

He seiz'd and bound him to an oak of strength.

Thick round his limbs the leather thongs are bent

:

390

He loads the wind with groans of discontent.

' The wave Arindal in his boat ascends,

To bring back Daura wailing for her friends.

Just then young Armar in his wrath came by,

And the grey-feuther'd shaft with force let fly. 395

Fast through the air then flew the winged dart,

Whizzing it sung, and sunk into f/nj heart,

My. son Arindal ! Oh ! I heard thy cry!

'Twas for the traitor Erath thou didst die !

Straightway, the bending oar no more is ply'd: 400

Awhile he panted on the rock :—.then dy'd.

What is thy grief, O Danra, when, around

Thy feet, thy brother's blood swims on the ground !

Wave curl'd on wave npon the troubled main,

And quickly broken is the boat in twain. 4()5

In this dilemma what could Armin do

To save his Daura ? IF/iat last mode pu-rsue ?

Plunging into the oce .n roiling high,

To save his Daura he resolves—or die.

Sudden a blast comes from the hilly shore 410

Along the waves :—-he sunk :—he rose no more.

Alone, upon the rock lash'd by the main,

My daughter's voice was plaintive heard and plain.

Frequent and loud were her sad cries of grief!

Nor could her aged father yield relief! 415
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All night I stood upon the shore alone.

I saw her by the faintly-heaming moon.

At once assnil'd with sorrow and surprise,

All night I heard her lamentable cries !

Loud was the wind, and on the mountain side 420

Hard beat the rain, and roughly roU'd the tide.

Scarcely, ere long, could I observe her speak.

Before the morn appear'd, her voice was weak.

It dy'd away ,'—so fails the ev'ning breeze

Upon the rock, among the grass and trees. 42h

Spent with her grjef, she gave a final moan ;

And left thee, Armin, to bewail alone I

Though once ray strength was mighty in the fight,

Yet now that strength has wing'd its final flight I

My daughter, once my pride upon the plain, 430

Is fail'n, alas ! and childless I remain !

When, from the mountains, storms come roaring down,

And, by the north, the waves aloft are blown;

Then sitting by the sounding shore I quake,

And of the fatal rock a prospect take. 455

Oft', by the setting moon of fainting light,

My children's ghosts pass by my aged sight.

Together talking, and in mournful mood,

Half-viewless they are seen to walk abroad.

'

To me, whose heart with rending grief must break, 410-

Will none of you, in filial p ty, speak ?

—

But ah! their fa'ner they no longer know !

Carmor ! I'm sad ! Nor small my cause of woe

!
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In sweetest numbers, in the clays of song,

Thus sung the bards; when to the trembling lyre 415

And tales of other times, the royal ear

Attention gave: when, down from all their hills,

The gathering chieftains heard the lovely sound.

The voice of Cona, in their praises, rung !

The first, the chiefest of a thouiand bards. 450

But age, with tremors, now aftects my tongue,

And my firm soul has fail'd. Sometimes I hear

The ghosts of bavds, and learn their pleasant song.

But, fading mem'ry fails within my mind.

And of my num'rous years I hear the call

:

455
* Why does not Ossian cease to sing ?' they say,

As, onward rolling, swift they pass along.

* Within the narrow house he soon shall lie,

* And his renown no tuneful b;ird shall raise.'

—

Roll on, ye dark-brown years,— roll quickly on ; 460

For on your course no genuine joy ye bring.

Let the lone tomb to Ossian open wide,

For, his great strength is now to weakness turn'd.

The sons of song to silent rest are gone.

And (like a blast, that, when the winds arc laid, 465

Roars lonely on a sea-surrounded rock ;

Where whistling move the dusky clumps of moss,

And the far, waving trees the sailor sees)

Survivor of the race, my voice remains.

END OF THE SONGS OF SELMA.



Caltfion antj Colmal

:

A POEM.

ARGUMENT.
THIS piece, as many more of Ossian's poems, is addressed to one of the first

Christian missionaries. The story of the poem is handed down by tradition

thus: In the country of the Britons between the walls, two chiefs lived in

the days of Fingal, buntlialrno iord of Teutlia (supposed 10 be the Tweed)
and Rathmor, who dwelt at Clutha (well known to be the river Clyde.)

—

Rathmor was not more renowned for his generosity and liospitality, than

Dunthalnio was infamous for his cruelty and anibiiion. Dunlhalmo (through

envy, or on acrount of some private feuds, which subsisted between the

f.imilies) murdered Ratlimor at a feast ; but being afterwards touched with
remorse, lie educated tt-.e two sons of J<athmor, Calthon and Colniar, in his

own house. Thsv, growing up to man's estate, dropped some huits that

they intended to revenge the death cf their father. Upon this Dunthalmo
slmt them up in two caves on the banks of Teutha, intending to take thera

off privately. Colmal, the dauglucr of Dunthalmo, who wassecietiy in love

•with Calthon, helped him to mike his escape from prison, and fled with him
to Fingal in the disguised habit of a young warrior, and implored his aid

agninst Dunthalmo. Fingal sent Ossian with three hundred men, to Col mar's

relief. Duntlialmo, having previously murdered Colmar, came to a battle

with Ossian : but was killed by that hero, and his army totally defeated.

rallhon mariied Colmal, his deliverer; and Ossian returned to Morven.

SWEET is the accent of thy pleasant Song,

Thou lonely dweller of the silent rock.

On, with the echo of the stream, it comes

Along the narrow vale.—Amidst my hall

My soul (O stranger!) 'wakes. I to tlie spear 5

Stretch, as in days of other years, my hand

:

My hand I stretcli, but feeble is my power,

And big the sigh of ray 'trans'd bosom growSv«—

Son of the rock, wilt thou not, in return,

3^0 Ossian's song thy close attention give ? 10

Vol. II. D
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With deeds of other times my soul is full,

And the past pleasure of my youth returns.

So in the west, when veil'd beliind a storm

He makes his steps of brightness, shines the sun.

Their dewy heads the verdant hills erect, 15

And the blue streams roll joyful in the vale.

Forth on his staff the aged hero conies,

And his hoar head grey-glitters in the beam.

Son of the rock, lift up thy eyes, and say

—

Dost thou not see a shield in Ossian's hall ? 20

»Tis mark'd with strokes of battle, and no more

Bright are its bosses seen : for they have fail'd.

That shield was borne by great Dunthalmo, chief

Of streamy Teutha. It Dunthalmo bore

In fight, before by Ossian's spear he fell.

—

SS-

Hear, secret son, the tale of other years.

Rathmor a chief in streamy Clutha reign'd,

But in his hall the sons of weakness dwelt.

The spacious gates of Rathmor never clos'd.

And his extensive feast was always spread. oO

There came the sons of strangers from afar

And bless'd with greetings Clutha's gen'rous chief.

Bards rais'd the song, and touch 'd the dulcet lyre.

And bright'ning joy the mournful face illum'd.

Elate with all his pride Dunthalmo came, 31?

And eager into Rathmor's combat ru^^h'd.

The chief of Chitha's arm of strength prevail'd.

And thence the rage of dark Dunthalmo rose.

He witli his warriors came by night—and lo!

The miglity Rathmor fell.—Within his halls, 4a
Where oft' the feast for strangers stood, he fell.

Colmar and Calthon, car-borne Rathmor's sons,

Were young. Into their father's hall they canic
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In youthfal joy. Him vvelt'ring in liis blood

They sec, and fast their bursting tears descend, 45

Dimthahiio's soul, when on the sons of youth

His eyes he cast, was with compassion mov'd.

Them to Alteutha's walls with him he brought,

Where in the mansion of the foe they grew.

They in his presence bent the sounding bow, 50

And came forth to his wars. Their father's walls

In ruins they beheld. The virent thorn

Uprising in the hall they also saw.

From them in secret tears of sorrow fell

;

And grief, at times, stood louring on their face, 55

Dnnthalmo saw their sorrow, and their death

His dark'ning soul design'd. Them in two caves

On Teutha's echoing banks secure he clos'd.

There with its beams no sun by day was seen,

Nor moon of heav'n by night.—Fall'n Rathmor's sons 60

Jlemain'd in darkness, and their death foresaw.

Silent the daughter of Dunthalmo wept—

The fair^iair'd, blue-ey'd Colmal. For, afore

In secret had her eye on Calthon roU'd,

And in her soul large had his beauty swell'd, 65

Anxious she trembled for her warrior's fate-

But what could Colmal do ?—To lift the spear

Her arm unequal was, nor for her side

Adapted was the sword. Her snow-white breast

Ne'er rose beneath a mail, nor was her eye 70

The dread of heroes.—For the falling chief

What canst thou (Colmal) do ?—With musing gait

Unequally she strode : her hair is loose:

And wildly looks her aspect through her tears.

She to the hall by night approach'd, and arm'd 7§

Her lovely form in steel—the shining steel

Of a young warrior, who in morn of youth,
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;

In his first battle, fell :—then, to the cave !

Of Caltlioa came, and freed liis hands from thongs. 1

* O Rathmor's son ! arise,' she snid, * arise—

r

80 I

* The night is dark. O faU'n Clutha's chief,
j

' Let us now fly to Selma's mighty king !
;

* I am the son of Lamgal, who once dwelt

' Within thy f^ither's hall. Of thy abode J

* In the dark cave I heard ; and at the news S5 ':

* My sou! arose with sorrow for thy plight. i

* Rise, son of Rathmor ; for the night is dark.'

* Blest voice ." aloud exclaim'd th' enraptur'd chief,
;

* From the dark-rolling clouds is thy approach ?

* [For often since the sun from his lone eyes 9§

* Retir'd, and darkness has around him dwelt, <

* His fathers' ghosts descend to Calthon's dreams.]
'

* Or, art thou Lamgal's real son, the chief

* I oft' in Clutha saw ? Bat to Fingal .

' (AndColmar low! my brother!) shall /fly? 95 j

* Shall I to Morvcn fly, and heedless leave
I

* The hero clos'd in night ? By no means so ! J

* Give me, O Lamgal's son, that beaming spear,
j

* Calthon his brother surely will defend,'

* A thousand warriors,' then the maid reply'd, 100

* Round car-borne Colmar stretch their guardful spears.
i

* And wjiat is Calthon—to a host so great ?
j

* Let us now rather fly to Morven's king, -i

* For, he M'ill come with battle. His strong arm '

* Forth reaches to the hapless, and around lOi) !

* The weak, like lightning, waves his mighty sword,
;

* Arise, thou son of Rathmor, haste—arise

—

j

* The shades of night e'er long will fly away.

* Thy steps Dunthalmo on the field will trace^

5 And in thy youth thou wilt untimely fall.' 110
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In loads of ]icn"\ing sighs tlie hero 'rose,

Whilst large his tears for car-borne Col mar fall.

To Selma's hall he with the virgin went,

IS'or knew he that 'twas Colmal in disguise.

Her face of loveliness the helmet veil'd, 1J5

And high beneath the steel her breast arose.

Fin gal returned from the busy chnse,

And found the lovely strangers.—Bright they stood

Amidst his hall, like two fair beams of light.

The king gave audience to the tale of grief, 120

And turn'd his eyes around. A thousand chiefs

Half-rose before him, Teutha's war to claim.

I with my spear descended from the hill,

And in my breast the joy of battle rose

:

For, in the presence of the martial host, 125

To Ossian thus the king was pleas'd to speak.

* Son of my strength,' he said, * Fingal's bright spear

* Assume.-—Proceed to Teutha's mighty stream

* And save the ear-borne Colmar. Let thy fame

* Before thee, like a pleasant gale, return : 130

* That my glad soul may brighten o'er my son

* Our fathers' fame renewing. Ossian ! be

* A storm in fight ; but mild, when foes are low.

* 'Twas thus mij fame arose, and, O my son,

* Be thou like Selma's chief.—When to my halls 135

* The haughty come, my eyes behold them not.

* Yet, forth my arm is to the hapless strctch'd,

* And ever does my sword the we;ik defend,'

Exultant at the language of the king,

IMy rattling arms I took. Close at my side 140

Diaran rose, and Dargo, king of spears.

Three hundred youths our stately train compos'd,

And at my side the lovely strangers strode.
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Dunthalino heard the souiifl of our approach

A.'id gather'd Teutha's strength. He, with his host, 145

Stood on a hill. So stand the blasted rocks

With thunder broken, when their bended trees

Are singed and bare ; and streams their chinks have fuil'd.

In all its pride, before the gloomy foe,

The stream of Teutha roU'd.—I sent a bard 150

To offer to Dunthalmo, on the plain.

The combat ; but in dark'ning pride he smil'd.

Upon the hill mov'd his unsettled host,

As sails the mountain-cloud, when its dark womb
The blast has enter'd with its forceful strength, 155

And strews the curling gloom on ev'ry side.

Young Colmar with a thousand thongs secur'd

To Teutha's banks they brought. The chief is sad,

But lovely, and his eye is on his friends :

For on th' opposing bank of Teutha we 16Q

Stood in our arms. Dunthalmo with his 'jpear

Approacli'd and picrc'd the youthful hero's side.—

Upon the bank he rolled in his blood.

And in the wind his broken sighs we heard.

Into the stream rush VI Calthon—on my spear 165

Forward / bounded, and blue Teutha's race

Before us fell. Dusk night came rolling down,

And on a rock amidst an r;gcd wood

Dunthalmo rested ; whilst his rageful breast

'Gainst car-borne Calthon burn'd.—But in his grief 170

Stood Calthon, and the fall of Colmar mourn'd

—

Young Colmar's fall, before his fame arose.

To sooth the mournful chief, the song of woe

To 'rise I gave command. jBut near a tree
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He stood, and often threw his spear on earth, 175

Near, in a secret tear, the humid eye

OfColmal roU'd.—The dark Dnnthalmo's fall,

Or Clutha's battling chiefs ; the uir foresaw.

Now half the gloomy niy;ht had passed away,

And silent darkness on the field abode. 180

The heroes' eyes in slumber sound were clos'd.

And Calthon's settled soul was still.—Half-clos'd

Were his bent eyes, yet in his watchful ear

Broad Teutha's murmur had not ceas'd to roll,

Demonstrant of his wounds in paleness came 185

The ghost of Co'raar.—O'er the drowsy chief

His head he bent, and rais'd his feeble voice

:

* Sleeps Rathmor's son,' he said, * great in his might,

* And his fall'n brother low ? Did we not rise

* Together to the chase, and in their flight 19Q

* The dark-brown hinds pursue ? Not yet forgot

* Was Colmar, till he fell—till his bright youth

* Stern death had blasted. I in paleness lie

* Beneath the rock of Lona.-—Calthon, rise !

* With its grey beams the dawn of morning comes 195
* And dark Dunthalmo will disgrace the fali'n.

In his swift blast he fleetly passed away.

And rising Calthon his departure saw.

Forth in the echo of his steel he rush'd,

And hapless Colmal 'rose. Her chief through night tOd

She foUow'd, dragging her bright spear behind.

—

But, when to Lona's rock brave Calthon came.

His brother fall'n he found.—His bosom rose

With rage, and fierce among tlie foe he rush'd.

The groans of death ascend.—Around the chief 205
They close.—He, ia the midst, is closely bouad
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And to Diinthalmo brought. The shout of joy

Arose, and loud the hills of night rep'y'd.

I started at the sound, and, straight, assum'd

My father's spear. Didran's arm of might 2l(}

Rose at my side, and Cargo's youthful strength.

We missed Clutha's chief, and on our souls

Dark sadness mov'd. 1 fear'd my loss of fame,

And high the pride of my firm valour 'rose.

* O sons of Morven, 'tis not thus,' I said, 215
* That our forefathers fougiit. They rested not

* Upon the field of strangers, when the foe

* Did not before their mighty presence fall.

' Their strength was like heav'n's eagles, and in soag

* Their great renown remains. But, by degrees 22Q
* Our people fall, and fleeting is our fame !

* If Ossian conquer not at Teutha's plains,

* What will the mighty king of Morven say ?

' Rise in your steel, ye warriors ; and the sound

* Of Ossian's course pursue. He, but renown'd, 225

* To Selma's echoing walls will not return.'

Blue on the floods of Teutha rose the morn,

And bath'd in tears before me Colma I stood.

She told of Clutha's chief, and from her hand

Thrice fell the spear.—r'Twas then my rising wrath 230

Against the stranger tnrn'd ; for my rous'd soul

I'or Calthon shook.—• Do Tcutha's warriors fight

* With tears, son of the feeble hand ?' I said.

< IVit/i moiirtifitl grief the battle is vot won,

" ^or in the soul of 'war abides the sigh. 215
* To Carmun's deer, or Teutha's lowing herds,

' Now speed thy feeble way :—but, quit these arras—

' With thenj a "warrior, son of fpar, may fight.'
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Down from her shoulders then I tore the mail.

Her snowy breast appear'd.—She to the ground 2 iO

In blushes bent her face, I to the chiefs

In silence look'd. The spear fell from my hand.

And heaving from my bosom 'rose the sigh.

But—when I heard the virgin's name, my tears

In crowds descended.—«The fair beam of youth 24'5

I blcss'd, and bade the angry battle move.

Son of the rock, why now should Ossian tell

How Teutha"s warriors dy'd ?—Now in their land

They are forgot, and in the shadowy heath

Their tombs are not discern'd. On with their storms, 250

Years came, and the green mounds decay'd entire.

Scarce is the grave of fall'n Dunthalmo seen,

And scarcely known is the lone distant place

Where, by the spear of Ossian slain, he fell.

Some hoary warrior now, purblind with age, 255

Sitting by night beside the flaming oak

Of the high hall ; rehearses to his sons

My actions and the dark Dunthalmo's fall.

Eous'd with the tale, the faces of the youth

Sidelong are bent, attentive to his voice, 2G0

With joy and wonder burning in their eyes.

Rathmor's brave son bound to an oak I found,

And from his hands my sabre cut the thongs.

I unto him white-bosom'd Colmal gave.

In Teutha's halls in peaceful quiet they dwelt, 265

And Oi^sian back to tow'ring Selnia came.

^:^'D of cjljiion aiw colmal.

Voi. II.
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ARGUMENT.
LATHMON, a British prince, taking advantage of Fingal's absence in Tre'antJ,

makes a descent on Morven, and advanced within siglit of selnia, the royal

palace. Fingal arrived in the mean tiine, and Latlunon retreated to a hill,

where his army was surpiiseJ by night, and liimsclf taken prisoner by Os-
sian ?nd Gaul the son of Morni.—This exploit of Gaul and Gssian bears a

near resemblance to the beautiful episode of Nisus and l.,uryalus in Virgil's

nil. ill yEneid.

This poem opens with the first appearance of l-ingnl on the toast of Morveuj
and ends (it may be supposetij about noon the next day.

SELMA, within thy halls lone silence reigns.

Nor meets the ear in Morven's groves a sound.

The tumbling waves roll lonely on the coast,

And silent darts the sun-beam on the field.

Forth, like the bow portentous of the show'r, 5

The fair of Morven come.—For the white sails

—

The 7'oxjal sails, they tow'rds green Ullin look.

—

For, to return Fingal his word had giv'n

—

But the north wind, with blasts adverse, had ris'n.

Who, like a stream of darkness, from the east 10

In thick'ning crowds descends the dusky hill ?

—

'Tis Lathmon's host.—The news has reach'd his ear.

That in the war Fingal afar abides.

Confiding in the breezes of the north,

Jov brightens in his soul.—Yet, Lathmon, v/hy

—

15
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\\''hpn far from Sehna's plains tlic brave abide,

Whi^ with thy spear bent forward dost thou come ?

Will the vveak fair of Morven strive in war ?

—But stop, O mighty stream, in thy swift course

Do not these sails, O Lathmon meet thy eyes ? 20

\A' hv, Latbmon, dost thou vanish, like the mist

Swift-moving from the lake ?—Behind thee comes

The squally storm !—Fingal thy steps pursues!

As on the dark-blue wave we bounding roll'd,

The king of Morven started from his sleep. 25

He to his spear his hand directly stretch'd,

And 'round his heroes rose. For, we perceiv'd

That he, in rest, had his forefathers seen

[For, frequent to his dreams, when o'er the land

The hostile sword arose, and darkly came 30

On us the rage of war ; was their approach].

* Whither, O wind,' said Morven's royal chief,

* Has been thy flight ? Say, where is thy abode?

* Attendant on the show'r in other lands,

* Dost thou within the chambers of the south 3,5

* Now yield thy rustling sound ? Why to my sails

* On the blue-rolling main dost thou not come ?

* In Morven's land presumptive is the foe,

* And far from home the royal chief abides.

* But dauntless now let each his mail bind on, 40
' And each his shield assume. Above the wave
' Stretch ev'ry spear—let ev'ry sword be bare.

* With all his host, before us Lathmon stands—

<

* He that on Lona's plains fled from Fingal.

* —But, like a stream collected, he returns ; 45
* And loud between our hills his roar is heard.'

Such were the words of Morven's royal chief,

And soon within Carmona's bay we rush'd.
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Up the steep hill, straight, fearless Ossian came,

And thrice his shield of num'rous bosses struck ; 50
High Morven's rock, gave answer to the sound,

And, str.rting forth, the hounding roebucks came.

Then, in my presence troubled were the foes.

And their dark host directly were conven'd :

For, like a cloud upon the hill, I stood 55

Exultant in the armour of ray youth.

Beneath a tree sat Morni, at the noise

Of Strumon's waters. With his locks of age

Grey on his stail" he forwards bends his head;

And, list'ning to the battles of his youth, 60

Near to the hero eager stands young Gaul,

At Morni's mighty deeds, in all the fire

Of soul enraptur'd, often did he rise.

The aged heard the sound of Ossian's shield.

And knew the sign of battle.—From his place 65

At once he starts, whilst parting on his back

Grey flows his hair : and fresh upon his mind

Arise the deathful deeds of other years.

To fair-hair'd Gaul the vet'ran said ;
' My son,

* I hear the sound of battle. Morven's king 70
* Is now return d—the sign^of war is heard.

* Go to the hills of Strumon, and his arms

* To Morni bring. Go, since my arm now fails,

* And fetch the arms my father wore in age.

* Tliy armour too, O Gaul, gird on in strength ; 75
* And to the first of all thy battles rush.

* Let now thy arm to thy forefathers' fame
' In might attain. Swift as the eagle's wing

^ Be thy dread course upon th' embattling field.

* ^^'hy should the fear of death, my noble son, 80

i Give thee dismay ? The valiant fall with fame.
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' Away tlicir shields of many bosses turn

' The dusky stream of danger : and renown
' On their grey hair abides. Dost thou not see

' How honour, Gaul, attends my steps of age ? 85
* Forth Morni moves, and, with devoir profound,

* The young him meet ,• and on his course with joy

* Their eyes in silence turn. But I, my son,

* From danger never fled. My flaming sword

* Was bright amidst the cloud of angry strife. 90
* Before my face the melting stranger sunk,

' And in my presence blasted were the strong.'

To Morni then young Gaul the armour brought.

And the old warrior clad himself in steel.

The spear, which oft' the blood of heroes stain'd, 95

In his ag'd hand he took. Then tow'rds Fingal

He came, his son attending on his steps.

When in the locks of his hoar age he came,

The son of Comhal o'er the warrior joy'd.

Kinp; of the roaring Strumon !* said Fingal 100

With rising joy entranc'd, * do I thee see

* In arms again, when thy great strength has fail'd ?

' In battles oft', as beams the rising sun

* (When he disperses far the mountain-storms,

' And brings upon the late-embroiled fields 105
' Bright peace with all her balm) has Morni shone,

* Yet, why amidst the honour of thy age

* Didst thou not rest ? Thy fame is in the song.

* On thee the people look, and in their souls

* Bless mighty Morni in his eve of life. 1 10

* Now, why amidst the honour of thy age

' Didst thou not rest at ease ? For soon the foe

* Will vanish from the presence of Fingal,"
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* O Comhal's son,' rcply'd the hoary chief,

* The strength of Morni's arm indeed has faii'd, 115
' To draw the flamins; sabre of my youth

* In vain I try—it in its place remains.

' I throw the spear, but shortways of the mark
* It falls, and pond'rous now my sliield 1 feci.

* Away we, like the mountain-grass, decay, 120

' And, though once great, our strength returns no more.

* Fingal, I have a son, whose glowing soul

* In Morni's youthful actions greatly joy'd :

* But, he (as yet) has not against the foe

* Up-rais'd the sword, nor has his fame begun. 125

* His youthful arm to guide, here am I come

' With him to battle. I'rom my soul his fame

' Shall chase the cloud of my departing hour.

* O that among the people Morni's name
* Were lost in shade—that heroes only said: 130

" Behold the father of the warrior Gaul."

* O king of Strumon,' then Fingal rcply'd,

* The sword in battle growing Gaul shall lift.

* Yet he before Fingal shall lilt the same,

* That with my arm his youth I may defend. 135

* But as for thee, in Selma's halls abide,

* And hear of our renown. Bid thou the lyre

' In tune to sound, and bards the voice to raise

;

' Tl)nt they, who fall, may gladden in their fame,

* And Morni's soul may brighten with the joy. 140

' Ossiun ! in battles often hast thou fought,

* And on thy spear the blood of strangers streams.

* With Gaul then let thy course be in the strife,

' But see that ye depart not from my side ;

' Lest you alone the foe might chance to find, 145

' And your renown at once extinct become.'
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Gaul in his arms I saw, and my c;l:id soul

With liis was mixt ; for in his flaming eye:?

The fire of hattle rag'd I he tow'rd the foe

With joyful ardour look'd. In secret we 130

The words of friendsjiip spoke ; and, as one man,

Together pour'd the lightning of our swords :

For we, behind the wood, them beaming drew,

And try'd our arms of strength on empty air.

On Morven down came night, and, at the oak 155

High-beaming, sat Fingai ; and by his side,

With all his locks grey-beaming, Morni sat.

On other times and their forefathers' deeds

Is their discourse. Three bards of dulcet sounds

Touch 'd the soft lyre at times, and, with his song, 16Q

Kear Ullin stood. He of great Comhal sung

—

But gath'ring darkness gloom'd on Morni's brow.

On tuneful Ullin red he roH'd his eye.

And, straight, the music ceas'd.— B'ingal beheld

The aged chief, and mildly him address'd

:

165

* Why chief of Strumon, does that darkness lour ?

* Let dark oblivion in. her blackness hide

* The days of other years. In rage of war

* Our fathers strove.—But peaceful at the feast

* We meet together. On the foes our swords i7<^

* Are turn'd, and melting on the field they fall,

* Then let the days of :incestorial yc:irs,

* O king of mossy Strumon, be forgot,'

* O king of Morven,' then reply'd the chief,

* The mem'ry of thy father yields me joy. 17.5

* In battle dreadful was his arm of strength,'

* And dreadful was the anger of the chief.

* But when the king of matchlejs heroes fell,



36 L A T H M O N :

' My eyes were full of tears : for, O Fingil

!

* The brave are faU'ri? and on the any hills 180

* Remain the feeble in their mighty stead.

* How many warriors, once of fame and might,

* Have in the days of Morni pass'd away !

* Nor did I shun the battle, nor away
* Did ever from the strife of heroes fly. 185

* Now let the friends of great Fingal repose ;

' For, night is 'round ; that they with strength may rise,

* In fight with car-borne Lathmon to engage.—

.

* Like thunder rolling on a distant heath,

* I hear the murmur of his sounding host. 190

* Ossian ! and fair-hair'd Gaul ! ye in the race

* Are active.—From that woody, rising ground

* Fingal's dark foes watch—but, approach them not

;

* For (—-you to shield) your fathers are not near.

* Let not your fame at once extinct become, 195

* For youthful valour e'en may chance to fail.'

We heard the speeches of the chief with joy

And onward in our clanging armour mov'd.

As on the woody hill our way we made.

With all its stars bright burns the studded sky, 200

And o'er the field death's flaming meteors glide

The murm'ring noise made by the distant foe

Caijie to our ears. 'Twas then, Gaul in his fire

Of valour spoke; and half-unshcath d his sword.

' Son of Fingal,' he said, ' why burns the soul 20a
* Of rising Gaul ? High beats my swelling heart.

' Disorder'd are my steps, and on my sword

* My hand with tremor move,.—When tow'rds the foe

* My eyes I cast, my soul before me shines,

' And their dark host in sleep immers'd I sec. 210
* Say—do the souls of heroes tremble tiius
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* In battles of the spear ?<—.If on the foe

* We rushM, how would the soul of Morni rise !

* Our crescent fame would flourish in the song,

* And on our steps when heroes cast their eyes, 215

' They would admire, and stately them pronounce.

' My soul deliglits in battle,' I reply 'd,

* O Morni's son. 1 joy alone to shine

* In war, and to the bards my name to give.

* But what—if now the foe in fight prevail, 220

* Shall I presume the royal eyes to see ?

* In his displeasure, like the flames of death

' Dreadful they glow! but Ossian, them in wrath

* Will not behold :—I will prevail, or tall.—

* But shall the honour of the vanquished rise ? 225

' They vanish like a shadow : but the fame

* Of Ossian shall arise. His deeds in war

* Shall emulate his fathers'. Let us rush—
' Armd let us rush, O Morni's son, to strife.

* Gaul ! if hereafter thou perchance return, 2 K)

* Unto the lofty wall of Selma, go

—

* Tell Everallin that I fell with fame,

* And this bright sword to Branno's daughter give,

* Let her to Oscar render up the same,

' When the bright seasons of his youth shall 'rise. 235

* Son of Finga!,' then Gaul said with a sigh,

* Shall I return when Ossian low is laid

!

* What would my father say ? and what Fingal,

* The king of men ? The weak would turn their eyes,

* And say in scorn: " Behold the mighty Gaul, 2K>
" Who his true friend abandon'd in his blood !"

* Yet not on me, ye feeble, shall ye look,

V Save when amidst my fame I laureate shine.

* Ossian ! the mighty feats by heroes done—
Vol. II. F
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* Their mighty feats, when singly they cngag'd SiS
' ( For, li'itJi the danger grows the rising soul)

* I from my father's mouth have often heard.'

* O son of Morni,' I to him reply'd

(And speaking strode before him on the lieath)

* Our bright'ning fathers will our valour praise, 25(3

* When they our fall bewail.—On their brave souls

* Shall gladness beam amidst the flood of tears.

** Not like the grass," * they'll say,' " that on the field

" Falls harmless, have our valiant offspring fali'n :

*' For death around them in their rage they spread." 255

* Yet of the narrow house why should -wc think ?

* The stvord defends the brave.—But certain death

* Pursues the iveak, nor goes their iame abroad.

Forward we rush'd through night, and to the roar

Of a loud stream, which bent its azure course 269

Around the foe through groves of forest-trees,

That echo gave responsive to its noise :

With valour fir'd and arm'd in steel we came.

We at the bank of the blue stream arriv'd,

And saw the sleeping host. Their fading fire 265

Grew dim upon the plain, and distant far

The lonely footsteps of their scouts were heard.

Before me, to support me o'er the stream,

I stretch'd my spear.
—'Twas then Gaul seiz'd my hand

And thus the language of the valiant spoke. 270

* Shall great Fiiigal's son on a sleeping foe

* Rush by surprise ? Or, like a blast by night,

* When the young trees in secret it uproots,

* Shall his approach be made ? Not thus Fingal

' His fame rcceiv'd, nor for such deeds as these 275
* Abides renown on Morni's hoary iiairs.
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* Strike, Ossian, strike the angry sliield of war,

* And k't their thousands rise. Yes, let tliem meet

* Young Gaul in his first battle, that the strength

* Of his fierce arm in combat he may try.' 230

Then o'er the warrior joy'd my rising soul.

And bursting tears of transport from me fell.

* And thee, O Gaul,' I said, * the foe shall meet ;

* And the renown of Morni's son shall 'rise.

* Yet not too far alone, my hero, rush ; 2^5

* But near to Ossian let thy armour gleam.—

* Yes, let our hands (O Gaul !) in slaughter join.

—

* Dost thou not see that rock? To the bright stars

* Its grey side dimly gleams.—Now if the foe

* By chance prevail, then let our backs be turn'd 290

* Against the rock. So, shdl they fear to come

* Upon our spears ; for death is in our hands.'

Then thrice my echoing shield I struck.—At once

Arose the starting foe.-r-On, in the sound

Of our bright arms, we rush'd.-—Their crowded steps 29.5

Fly o'er the nightly heath, for they supp^s'd

That in his roar of might Fingal approach'd ;

And wither 'd was the prowess of their arms.

As sounds the flame, when through the blasted groves

Raging it roars ; so sounded they in flight. 300

'Twas then the spear of Gaul flew in its strength

'Twas ilicn his sword arose.—Fierce Cremor fell,

And mighty Leth. Dunthormo in his blood

Lay struggling ;—and through Crotha's side, as bent

He on his spear arose, quick rush'd the steel. 305

Black from the wound stream'd down the reeking gore,

And hiss'd upon the half-extinguish'd oak,
,

The hero's steps behind him Cathmin saw,

And climb'd a blasted tree—but from behind
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The spear him picrc'd. He shrieking, panting fci I ; 310

Whilst withcr'd branches thick his fall pursue,

Arc! strew Gaul's arms blue-waving underneath.

Such in the morning of thy battles, Gaul,

Thou son of Morni, were thy martial deeds.—

Nor slept, thou last of fam'd Fingal's great race, 315

The sabre by tliy side ! Forth in his strength

Rush'd Ossian, and in crowds the people fell.

So by the staff cjuick-waved by the boy.

When whistling through the field he goes, and smites

The thistle's grisly beard, down falls the grass. 320

Away the thoughtless youth still careless moves,

And tow'rds the desert turns his heedless steps.

Grey morning 'round us rose—along the heath

The winding streams are bright. Upon a hill

Thick stood the foe, and Lathmon's rage arose. 325

The livid eye of his fierce wrath he bent.

And silent in his rising grief remain'd.

His bossy shield at frequent ititervals

He struck, and strode micqual on the heath.

The hero's distant darkness I beheld, 33^

And thus to Morni's son my thoughts express'd :

* Seest thou the foe, O Strumon's car-borne chief?

* They in their \^rath assemble on the hill.

—

* Now let our steps be tow'rds the royal chief,

* He in the thunder of his strength shall rise, 335

* And Lathmon's host shall vanish quick away.

* Around us, warrior, brightly shines our fame,

* And gladly on us will the aged look

—

* —But, son of Morni, let us hence retire ;

* For down the hill the dark'niPig Liithmon comes,' 34<)
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' Then let our steps,' reply'd tlie f;ur-hair'J Gaul,

' Be slow ; lest with u smrle the foe should say :

" Behold the mighty -warriors of the night

!

" Like ghosts they terrible in darkness stalk ;

" But melt away before the eastern beam !" 345

' And, that the aged heroes may rejoice,

* When on the actions of their sous they look ;

* The shield of Gormar, who beneath thy spear

* In battle fell, O Ossian, bear along.'

Such were our words upon the bright'ning plain, 350

When Sulmath quick to car-borne Lathmon came

—

Silmath, the chief of valeful Dutha, where

Dark rolls Duvranna's stream. * Why Nuath's son

—

* Why with a thousand of thy heroes now
* Dost thou not rush?' he cry'd. * Why, with thy host, 355

* Dost thou not hasten, ere the warriors tly V

* Blue to the rising light their armour beams,

* And on the heath before us large they stride.'

* Son of the feeble hand,' then Lathmon s?.*d,

* Shall all my host descend ? They are but two— 360

* And shall a thousand, Sulmath, lift their steel ?

* Nuath in grief for his departed fame

* Would mourn within his hail ! His eyes would turn

* From Lathmon, when his sounding feet approiich'd.

* Haste, chief of Dutha—to the heroes go, 365
* For Ossian's stately steps my eyes discern.

* His fame is worthy of my sounding steel :

—

^ Let him with Lathmon in close combat fight.'

The noble Sulmath (Dutha's son) approach'd,

And gladly I the royal words recciv'd. *T0

High on my arm the bossy shield I rais'd,

And Gaul plac'd Morni's sabre in my hand.
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Thus arm'd we to the miirm'ring stream return 'd,

And in his pride of strength fierce Luthmon came.

Dark, like the clouds, behind him roil'd liis liost, 37*

And Nuath's son bright glitter'd in his steel.

* On our late fall, son of Finga!,' he said,

* Thy fame has grown. How many of my hosts

* Slain by thy hand, thou king of men, there lie !

* High against Lathmon now thy jav'lin raise, ^^^
* And low the son of mighty Nunth lay

—

* Yes—now among his people lay him low,

* Or t/iou t/njse/f must fall.—Within my hafis

* The tale shall never go, that my brave chiefs,

* Fell in my presence—that they bravely fell 385
* In Lathmon's presence, when sheathed by his side

* Rested his sword. For so, in floods of tears

* Would Cutha's blue eyes roll, and her slow steps

' Would lonely in Dun lathmon's vales be made.

' Nor shall it ever,' I to him reply'd, 390
* Be said that Ossian feebly turn'd away.

* Were his dire steps with darkness dreadful made,

* Yet never would Fingal's young M'arrior fly :

—

* Hi« snni would meet him and undaunted say:

" Docs tow'ring Selma's bard shrink from the foe ?" 595

* No : he the foe regards not, and his joy

* Increases with the danger of the strife.*

On, in his strength, came Lathmon with his spear,

And picrc'd the shield of Ossian. At my side

1 the cool steel perceiv'd : then, Morni's sword 400

I drew, and with it cut the spear in twain,

And the fall'n point lay glitt'ring on the ground.

In his great wrath the son of Nuath burnt,

And raised up his pond'rous, bossy sliield.
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His dark eyes roll'd above it, whilst it shone, 405

In posture forward, like a gate of brass.

But Ossian's spear with its sharp, deathful point

The thickness of its bosses throua;hly pierc'd.

And sunk into a tree that stood behind.

The gleaming shield hung on the quiv'ring lance:— 410

Yet Lathmon still advanc'd. Tlic hero's fall

Brave Gaul foresaw, and, straight, before my sword

His buckler stretch'd : when, in a stream of light,

Down o'er Dunlathmon's king with force it fell.

Then on the son of Morni Lathmon look'd, 415

Whilst the big tear fuU-sjtarted from his eye.

Upon the ground his father s sword he threw,

And in the language of tbe valiant spoke:

* Why now against the first of mortal men
* Should Lathmon fight ? Your souls are beams from hea-

ven, 420

« And, in the strife, your swords the flames of death,

* The fame of chiefs, whose deeds so shine in youth,

* Who can attain?—O that in Nuath's halls,

Li the fair groves of Lathmon's green abode,

* Ye now appear'd ! then, would my father say : 42j

" That to the weak his son gave not the day."—

* .—But who advances, like a mighty stream,

* Along the roaring heath ? Before his face

* The little hills are troubled, and he brings

* A thousand spirits on liis beaming steel:'— 430
* The spirits of those, who by the deathful arm
* Of echoing Morven's royal chief must fall.

*, Happy Fingal art thou ! for thy brave sons

* Shall fight thy battles. They beiorc thee go

* Forth in the strcngtii of their victorious arm. 43a
* And with the steps of their renown return.'
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Joying in secret o'er his son's brave deeds

Fingal in all his wonted mildness came.

On Morni's face bright rose the joyful smile

And through the tears of his ecstatic joy 410

Faint look'd his eyes of age. To Sehna's halls

We came, and sat around the feast of shells.

With sweetest note the virgins of the song

Into our presence came, and with soft air

The mildiy-blushing EveralUu mov'd. 440

Dark spread her hair upon her neck of snow,

Whilst she on Ossian roll'd her partial eyes.

The harp of music gracefully she touch'd

And we on Branno's daughter blessings pour'd.

Then in his place Fingal of might arose 45©

And to Duniathmon's battling king thus spoke

:

(The sword of Trenmor trembled by his side.

As up he lifted his dread arm of might) :

* Why, son of Nuath, dost thou search,' he said,

* For fume in Morven ? Of the feeble race 455

* We are not sprang, nor o'er the feeble foe

* Do we lift up the lightning of our swords.

* When with the angry sound of dcathful war

* Came we to green Dunlathmon ? Though his arm
* Be strong, Fingal does not delight in war. 460
' 'Tis on the ruin of the, haughty foe

* That my renown takes root, and shoots awide^

* 'Tis only on the proud in arm.s I pour

' The lightning of my steel.—The battle comes,

* And high the tombs of valiant warriors rise :— 465

* The tombs (my father's !) of my people rise ;

* And I at last in solitude must be

!

* Yet laurel'd with renown I'll still remain,

' And one pure stream of never-fading light

« On my departing soul shall brightly flow. 470
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Lathmon ! retire, and hasten to thy place

And turn thy sounding arms to other lands.

The race of Morven are in high renown.

And children of the hapless are their foes.*

END OF LATHMON,

Vol.. II.
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ARGUMENT.
GAUr,, the son of Morni, attended Lathinon into his own country, after his

defeat in Morven as related in tlie preceding poem. He was kindly enter-
tained by Niiath the father of Latlinion, and fell in love witli his daugliter

Oithona. The lady was no less enamoured of Gaul, and a day was fixed for

their marriage. In the mean time, Fingal preparing for an expedition into

the country of the Britons, sent for Gaul. He obeyed, and went : but not

Tvitliout promising to (lithona that he would return, if he survived the war
by a certain day. Laihmon too was obliged to attend his father Nuatli in

his wars, and Uithona was left alone at Dunlathmon, llie seat of the family.

Dunrommath, lord of Uthal (supposed to be one of the Orkneys) taking ad-

vantage of the absence of her friends, came and carried off', by force, Oilhona,
who had formerly rejected his love, into Tiomathon, a desert island ; where
he concealed her in a cave.

Gaul returned on the day appointed—heard of the rape, and sailed to Troma-
thon, to revenge himself on Dunrommath. When he landed, he found
Oilhona disconsolate, and resolved not to survive the loss of her honour.—
She told him the story of her misfortunes, and had scarcely ended, wlien
Dunrommath with his followers appeared at the farther end of the island.

Gaul prepared to attack him, recommending to Oithona to retire till the bat-

tle was over. She seemingly obeyed, but shortly secretly armed herself,

rushed into tiie thickest of the battle, and was mortally wounded. Gaul,
pursuing the flying enemy, found her just expiring on the field. He mourn-
ed over her, raised her tomb, and returned to Morven.

Thus is the story handed down by tradition, nor is it given with any material
diflTerence in the poem, which opens with Gaul's leturn to Dunlathmon,
after the rape of Oilhona.

THOUGH half her face the moon upon the hill

Pale shews, yet darkness 'round Dunlathmon dwells.

The daughter of night in sorrow turns away

Her eyes, for she the coming grief beholds.

The son of Morni glitters on the plain,

But in the hall antique no sound is heard^
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No beam of light long-streaming through the gloom

In tremors comes. Nor is Oithona's voice

Heard in the murmur of Duvranna's streams.

* In all thy beauty, Nuath's dark.-hair'd fair, 10

* Say—whither art thou gone?' brave Gaul cxclaim'd.

* Upon the field of heroes Lathmon strives'

—

* But thou didst promise in the hall to stay :

* To stay within the hall thou gav'st thy pledge,

* Till Morni's son return'd—till he return'd 15
* From Strumon to the virgin of his love.

* The tear at his departure wet thy cheek,

* And in thy breast in secret rose the sigh.

—

* Yet, with the liglitly-trembling lyral sound

* And songs, to meet him glad thou dost not come.* 20

Such were the words of Gaul, when he return'd

To green Dunlathmon's tow'rs, Awide and dark.

He found the gates. And in the voiceless hall

The blust'ring winds with hollow whistlings roar'd.

The trees with falling leaves the threshold strew'd, 25

And widely spread the murmur of the night.

In silent sadness, at an echoing oak,

Sat Morni's son, and for the absent maid

Chill tremors shook his soul: nor knew he where

To turn his course. 'Far stood the son of Leth 30
And heard the breezes in his bushy hair ;

Yet, raised not his voice, for he perceiv'd

The grief of Gaul sad-working in his soul.

Down on the heroes fell the shades of sleep

And in their rest the sights of night arose. 35
Before the eyes of ^^[orni's son stood pale

Oithona in a dream. Her darkly hair

Disorder'd was and loose. Her lovely eye

Red roU'd in tears :—blood stain'd her snowy arm.
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:

The robe half hid the wound of her white breast, 40

And, standing o'er the chief, her voice was heard :

* Sleeps Morni's son,' she said, * the warlike chief—

•

( He that was lovely in Ojthona's eyes ?

* Sleeps mighty Gaul beside the distant rock,

< And Nuath's daughter low? Large rolls the sea 45
* 'Round Tromathon's dark isle.—I in my tears

* Sit in the cave, nor do I sit alone

:

* For, the dark chief of Cuthal (Gaul !) is there.

* There he, befired with the rage of love,

* Abides—and what can weak Oithona do ?* 50

Then rushed through the oak a rougher blast,—

The dream of night departed :—Gaul awoke,

Assum'd his aspen spear, and in his wrath

Enraged stood.—He often to the coast

Turned his eyes, and blam'd the lagging light.— 55

Grey, in the east, at length, arose the morn,

And high the hero lifted up the sail.

Down from the hill the rustling breezes came

And bounding on the wavy deep he sail'd.—

-

Like a blue shield, amidst the briny main, 60

On the third day hoarse Tromathon arose.

Against its rock deep-roar'd the foaming wave.

And on the coast, in grief, Oithona sat.

She on the rolling waters wistful look'd

Amidst her falling tears. But, when she saw C5

Gaul in his arms, she started-—and away
Slie turn'd her eyes.—Her lovely cheek is bent

And red,—her white arm trembles by her side.

Thrice from his presence she assay'd to fly,

But Jicr weak steps still fail'd her as she went, 7©
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* Daughter of Nuatli, why,' the hero said,

* Fly'st thou tVom Gaul ?—Is it because my eyes

* Send forth the flame of death? Or, m my soul

* Does hatred darken ?

—

Fair thou art to me,

* An eastern beam sprung in a land unknown ! 75

* Yet, daughter of high DunUithmon, thou thy face

* Veilest with sadness ! Is Oithona's foe

* At hand ?—My soul with 'vengeful anger burns

* In battle him to meet, and red with wrath

* The sword upon the side of dark'ning Gaul 80

* Trembles and longs to glitter in his hand.

' Speak, Nuath's daughter—seest thou not my tears ?*

* O Strumon's car-borne chief,' the maid reply'd

With heaving sighs, ' why o'er the dark-blue wave

* To Nuath's mournful daughter comest thou ? 85
* Why did I not in secret pass away,

* As fades the rock-sprung flow'r, that lifts unseen

* Its head, and strew 'd its withcr'd leaves on winds ?

* O Gaul, to witness my departing sigh,

* Why didst thou come ? I vanish in my youth, 90
* And henceforth never will my name be heard.

* Or, should it chance to recollection come,

* 'Twill sorrow bring, and Nuath's tears will fall;

* And for Oithona's hapless loss of fame

* Thou, son of Morni, wilt in sorrow mourn, 95
* —But, far removed from the mourner's voice,

* Shall she sleep lifeless in the narrow tomb.

* Why to the sea-beat rock of Tromathon

—

* Why, mighty chief of Strumon, didst thou come ?

' O car-borne Nuath's daughter !' he rejoin'd, lOO
' I came to meet thy foes. And in my soul

* Avengeful grows, with gath'ring gloom, the death

* Of Cuthal's chief, or Moini's son shall fall.
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* Oithona I when the mighty Gaul is low,

* High on that oozy rock my tomb erect. 105
' And, when the darkly bounding sliip shall pass,

* Call thou the sea-borne sons—upon them call

* And give this sword ; that to ag'd Morni's hall

* It they may carry : which when he receives,

' Tow'rds the lone desert, for his son return'd, 110

* The grey-hair'd hero may surcease to look.'

* And,' with a bursting sigh again she said,

* Shall Nuath's daughter live ?—Shall I then live

* In Tromathon, and Morni's son lie low ?

* Not of that rock is my warm heart compos'd, 115

* Nor careless is my soul as that rough sea,

* Which lifts its billows blue to ev'ry wind,

* And rolls beneath the storm. The blast, that low

* Thee lays, ^h-d\\ also with its friendly strength

* The branches of Oithona spread on earth. 1.20

* Then we together (car-borne Morni's son !)

* Shall wither.—The grey stone, and narrow house

* Of the deceased pleasant are to me ;

* For never, sea-surrounded Tromathon,

* More will I leave thy rocks !—Night on 125
' Approach'd, when Lalhmon distant far was gone—

•

* When to Duthormoth's airy, moss-grown rocks

* He (to the battles of his lathers) went :
—

( The night came on, and in the silent hall

* I near the burning oak deep-musing sat. 130
' The wind was far, amidst the distant trees ;

* And I perceiv'd th' approaching sound of arms,

' Joy in my face arose ;—for, straight, I thought

* 'Twas thy long-wish'd return.
—

'Twas Cuthal's chief,

* Dunrommiith's red-hair'd strength. In flaming fire 135

* Rolled his eyes, and on his sword rcd-reck'd

* My people's blood !—They, who in angry strife
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* Fought for Oithona, fell by the dark chief.

* ^^^hat could I do ? My tender arm was weak,

* Nor could it lift the spear.—Me in my grief 140

* He took, and rais'd amidst my tears the sail ;

* For much he fear'd lest Lathmon should return

* (Hapless Oithona's brother) with his strength-—

* —But, lo ! he comes his num'rous host amidst

!

* And dark before him cleaA'es the wave immense! 14-5

* Whither, O son of Morni, wilt thou turn ?

* For many are Dunrommath's battling chiefs
!'

* From battle never did my steps retreat,*

The hero said, as he unsheath'd his sword ;

' And shall my fear, Oithona, now begin lo9

' When thy dark foes approach ? Go to thy cave,

* Daughter of Nuath, till the battle cease.

* Bring hither, son of Leth, our fatiiers' bows

* And Morni's sounding quiver.—The red yew
* Let our three warriors bend. Ourselves the spear 155

* Will lift. They are a host upon the rock,

* But steel'd with brav'ry are our dauntless souls.'

The daughter of Nuath to the cave retir'd ;

—

Yet on her mind, as on a stormy clbud

Red lightning moves, a troubled joy arose. 160

Fix'd was her soul, and from her wids-'-strctch'd eye

Of aspect wild the pearly tear was dry'd,

Dunrommath slowly made his dark advance.

For he saw Morni's son. His haughty face

Contempt contracted and his dark-brown cheek 165

Gather'd a smile ; and, 'neath his shaggy brows,

Livid and half-concealed roll'd his eye.

' Sons of the sea,' begun the gloomy chief,

* ^^'^hcnce are ve ? Have the stormv win.K \'ou driv'n
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* To Tromathon's hoarse rocks ? Or, are you come 170

* In search of Nuath's daugliter of white hands ?

' The sons of the unhappy (feeble men !)

* Come to Dimrommath's hand. For his dread eye

* Spares not the feeble, and the strangers' blood

* Yields him delight. Oithona is a beam 175

* Of light resplendent, and it Cuthal's chief

* Enjoys in secret. Would'st thou, like a cloud,

* Come on its beauty, son of feeble hand ?

* Come on thou maifst—but (mind the dire event !)

* Shalt thou unto thy fathers' halls return?* 180

* Dost thou not know me ?' said enraged Gaul,

' Red-hair'd chief of Cuthal ?—On the heath

* Thy feet were swiit in car-borne Lathmon's war^

* When the red sword of Morni's deathful son

* Pursu'd his host in Morven's woody land. 185
* Dunrommath I mighty are thy words of pride,

* For crowded warriors tread behind thy steps.

* But do I fear them, pride's presumptuous son?

* I of the race of weakness am not sprung.'

Then in his arms advanced Gaul, and, straight, 190

Dunrommath sunk behind his people dark.

But Gaul's swift jav'lin pierc'd the gloomy chief

And his bright sword lopp'd off his head, as down

In death it bent.—Thrice by the shaggy lock

The son of Morni shook it ; and dismay'd 195

Dunrofnmath's warriors fled. Their speedy flight

The winged shafts of Morven swift pursu'd ;

And on the mossy rocks ten of them fell.

The rest, surviving, lift the sounding sail.

And on the echoing ocean fleetly bound.

—

200

Gaul tow'rds Oithona's cave advanc'd, and saw,

Leaning against a rock, a shapely youth.
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An arrow had his side of whiteness pierc'd,

And faintly roU'd his eye beneath his hehn.

Sadness o'erspread the soul of Morni's son— 205

He came in liaste, and spoke the words of peace ;

* Say—can the lenient hand of Gaul thee heal,

* Youth of the mournful brow ? Upon the hills

* For herbs har been my search :—on the lone banks

* Of their own secret streams them have I cull'd, 210

* My hand has oft' the wound of heroes clos'd,

* And their glad eyes the son of Morni bless'd.

* Where, warrior, dwelt thy fathers ? Did they come
* Of mighty race ? Dark sadness shall approach,

* Like shades of night upon thy native streams ; 215

* For thou in vernal bloom of youth art fall'n.*

Of mighty race,' the stranger then reply'd,

* My fathers were; but they shall not be sad :

—

* For, like the mist of morn, my fame is gone,

* Walls on Duvranna's banks high-tow'ring rise, 220
* And in the stream behold their mossy tow'rs.

* Behind them with its bending firs a rock

* Airy ascends. Its massy height afar

' Tliou may'st behold.
—

'Tis there my brother dwells.

* He is renoun'd in battle.—Morni's son, 225

* Gi\e him this glitt'ring helmet, which I wore.'

Down from the hand of Gaul the helmet fell—

»

For, 'twas Oithona sinking with her wound.

She in tlie secret cave herself had arm'd

And came in search of death. Her heavy eyes 21Q

Half-clos'd appear—the blood pours from her side.-—

' O Morni's son, prepare tlie narrow house,'

She said ;
* for, sleep in shadows, like a cloud,

* Comes oil my soul. Oithona's eyes are dim.

Vol. it. H
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* O that bright-beaming in my youthful fame 235
* I at Duvranna had remained still !

* Then had my years come smoothly on with joy,

' And virgins would have bless'd my graceful steps.

* But, son of Morni, in youth's morn I full,

* And in. his hall my aged sire shall blush." 240

Pale on the rock of Tromathon she fell,

iAnd her lone tomb the mournful hero rais'd.

To Morven he return'd, but we perceiv'd

The darkness of his soul.—The dulcet lyre.

In praise of fall'n Oithona, Ossian took :

—

245

The brightness of the face of Gaul return'd.

Yet, like the blasts, when stormy winds are laid.

That shake unfrequent their unsettled wings

;

At times, amidst his friends, his sigh arose.

END OF OITHONJ.
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THE ARGUMENT.
MALVINA, the daughter of Toscar, is oveiheard by Ossian lamenting the

death of Oscar, her lover, Ossiaw, to divert her griet, relates his own ac-
tions in an expedition, which he (at Fingal's command) undertooji, to aid
Crothar the petty king of Croina (a country in Ireland) against Rothmar,
who invaded his dominions.—Tlie story is by tradition delivered thus .•—
Crothar, king of Croma, beii\g blind with age, and his son too young for tlis

field; Railimar, the chief of Troinio, resolveil to avail himself of tlie oppor-
tunity offered of annexing the dominions of Crothar to his own. He accord-
ingly marched into the country subject to Crothar, but which he held of
Arth or Artlio, who was at the time supreme king of Ireland.

ecothar being, on account Gf iiis age and blindness, unfit for action ; sent for
aid to 1-ingal, king of Scotland. 1 ingal oidered his son Ossian to the relief

of Crothar. But before his arrival, lovar-goniiO ((he son of Crothar) attack-
ing Kothmar, was himself slain, and his forces totally defeated. Ossiaa
renewed the war, came to battle, killed Rothmar, and routed his army,—
Ciomd being thus deliveied of its enemies, Ossian returned toScolUud.

IT was the accent of my love !

Sweet was the breeze-borne lay \

Yet seldom to Malvina's dreams

Docs he his visits pay !

Ye sires of mighty Toscar, wide

Expand your airy domes-—

Unfold the portals of your clouds

;

For, soon Mulvina comes.
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i

I in my dream have heard a voice

Delightful to my ear

;

10 ^

I feel the flutt'ring of mv soul.

It gave my joy and fear!

Why, from the darkly-rolling lake,

O blast, didst thou move on ?
j

Thy rustling wing was in the trees, 15 i

And straight—my dream was gone.
j

But, when her love Malvina saw

Array'd in robes of light;

His vapour-vest flew on the gale.

And all his mein was bright, $0

With brightness like the stranger's gold

The sun his skirts illumes.—-

It was the accent of my love

!

To me he seldom comes I

Yet, son of mighty Ossian, thou ^5-

Dwell'st in Malvina's soul :

For on thy former stately mien

My thoughts incessant roll.

When orient beams first gild the morn,

My bursting sighs arise ;
50

And with the falling drops of night

Tears trickle from my eyes.

I, like a lovely tree, whose top

Spreads stately on the ground.

Once near my lovely Oscar stood 35

With all my branches 'round.
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But thy lorn tleatli came like the blasts,

That from the desert blow ;

And with its fatal force at once

My verdant head laid low. 40

The spring return'd, whose genial gale

With breath fructif'rous blows :

—

Yet, though its show'rs in plenty fell.

No leaf of mine arose.

In pensive sadness in the hall, 45

The virgins me beheld :

—

They touch'd the trembling lyre of joy—

.

Yet, could no comfort yield.

The tear was on Malvina's cheek

—

The maids ask'd, why it fell ? 60

Me in my sorrow when they saw.

They urged me to tell,

* Why, first of Lutha's maids,' they said,

* So sad ? O give reply I

* Fair was he as the beam of morn—" 55
* And stately in thy eye ?'

Daughter of streamy Lutha ! sweetly sounds

In Ossian's ear the accent of thy song!

Amidst the visions of thy balmy rest.

When on thy eyes at Mo ruth's murm'ring stream (fO

Sweet slumber fell ; it was thy chance to hear

The dulcet music of departed bards.

When back, amidst the rays of scorching sun.

Thou camest from the chase, the songs of bards

Thou hcard'st, O fair I—and lovely is thy song, 65
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'Tis lovely, O Mah ina, but the soul

It melts.—When in the bosom of the sad

Sereneness dwells, there is a joy in g rief.

But, daughter of Toscar, sorrow with its cares

The mourniul wastes, and their sad days arc few. 70

For, like the liow'r, on which the scorching sua

Looks in his strength, when o'er it lately pass'd

The wat'ry mildew, and its sick'ning head

Is heavy with the drops of night ; they fall.—

To Ossian's tale, O maid, attention give : 75

For, fresh to mind his youthful days return.

The king commanded, and my bosom'd sails

I rais'd, and rushed into Croma's bay

—

Into the bay of Croma sounding loud

In lovely Innis-fail.—High on the coast 80

The tow'rs of Crothar, king of spears arose :—
Crothar of fame for feats in youth perform 'd,

Though crippling age then 'round the hero dwelt !

Against the chief fierce Rothmar rais'd the sword,

And ag'd Fingdl with indignation burn'd. 85

In strife of war with Rothmar to engage,

Otisian he sent. For, Croma's hoary chief

Had been th' associate of his youthful days.

The bard before me, with the voice of songs,

I sent, and into Crothar's hall I came. . 90

There in the midst of his ancestors' arms

The hero sat—but his ag'd eyes had faild.

Around a staff, on which the warrior Ican'd,

Grey wav'd his locks. And when his ears of age

The echoing clangor of our arms had reach 'd, 95

He humm'd, for joy, the song of other times.

Old Crothar rose.—then strctch'd his aged hand,

And bless'd the son of Morven's royal chief.
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• Ossian, the strength of aged Crothar's arm

* Has fail'd,' tlie hero said. ' O could I lift 100

* The sword, as on the day when brave Fingal

* At Strutha fought!—The first of mortal men
* He was—but Crothar also had his fame.

* The king of Morven prais'd me, and he plac'd

* The bossy shield of Calthar on my arm :— 105

* The shield of him, whom he in battle slew.

—

* Upon the wall (for Crothar's eyes have fail'd)

* Dost thou not see it?—Ossian, is thy strength

* Sire—like ?—Let now the aged feel thy arm.'

Then to the king my arm I stretched forth, 1 10

And with his hands examinant it he feels.

Then in his breast, with falling tears, arose

The secret sigh. He added : ' Thou art strong,

* IVIy son ; yet not in strength like Morven's king,

* But who amongst the men of fame in war 115

' Is like that hero ? Let my halls with feasts

' Be spread, and let my bards exalt the song.

* For, sons of echoing Croma, great is he,

* Who now is come, and in my walls abides !'—

The feast is spread. The harp is heard, and joy 120

Sounds in the hall : but 'twas a joy, that screen'd

A sigh, that darkly dwelt in ev'ry breast.

'Twas like tlie sickly glimm'ring of the moon

Spread on a cloud in heav'n. At length the lyre

"Was mute, and Croma's aged king thus spoke 125

(He spoke without a tear, yet swelling sighs

Were mixed with tlie accents of his voice)

:

* Son of Fingal ! dost thou not see,' he said,

* The gloom o'erspreading Crothar's hall of shells ?

* Amidst the feast, whilst yet my people liv'd, 130

* My soul was not in darkness thus envail'd.



60 C R O M A :

* When strangers came, the light of joy arose

* Within my soul, whilst in my joyful hall

* My son still shone :—but now he is a beam

* Extinct, and left no streak of light behind. 135

* Encount'ring in the battles of his sire,

* Son of Fingal, my only son is fall'n !

' The news (that from my eyes the light was gone)

* To Rothmar chief of grassy Tromla came :

—

* That in the hall my arms were fix'd, he heard, 140

* And in his soul presumptuous pride arose.

* He came tow'rds Croma, and my people fell

* Before him.—Then, my armour in the hall

* I took : but what could sightless Crothar do ?

' My steps were broken, and my grief was great

!

145
* And much I wished for the days long past!

* The days ! wherein I fought, and in the field

* Through streams of crimson made my flaming way,

* Back from the pleasures of the busy chase

* My son, the fair-hair'd Fovar-gormo came. 150
* Nor had he (for his arm as yet was young)

* In battle us'd his sword. Yet greatness bcam'd

* Within his youthful soul, and in his eyes

* The fire of valour burnt.—The broken steps

* Of his ag'd sire he saw, and deeply sigh'd. 155

*' Is it," * he said,' " O Croma's hoary king,

*' Because thou hast no son, thy cause to fight ?

** Is it for Fovar-gormo's youthful arm

" That thy de^p sighs arise ? My arm robust,

*' Mv aged father, I begin to feel. IGU

" The sword already of my youthful strength

" I've drawn, and also I have bent the bow.

" Attended by the youths of Croma's plains

" Let me this Rothmar meet

—

/nm let me meet,

" O father! for 1 feel my burning soul," 165
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*' And him, O sightless Crothar's son," * I said,'

•' Now shait thou meet ! But (listen to my words)

" Let others be advanc'd before thy steps,

" That, when again thou comest, I may hear

** The trampling of thy feet: for now my eyes 170

** Thee, fair-hair'd Fovar-gormo, see no more !"

* He went—he met the foe—he fell direct ;

* And tow'rds green Croma comes the conquering foe

—

' The foe that in dire battle slew my son !

* He now is near with all his pointed spears,' 175

* It is not time to fill the shell,' I said,

And took my spear. The redness of my eyes

My people saw, and rose at once around.

All night, along the dusky heath we strode,

And bright'ning in the east grey morning rose. ISO

A narrow vale with sides of matted green

Before us verg'd, nor of blue streamlets void.

The dark'ning host of Rothmar on its banks

Stood full in view with all their glitt'ring arms.

We fought along the vale—the people fled, 185

And gloomy Rothmar sunk beneath my sword,

Down in the west the day-light had not gone,

When I his arms to hoary Crothar brought.

The aged hero felt them with liis hands.

And in his soul bright rose the growing joy, J90

The joyful people gather to the hall.

And loud the sound of festive shells is heard.

Ten harps are strung—five skilful bards advance,

And sing the praise of Ossian's fame by turns.

In dulcet song their burning souls they pour'd. 195

And the sweet lyre gave answer to their voice.

Great was the joy of Croma—'for, once more,

The smiles of peace had to the land return'd.

Vol. II. I
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With all its silence dusky night came on,

And joyful 'rose the orient beam of morn. 200

No black'ning foe with his coruscant spear

In darkness came.—Bright Croma's joy was great.

For, low the gloomy Rothmar now was laid.

My voice for Fovar-gormo loud I rais'd,

When they the youthful warrior laid in earth. 205

T/tere stood the aged Crothar, but his sigh

None heard.—He for the wound of his dead son

By groping search'd, and found it in his breast.

Then in the face of age delight arose

—

The aged came, and thus to Ossian spoke, 210

* Not fameless, O thou king of spears,' he said,

* Has my son fall'n.—Not as the coward dies

* Did the young warrior fall. But in his strength,

* As onward he advanc'd, death boldly met.

* Happy are they, who die in blooming youth, 215
* When their renown is heard ! Them in the hall

* The feeble will not see, nor meanly smile

* At their weak hands held by bepalsied age,

* Their mem'ry shall be honour'd with the song,

* Amidst the tender tears by virgins shed.'— 220
* But, by degrees, the aged wear away,

* And their fam'd youth begins to be forgot,

* In secret off they go, nor is once heard

* The sighing of their son.—Ill-timed joy

* Around their tomb is seen, and the grey stone 225
* Of their renown is plac'd without a tear.

* Happy are they, who die in blooming youth,

* Amidst the laurels of meridian fame I'

END OF CROMA.
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A POEM.

ARGUMENT.
f.'XaAL, in his voyage to Lochiin, whither he had been invited by Starno, the

father of Agandecca, touched at Berrathon, an island of Scandinavia, where
he was kindly entertained by Larthnior, the petty king of the place, who
was a vassal of the supreme kings of Loriilin. The hospitality of Lartlimor

gained him Fingal's friendship, which that hero manifested, alter the im-
prisonment of Larthmor by his own son ; by sending Ossian and Toscar, the

father of Malvina, so often mentioned, to rescue l.arthmor, and to punish

the unnatural behaviour of Uthal. Ulhal was handsome, and much admired

by the ladies. Nini-thoma, the beautiful daughter of Torthotn?, a neigh-

bouring prince, fell in love and fled with him. He proved inconstant; for

another lady, whose name is not mentioned, gaining his affections, .he con-

fined Nina-thoma to a desert island near the coast ot Berrathon. She was
relieved by Ossian, who, in company wiih Toscar, landing on Berrathon,

defeated the forces of Ulhal, and killed him in a single combat. Nina-

thoma, whose love the bad behaviour of Uthal could not at all erase, hearing

of his death, died of grief. In the mean time Larthmor is restored, and
Ossian and Toscar returned in triumph to fingal.—The present poem opens
with an elegy on the death of Malvina, the daughter of Toscar, and closes

with the presages of the poet's own death.

'ROUND Lutha's narrow plain, O winding stream,

Bend thy blue course. And from their airy hills

Let the green woods their branches o'er it hang,

And on it let the sun's meridian rays

Descend.

—

There, on its rock the thistle grows, 5

And to the zephyr wnves its spreading beard.

The flow'r full-blown, too, hangs its heavy head.

Waving, at times, its beauties to the gale.

' Why dost thou 'wake me, gale ? it seems to say,

I'm cover'd with th' ambrosia! drops of heaven. 10
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* Near is the season of my lorn decay,

* And near the blast, that shall my petals strew.

* To-morrow shall th' observant trav'ller come,

* He, who of late me in my beauty saw,

' Shall come ; and strictly careful with his eyes 1 Hi

* Will search the field—but me they shall not find !'

—So, shall they search, in vain, for Cona's voice,

When on the echoing field it is no more.

Forth, in the morning, shall the hunter come ;

But the soft warblings of my trembling lyre 20

Shall not be heard.—With tears upon his cheek—-

* Where is the son of great Fingal of cars ?'

He will, astounded with amazement, say.

Then come, Malvina ! with thy music, come

;

And Ossian in the plain of Lutha lay :

—

25

High let his tomb rise in the lovely field.

Where art thou, O Malvina, with thy songs?

Where, with the gentle soundings of thy steps ?

Art thou, O son of tuneful Alpin, near?

Where is the daughter of noble Toscar, say ?

—

30

' By green Tarlutha's tow'ring, moss-grown walls,

* Son of Fingal, I jiass'd.—The curling smoke,

* Which from the hall once rose, had ceas'd entire;

* And voiceless were the forests of the hill.

* The sounding chase wag over, and I saw 35

* The daughters of the bow. Then, I them ask'd

* About Malvina—nor made they reply.

* Away they turn'd their faces in their grief,

* And darkness o"er their beauty thinly lour'd.

* Like stars upon a rainy lull by night, 40

* Each faintly looking through her mist, they seem'd.'

And sweet, O lovely beam, be thy repose

Soon on our hills has all thy brightness set

!
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Like the clear moon on the bhic-tremblina; wave,

The steps of th}' departure \ver<.' with state. 45

But thou (O first of Lutlia's l)looinins^ maids !)

Hast us iu darkness left ! We, at tiie rock,

In sorrow sit amidst the voiceless gloom,

And, save the meteor's fire, no light is seen !

Malvina ! daughter of gen'rous Toscar, fair ! 50

Soon hast thou set, and us in darkness left !

But, bright amongst the spirits of thy friends,

Where in their stormy halls in air they sit.

Amidst the chambers of the thunder dire ;

Thou risest radiant as the eastern beam. 55

O'er Cona glooms a hov'ring cloud, and high

Blue-curling it extends its fretted sides.

Beneath it are the winds, with all their wings :—
Within it is the dwelling of Fingai.

In dusky mansions there the hero sits, 60

And in his hand he holds his airy spear,

Half-cover'd also in the cloudy dusk.

His orbed shield is like the darken'd moon ;

When still one half in the lilue wave remains.

And sickly on tb.e field the other looks. 65

Around the king, his friends on vapour sit.

And hear the songs of Ullin :—he the lyre

Half-viewless strikes, and lifts the feeble voice.

With torches of a thousand meteors made

The lesser heroes light the airy hall. 70

In splendor great, Malvina in the midst

Arises fair—a blush is on her cheek.

The unknown faces of her fathers* forms

She sees, and turns aside her humid eyes.

* And art thou, in thy brightness, come so soon, 75

* Daughter of gen'rous Toscar ?' said Fingai.

f In mournful Lutha's halls dark sadness dwells,
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* And in the gloom rny aged son is sad.

* 1 hear the breeze of Gona, that was wonf:

* Thy heavy locks to lift. It to the hall 80

* Approach is making :—but thou art not there!

* Its voice is mournful 'midst thy fathers' arms !

* Go with thy rustling wing, O dirgeful breeze,

* And vent on lone Malvina's tomb thy sigh.

* Beneath the rock, at Lutha's winding stream, 85

* Near the blue flood, it yonder rises high.

* The virgins are departed to their place,

* And thou, O breeze, alone art mourning there.*

But who—supported on a sailing cloud.

Comes from the dusky west ? A smile appears 90

On his grey-wat'ry face.—Upon the wind

His locks of mist are borne.—Upon his spear

Forward he bends.—Malvina ! 'tis thy sire !

* Ah ! why so soon upon our clouds,' he says,

* Dost thou, O lovely light of Lutha, shine? 95

* —But thou wert sad, my daughter ; for thy friends

* Away were pass'd. Within the once-fim'd hall

' The sons of little men alone abode :

* And of the heroes, once for war renown'd,

* Not one, but Ossian, king of spears, remuin'd.' 100

And dost thou car-'borne Toscar, Conloch's son,

O Ossian, still remember?—Not a kw
Were our fierce battles in our days of youth,

When to the field our swords together went.

They saw us coming like two falling rocks 105

And quick the offspring of the stranger fled.

* There Cona's warriors come,' amaz'd they said :

* They tread the footsteps of their conquer'd foes.'

•—Near to the song, that from the mouth of age

Now tomes, approach.—The deeds of other times 110
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Illume my soul, and on the seasons past

My mem'ry beams :—on mighty Toscar's days.

When in the trackless deep our way we made.

O son of Aipin, once renown d in song,

To the last sound of Cona's voice draw near. 115

The royal chief of Morven gave command,

And to the wind.my bending sails I rais'd.

Close at my side, as on the dark blue wave

i rose ; brave Toscar chief of Lutha stood.

To sea-surrounded Berrathon, the isle 120

Of tempests many, was our destin'd way.

There, with his grizly locks of age extreme,

The stately strength of gen'rous Larthmor dwelt—

Larthmor ! by whom to Comhal's mighty son

(When to the halls of Starno dark he went) 125

In Agandecca's days, the feast was spread.

But, when the chief was old, his son of pride

Uthal, with pulchrid hair, with love of whom
A thousand virgins pin'd ;

presumptive 'rose.

Usurpant, he the aged Larthmor bound, 130

And in the echo of his halls abode.

Within his cave, beside his rolling sea,

Long pin'd the king. Nor to his lorn abode

Did morning come, nor burning oak by night.

But there the rustling breeze of ocean blew l.>i>'

Amidst the parting lustre of the moon.

The red star trembling on the western wave

Upon the king with sparkling brightness look'd.

To Selma's hall the aged Snitho came

—

Snitho, the' associate of old Lathmor's youth. 140'

Of Berrathon's ag'd king he gave account,

And at the news Fingal's fierce anger burn'd.

Resolv'd to stretch his hand to Uthal, thrice
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He lifted up the spear.—But bis brave deeds

Of old, to royal recollection came, 14/5

And he his son and valiant Toscar sent.

Great was our joy upon the rolling sea,

And half-unsheath'd our swords we often drew.

For in the angry battles of the spear

150

Night came down on the ocean, and the winds

Swift-pinion'd fled. The moon is cold and pale.

Red lift the stars their heads. Our lagging course

Along the coast of Berrathon is slow ;

And white, upon the rocks, the billows roll. 155

* What voice is that,' said Toscar in amaze,

* Which comes between the murm'rings of the waves ?

* 'Tis soft, but sad ; like songs of bards deceas'd.

* But, lo ! I see the virgin.

—

There, alone

* Upon the rock she sits. Her drooping head IGO

* Bends on her arm of snow ! and in the wind

* Dark floats her hair :—but, Ossian, hear her song !

* 'Tis smooth as runs bright Lavath's gliding stream.'

By motions very slow at last we came

To the still bay, and heard the maid of night. 165

* How long around me,' in her grief she sung,

* Will ye, blue-tumbling waves of ocean, roll ?

* Not always in lone solitude in caves,

* Nor 'neath the wliistling tree was my abode.

* Wide in Torthoma s hall the feast was spread, 170

* And my soft accents gave my father joy.

* Me, in my lovely steps, the youths beheld

* And dark-hair'd Nina-thoma often bless'd.

* 'Twas tJien bright-beaming, like the sun of heav'n,

* O Uthal, thou didst come !—The maids beheld

—
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* Their souls, O gen'rous Larthmor's son, were thine

!

* But why amidst loud waters here alone

' Dost thou me leav^e? Was e'er my burning soul

« Dark with thy death? Did e'er my snow-white hahd

* Lilt up the sword ?—Why therefore here alone, 180

* King of I'inthormo high, didst thou me leave?'

When I the sorrows of the virgin heard,

The starting tear burst from my troubled eye.

Before her in my armour clad I stood

And spoke the words of peace :
' O lovely fair, 185

* Thou dweller of the cave, what heaving sigh

* Is in that breast ? Shall Ossian lift his sword

* Before thee, and thy foes destroy entire ?

* The plaintive accents of thy mournful grief

' Have reach'd my ears :—Torthom.a's daughter rise. 190

' The race of Morven, who the weak ne'er wrong'd,

* To vindicate thy cause, around thee stand.

* Thou, brighter than that brightly setting moon,

* To our dark-bosom'd vessel speed thy way.

* We to the rocky Berrathon are bound, ig/i

* To the loud echo of Finthormo's walls.'

She came, in all her beauteous charms adorn'J—

.

Wiih all her steps of loveliness she came.

As, when the shades fly from the field of spring,

In brightness rolls the azure, winding tlream, 200,

And o'er its course the bush green-waving bends.

Silent, yet bright, joy in her face arose.

With all its circling rays the morning came^

And we at Rothma's bay arriv'd.—A boar

Rush'd from the wood—my jav'lin pierc'd his side. 2(1^

I o'er the blood rejoic'd, for I discern'd

Thereby my growing fame.—But Uthal's train

Vol., II. K
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:

Came from the high Fuithormo, loud in arms :

—

•

To chase the boar, they o'er tlie mountain spread.

With haughty steps, exultant in his strength, 210

Himself comes slowly o'er the heathy bourn.

He lifts two pointed spears, and on his side

The hero's sword is seen. His polish'd bows

Three youths convey, and, eager for the chase,

Five dogs before him bound ; whilst on, afar, 215

The royal steps admiring as they went,

His warriors move. The gen'rous Larthmor's son

Stately appear'd, but his grim soul was dark

—

Dark as the troubled surface of the moon

When dim it M'aves portentous of dire storms, 220

Before the king we on the heath arose,

And, all at once, amidst his course he stop'd

—

Around his warriors gather'd, and before,

A grcy-hair'd bard advanc'd. ' Whence,' loud he cries,

* Are ye, the sons of strangers ? Rest assur'd, 22/»

* The children of th' unhappy only come

* To Berrathon, to car-borne Uthal's sword,

' Within his hall no -welcome feast he spreads,

* And on his streams the blood of strangers floats.

* If ye from Selma's walls, the mossy walls, 230

* Wliere dwells Fingal, be come : three youths select,

* The slaughter of his people to announce,

* To hasten to your king.—The hero too

* Himself perhaps may hither speed his way,

* And pour his blood on Utha's flaming sword. 235

* So, like the growing branches of the vale,

* The fame of great Finthormo shall arise.'

Then, in the pride of my arising wrath,

( Ne'er will it rise,' I said. * Soon would he shrink

* Before Fingal, whose eyes are flames of death. 2(0
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* The son of Comhal comes, and from bis si!;Iit

* Kings vanish quick.—Together they, like mist,

* Are by the breathings of his anger roH'd.

' Shall three convey the message to Fingal

* That his brave hosts have fall'n ?—It they may tell— 245
' Yet, bard, his people shall not fameless tall.'

Tiicn in the darkness of my strength I stood,

And at my side his sword brave Toscar drew.

On, like a stream, th' embattling foe advanc'd,

And soon the mingled sound of death arose. 250

Man join'd with man, and shield to shield oppos'd ;

Steel mix'd its beams with steel ; and swift through air

Darts hissing flew. Spears ring on sounding mails.

And redd'ning swords on broken bucklers bound.

As sounds an aged grove beneath the roar 255

Of winds, whilst all its trees a thousand ghosts

Break down by night, such was the din of arms.

But, Uthal fell beneath my sword ; and, straight,

The sons of Berrathon in tremors fled.

Then, in his beauty 'twLis, I him beheld, 2G0

And in my eye the tear of pity hung.

* With all thy beauty round thee thou art fall'n,

* Young tree !' I said. * Upon thy native plains

' Now thou art fall'n, and all the field is bare.

* The winds come from the desert, but thy leaves 2(>5

' No rustling sound emit ! Yet, still, in death

* Lovely art thou, O car-borne Larthmor's son !'

Upon the shore fair Nina-thoma sat,

And heard tli' embattling strife. Her grief-red eyes

On Lethmal, Selma's grey-hair'd bard, she turnd, 270
[For, with the daughter of Torthoma lie.

Her to attend, upon the coast had stay'd.]

* Son of the times of old,' to him she said,
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' I hear the noise of death. With Uthal's hosts

* Thy friends have met—aias I the chief is low ! 275

* O that inclosed with the tumbling waves

' I lonely on the rock had still remain'd !

' Then, thou^^h my soul had still in sadness mourn'd,

* His death would not have reach'd my troubled ear.

' Art thou, O son of high Finthormo, fall'n 280

* Upon thy native heath ?—Upon a rock.

* Me thou didst leave—^}'et, still of thought for thee

* ]My constant soul was full.—Ah ! on thy heath,

* O son of high Finthormo, art thou fall'n ?'

Pale in her tears she rose, and Uthal's shield 2SS

With blood besmear'd she saw.—In Ossian's hand

It she beheld.—Upon the heathy plain

Distracted were her melancholy steps.

She flew, she found him ;—down, at once, she fell

:

And in a sigh forth came her bursting soul 290

Whilst wildly on his face her hair is spread.

My bursting tears descend. A tomb arose

On the unhappy, and my song was heard.

* Rest, hapless children of green youth !' I said,

* Beside the echo of that mossy stream. 295

' Your grassy mound the virgins at the chase

* \\^ill sec, and turn their weeping eyes away.

* Your fame immortal in the song will stand,

* And in your praise the lyre shall sweetly sound.

* The tidings shall to Selma's daughters come, 300
' And your renown in other lands be heard.

* In peace, ye " children of green youth, repose

' Beside the echo of the mossy stream."

Two days we on the mournful coast remain'd,

And all the chiefs at Berrathon conven'd.

—

305

Back to his halls we aged Larthmor brought,
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And wide around tlie feast of shells was sprcatl.

Great was the joy, that seiz'd the eve of age

And to his fathers' arms he gladly look'd

—

Those arms, which, when the pride of Uthal rose, 310

Within his hall he left. In Larthmor's eyes

Great was her fame, and Morven's chiefs he bless'd.

Nor that his son, young Uthal's stately strength.

Was low did he perceive.—" That to the groves

** He had with tears of grief retir'd," they said. 315

This was the tale—hni he in silence deep

Low in the tomb of Rothma's heath was laid.

To the brisk breezes of the northern wind

On the fourth day our bending sails we rais'd.

Ag'd Larthmor to the coast came, and his bards 520

High rais'd the song. Great was the royal joy.

'Twas then to Rothmar's heath he turn'd his eyes.

And saw the mound high raised for his son !

When—lo ! the mem'ry of his Uthal rose.

* Who,' cry'd he, * of my heroes there is laid? 325
* He seems to have been of the king of spears,

* ^Vas he, before the pride of Uthal rose,

* Fam'd in my halls ?—Ye give me no reply

!

* Ye hosts, say— is the king of heroes low?

' jMy heart in grief for thee, O Uthal melts

!

330

* Though thou against thy father rais'dst thy hand,

* Oh that within the cave I had remain'd I

—

* That in Finthormo still my son had dwelt

!

* Thus, when he went to chase the mountain-boar

* Might I the sounding of his feet have heard : 335
* And borne upon the breezes of my cave,

* His voice might to my ravish'd ear have come,

* Then, gladness would have rested on my soul

;

* But in my halls sad darkness now abides
!'



74 BERRATHON:

Such, when the arm of my firm youth was strong, 340

O son of Alpin, were my martial deeds :-—

Such were the vahant feats in war perform'd

By car-borne Toscar, gen'rous Conloch's son.

But, Toscar shady on his cloud now flies,

And I alone at Lutha still remain, 315

Like the last sound of the departing wind,

When it the woods forsakes, my voice is heard.

But, Ossian shall not long remain alone ;

For he the mist, that shall receive his ghost,

Already sees.—The mist, that shall compose 350

His airy robe, when soaring on his hills

Aloft he shines ; already comes to view.

Struck with the stature of the chiefs of old.

Me shall the sons of little men admire.

Amidst their fear, they to their caves shall creep, 355

And look with tremors to the beaming sky.

For, in the clouds my steps shall wander large.

And darkness dreadful on my side shall roll.

Lead—son of Alpin, to his silent woods

The aged lead. The winds begin to rise, 560

And from the lake the dusky wave resounds.

From Mora bends there not a tree of age

With branches bare ?—Amidst the rustling blast,

O Alpin's son, it bends.—My aged lyre

Hangs on a blasted branch : and of its strings 565

Sad is the sound. Say, does the rustling breeze,

O harp, thee touch ? Or, sounds some passing ghost ?

It is Malvina's hand !—Bring me the lyre,

And, Alpin's son, another song shall 'rise.

Whilst in their airy halls my fathers hear, 370

My parting soul amidst the sound shall go.

With joy, their shadowy faces from their clouds



A POEM. 75

Above the stream tlie aged oak is bent,

And sighs witli all its moss. The wither'd fern 375

Is near, and whistles in the streamy gale.

And mixes, as it waves, with Ossian's hair.

Loud strike the lyre, and raise the solemn sound

—

With all your wings, ye winds, be pour'd around.

Up to Fingal, inhall'd within the air, 580

The dirgeful song upon your pinions bear.

Even to Fingal's high mansion bear it on,

That he may hear the accents of his son

—

The accents of his son, who on the lyre

The mighty prais'd with all his voice of fire, SS5

The northern blast, O king, expands thy gate;

And dimly bright, in all thy warlike state,

Attended by the lately-tuneful crowd,

I see thee seated on thy misty cloud.

Not now, as once, terrific art thou seen, 390'

The dread of heroes :—but with gentle mien.

Thy visage like a wat'ry cloud appears,

When with moist eyes behind are seen the stars.

Thy airy shield is like the aged moon :

Thy sword a vapour kindling by the sun. 395

The cliief, who brightly travell'd once the field,

With aspect diai, and weak is now beheld.

Thy steps of pow'r the desert-winds command,

And the dire tempests darken in thy hand.

The sun thou takcst in thy wrathful might, (til)

And him enveilest in ihy clouds of night.
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In tremoi-'s stand the sons of little men,

And at thy word a thousand torrents rain.—

But, when thou comest in thy gentle mien,

The gale of morning near thy course is seen. 4()/i

In his blue fields the laughing sun does beam,

And in its valley winds the silver stream.

The bushes shake their green heads in the wind,

And tow'rds the desert fleets the bounding hind.

But, in the heath a murmur rolls along ! 410

The stormy winds, with all their roar, abate !

And plain I hear Fingal's light, airy voice.

Long has it been far absent from my ear !

* Come, Ossian, come,' he says ;
—

* Fingal his fame
* Has now receiv'd. Away indeed we pass'd.

—

415
* Like flames, that for a season bright had shone,

* Renown'd was our departure. Though in dusk

* And silence be the regions of our Avar,

* Still in the four grey stones our fame remaius.

* The dulcet voice of Ossian has arriv'd, 420
* And tuneful was the lyre in Selma strung.

'

* Come, Ossian,—haste," * he says,' " and come away,

" And with thy fathers fly on airy clouds."

And come I will, thou royal chief of men !

The life of Ossian fails. On Cona's vale 42.)

To vanish I begin ; and now my steps

Are not in Sclma seen. E'er long asleep

Beside the stone of Mora I shall fall.

Nor shall the whistling winds in my grey hair

Break my repose. Swift on thy winds, O wind, 4i0

Depart ; nor canst thou rouse the slumb'ring bard.

The night is long, but torpid are his eyes.

—

With all thy tound, thou rustling blast, d<'- U
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But why art thou with sad'ning grief oppress'd ?

Son of Fingal, why louring grows the cloud 435

On thy bright soul ?—The chiefs of other times

Departed are, and gone without their fame.

Away the sons of future years shall pass,

And in their stead another race arise.

The generations rise like ocean's waves, 440

Or like the leaves in Morven's fading groves.

Amidst the rustling blast, away they pass ;

And other leaves their verdant heads erect.

O Ryno, did thif beauty aliuaxjs last ?

Or, did the strength of car-borne Oscar stand ? 445

Away Fingdl himself pass'd in las day.

And his forefathers' halls his steps forgot.

And shalt thou then, O aged bard, remain.

When ev'n the mighty, though reluctant, fail'd ?

But my renown for ages shall remain, 460

And grow like Morven's oak ; which to the storm

l/ifts its broad head, exulting in the gale.

JG.YD OF BERRA THON.

"Vol. II,



Centoia.

THF. ARGfTMFNT.

C'AlTlBAR, the son of Barbor-duthal (Lord of Atha in ConnauglitJ the most po-

tent chief of the race of the Kirbolg, having, at Teniora, the royal palac|,

murdered Corniac, the son of Artho {the young king of IieiandJ usurped the

throne. Corniac was lineally descended fiom f'onar the son of Trenmor,
the great-grandfather of I'ing^l, king of those Caledonians, who inhabit tlie

western coast of Scotland. I'ingal resented the behaviour of Cairbar, and
resolved to pass over iiito Ireland with an army, to re-establish the royal

family on the Trish throne. F.arly intelligence of his designs coming to

Cairbar, he asseinbled some of his tribes in Ulster, awd at the same time
ordered liis brother Caihmor to follow him speedily with an army from Te-
mora.—o^uch was the situation of afTairs when the Caledonian fleet appeared
on the coast of Ulster.

The poem opens in the morning. Cairbar is represented as retired from the

rest of the army, when one of his scouts brougiit liim news of tlie landing of

Fingal. He assembles a council of his chiefs. Foldath, the chief of Moma,
haughtily despises the enemy, and is warmly reprimanded by Mnlthos.—
Cairbar, after hearing their debate, orders a feast to be prepared ; to which,

by his bard Olla, he invites Oscar the son of Ossian, resolving to pick a

a quarrel with that hero, and thereby have some pretext for killing him.

—

Oscar came to the feast—the quarrel happened—the foUoweis of both fought,

and Cairbar a' d Oscar fell by mutual wounds. The noise of the battle

reached Ungal's army. The king came on, to the relief of Oscar ; and tiie

Irish, fell back to the army of Cathmor, who was advanced to tlie banks of

the river Lubar on the heath of Moilena. Fingal, after mourning over his

grandson, ordered Ullin, the chief of his bards, to carry his body to Morven,
10 be there interred. Night coming on, Althan, the son of Conachar, relates

to the king the jiarlictilars of tlie murder of Cormac. Fillan, the son of Fiu-

gal, is sent to observe the motions of Cathmor by night, whicii concludes
the action of the first day. The scene of this bock is a plain, near the hiil

of Mora, vrhich rose on the holders of the heath of Moi-lcna, in Ulster.

BOOK I.

THE azure-waves of Ullin roll in light,

And verdant in the lucid beams of day

Enrob'd appear the hills.—Their tow'ring heads

The branchy trees shake duskiy in the breeze.
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Qvcy pour the torrents all their noisy streams, 5

And, circumambient of the narrow phiin,

At'ith oaks antique two verdant hills extend,—
There glides a stream mean'd'ring in its way

With its blue current:—on its matted banks

Stood Cairbar, Atha's chief, whose royal hand 10

His spear supports—his livid eyes of fear

in sadness lour.

—

'With, all his ghastly wounds

Still in his soul (back-shrinking at the sight)

Slain Cormac rises ; and, amidst the gloom,

Grey stands the youth, whilst from his airy sides 15

Flows trickling gore.—His jav'lin thrice on earth

He threw, and thrice his spreading beard he strok'd.

Short are his steps, and often in his course

Abrupt he stands; and 'round his sinewy arms

In agonising grief he tossive throws. 20

So, variant in its form to ev'ry blast.

With course anomalous moves the desert cloud ;

W^hen sadness veils the vallies all around,

That fear, by turns, the sudden-bursting show'r.

At length, the king his drooping soul rcsum'd 25

And took his pointed spear. His rolling eyes

He to Moi-lena turn'd. His wakeful scouts

Of the blue-rolling main directly came

—

Thexj came with steps of circumspective fear,

And oft' behind them look'd.—Then, Cairbar knew ,30

That near the mighty were, and call'd his chiefs.

Obedient to his call, the warriors came

lA^ith sounding tread, and drew, at once, their swoi'ds.

There with his darken'd lace great Morlath stood.

And calm Hidalla, whose long-flowing hair 35
Sighs ih't'h'e gale. There Cormar on his spear

Bends witlihi^' flaxen locks, and his round eyes



80 T E M O R A. [Book I.

He, side-long looking, rolls. Wild is the look

Of Maltha's from beneath two shaggy brows,

Unmov'd stands Foldath like an oozy rock, 40

That covers its dark sides with laving foam.

His spear is like Slimora's stately fir,

That meets the wind of heav'n : his bossy shield

Is mark'd with strokes of war; and his red eye

Danger contemns.—These, and a thousand more, 45

Round car-borne Cairbar form'd, when near approach'd

The scout of ocean from Moi-lena's streams,

Mor-annal, trembling with pale, bloodless lips,

With eyes hung-forward from his earnest face,

* Do the brave chiefs of Erin stand,' he cry'd, 50

' In silence, like the voiceless grove of night ?

' Stand they in silence like a breezelcss wood,

* And on the coast Fingal ? Fingal the ^reat

—

* Dreadful in battle—streamy Morven's king?'

Cairbar then heaving with a bursting sigh, 55

Said : ' Hast thou seen the warrior? Are his hosts

* Of valiant heroes many on the coast?

* Lifts he the spear of battle ? Or, in peace,

* Mor-annal, comes high Morven's mighty chief ?*

* Cairbar, In peace he comes not,' said the scout ; 60

* For I beheld his forward spear project

* Coruscant as the meteor dire of death,

* And on its steel the blood of thousands streams,

* Strong, in the grisly hair of age advanc'd,

' First to the shore he came : and, as he strode, 63

* In his great might, full rose his sinewy limbs,

* Down by his side that deathful sabre hangs,

* Which gives no second wound.—As wades the moon,

* Like blood, ascending through the turbid storm,
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* Tremer.dous is liis sliicld.—Next, Ossinn came, 70
' Of dulcet songs the king ; and Morni's son,

* The first of men.—Then, forward on his spear

* Leaps Connal. Dermit spreads his dark-brown locks.

* Fillan, the youtliful hunter, bends his bow,

* From streamy Moruth conic—But who appears 75
' In front conspicuous, and, in dreadful gait,

* Resistless as a stream ? 'Tis Ossian's sou

* Bright in his locks of youth. Upon his back

* Long falls his hair, and, half-enclos'd in steel,

* Dark are his brows beheld. Upon his side 80
* Loose hangs his sword ; and glitt'ring, as he moves,

* His spear is terrible !—From his dreadful eyes,

* O king of high Temora, straight, I fled.'

* Then fly'—said Foldath fierce with gloomy wrath,

< Thou feeble man.'—Son of the little soul, 85

* Fly to thy native land, where eddying move
* The streaming waters grey ! Have not I seen

* That Oscar ? I beheld the chief in war.

—

* Of those, that are of might in danger he

* Is surely one.—But others too the spear 90

* Can lift as well as he. And many sons,

* O king of green Temora's groves, as brave

* Can Erin boast.—Amidst his thund'ring course

' Let Foldath meet him, and this mighty stream

* Restrain at once. For, my destructive sword 95

* Is with the blood of valiant heroes sheath'd,

* And, strong as Tura's wall, remains my shield,'

' Shall Foldath unattended meet the foe ?'

Rcply'd the dark-brow 'd Malthos.—* On our coast

* Teem they not num'rous, as along the plains 100
* In all directions streamy waters roll ?

* Ai"e these not also the victorious chiefs,
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* Tliat vanquish'd Swaran, wlicn green Erin's sons

' In panics Hcd?—Shall loldath then alone

' Their bravest heroes meet? Foldath the proud, 105
* Of heart presumptive !—Take the people's strength,

* Conjoln'd with Malthos.—For, Avith bloody feats

* My sword is red—but who has heard my words ?'

* Let not Fingdl,' Hidalla then reply'd,

* Your words, sons of green Erin, hear: for, then 110

* The foe exultant might within the land

* Full vigour take. O warriors, yc are brave,

* And emulative of the desert-storms,

* That fearless meet the rocks, and fierce in course

* O'crturn the woods!—But, like a guther'd cloud, 115

* Slow in our strength let our approach be made.

* Then, whilst ch'ill tremors shall the mighty seize,

' From their bra'^e hands the pond'rous spears shall fall.

* With face o'ersprcndWith sorrow's gkther'd glooin

* Soon they will say : "'We see the cloud of death I" 120

* Hoary with age, Fingal will greatly mourn

* And see his flying fame.—On Morven's plains

* The steps of his brave sons will be no more,

' And moss of years in Selma's halls shall grow.'

Silent their surfdry counsels Cairbar heard :—

-

I'i!*

As darkly hans;s on Cromla's tow'ring height

The silent clolid prtccdertt to a storm,

Till its impregnate side the lightning bursts.

And with red light the bright'ning valley gleams

Amidst the joy of storm-creating ghosts

:

130

So silent stood, deep-musing in his thoughts,

Temora's king.—At length his words arc heard :

* The festive trcat'oti gCeen Moi-lena's plains

* Now spread ; and iet my hundred bards attend.—
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S3

* Thou recl-hiir'd Olla, tuke the royal harp, 135

' And speed thy way to Oscar, chief of swords ;

* And bid him to our feast. Amidst the song

' To-day we feast—to-morrow break the spears,

* Tell him that I brave Cathol's tomb have rais'd—

* That dirgeful to his ghost my bards have smig. I'tO

* Say, that his fame at Carun's souqding stream

* Cairbar has heard.—Moreovei", absent too

* Is Cathmor, Borbarduthul's gen'rous race,

* He, with his matchless thousands, is not here, '

t

* And we are weak in arms. To festive strife 145

* Cathmor is hostile ;—radiant as that sun

* Is his bright soul.»—But Oscar's potent arm,

* Chiefs of Temora green with sylvan groves,

* Will Cairbar try.—In Cathol's warm defence

* His words were inany—Cairbar's anger burns, 150

* He on Moi-lena's fertile plains shall fall :

—

* Triumphant in his blood my fame shall rise.'

Whilst gen'ral joy o'erspread their num'rous tribes,

They o'er Moi-lena pour'd.—Prepar'd appear'd

The feast of shells.—In sweet symphonial strains J5j

Arise the songs of bards. Along the coast

The voice of joy we heard. 'Tvvas then we thought

That mighty Cathmor came—Cathmor the great

—

The friend of strangers, but in blood ally'd

To rcd-hair'd Cairbar with fraternal tie.

—

16Q-

Yet, how unequal this relation stood!

Their souls were not the same. The light of hcav'u

In Cathmor's bosom glow'd!—On Atha's banks

Arose his tow'rs, and to iiis friendly hall

Seven avenues led ; where seven kind-greeting chiefs. K'5

Stood on the paths and, to partake the least

The stranger caM'd .'—But Cathmor, in the wood,

Avoidant of ihf^ voice of praise, abode.
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With songs came OJIa, and to Cairbar's feast

Went the brave Oscar, whilst with stately gait 170

Along Moi-lena of the sounding streams

Three hundred warriors strode.—Upon the heatli

With howlings, echoing through a wide expanse,

The grey-dogs bounded.' Great Fingal beheld

The hero going, and with sadness heav'd 175

His royal soul !—Amidst the feast of shells

Dark Cairbar's thoughts of secret gloom he fear'd !—
Aloft my son the spear of Cormac rais'd,

And with congratulative songs advanc'd

A hundred bards to meet him ; and with smiles 180

The death, that darkly harbour'd in his soul,

Cairbar conceai'd.—Awide the feast is spread

—

The shells resound—persuasive through the host

One gen'ral joy appear'd ; yet like the beam

Of the departing sun, about to hide 185

His redd'ning head amidst the gath'ring storm.

Girt in his arms rose Cairbar:—on his brow

Thick darkness gather'd, and at once were mute

Tlie hundred harps. The clang of shields was heard !

His song of woe, far distant on the heath, IQQ

Olla commenc'd.'—The sign of death my son

Perceiv'd, and, rising, seiz'd his bartjed spear.

* Oscar!' said dark-hair'd Cairbar, * I behold

* The gpear of Innis-fail. Within thy hand
' Temora's spear, O woody Morven's son, 195
' Bright glitters.—Of a hundred warlike kings
' 'Twas once the pride—of chiefs renown'd in war
' In timea of old the death ! Yield—Ossian's son,

'

' Yield it to Cairbar of the stately car.'

Then valiant Oscar thus to him reply'd : 200
* The gift pf Corrauc of the beauteous hair

—
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* The vakrd gift of Erin's injiir'd king,

* Wiicn Oscar scatter'd his presumptuoas foes,

* Shall I give up ?—When Svvaran from Fingal

' Retreating fled, to Connie's halls of joy 205

* With laurels crown'd I came. Expressive joy

' Rose in the face of youth. Temora's spear

' To me he gave : nor, Cairbar, to the weak
' In arm or soul did he the weapon give.

* The darkness of thy soul bestorms me not, 210

* Nor are thy eyes to me the flames of death.

* Do I the clangor of thy sounding shield

* With terror hear, or tremble at the song

* Of 011a?—No—go, Cairbar, with thy threats

* And fright the feeble. Oscar is a rock.' 215

* And wilt thou not give up the ancient spear ?'

Said Cairbar in reply, with rising pride.

« Dost thou in hanghty words give copious vent,

' Because Fingal is near ? Fingal o'ergrown

* With aged locks from Morven's hundred groves

!

220
* With little men, in fight diminutive,

* Have been his battles. But not such tlic fight,

* When he with Cairbar strives.—Like fleeting mist

* Before the winds of Atha sportive driv'n

* In pillars thin, must be his fading flight !'

—

225
* —Were he but here, who fought with little men
* Near Atha's dark'ning chief,' rous'd Oscar said,

* Then Atha's dark'ning chief, to fly bis rage,

* Would yield green Erin.—Of the mighty then,

* O Cairbar, speak no more: but, on me turn 230

* Thy flaming sword. For equal is our strength:—

* But, on Fingal, the first of mortal men,

,' Fur-spreading fume her laurels hath bestow'd !'

Vol. it. 1M
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The darkening of the chiefs the people saw,

And, all around, their crowding steps are heard : 233

Red-flaming fire darts from their rolling eyes,

And haif-unsheath'd a thousand swords appear'd.

Then red-hair'd Oila rais'd the martial song :

The beaming joy of Oscar's soul arose—

The wonted joy of his great, rising soul, S'lO

When the shrill clarion of Fingal was heard.

Dark, as the wave of ocean turgid swells

Before the rising winds, when near a coast

It bends its head, grim Cairbar's host came on

—

Daughter of Toscar ! why that falling tear ? 21<5

He is not fall'n, as yet.—By his strong arm

Many were slain, befoi-e my hero fell
.'

Behold ! as when the stately desert-groves

Bow down before an angry, passing ghost

Comprising in his hand their verdant heads 250

'Midst midnight-gioom ; before my son they fall.

Stout Morlath falls, and great Maronnan dies,

And mighty Conachar trembles in his blood.

Before brave Oscar's sword of deathful might

Back Cairbar shrinks, and quick behind his stone 255

In darkness creeps :—then, from his close retreat

With lifted spear my Oscar's side he pierc'd.

Forward upon his bossy shield he falls

—

His knee sustains the chief. Yet, still his liand

Retains the spear—See ! gloomy Cairbar falls I 2G0

Into his forehead pierc'd the pointed steel

And shed in twain his yellow hair behind.

He lay, in semblance like a shatter'd rock,

M'hich from its shaggy side huge Cromla shakes :

—

Yet never more shall my fall'n Oscar rise

!

265
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Upon his shield he leans:—his dreadful hand

Still holds his spear, while distant and obscure

Stood Erin's sons.—Like crowded streams, aloud

Their shouts arose.—Moi-lena echo'd wide.

Fingal perceiv'd the sound, and the dread spear 270

Of his forefathers took.—Upon the heath

Before us are his steps.—Along he strode

With hasty gait, and spoke the words of woe

:

* The clanging sound of roaring war I hear

—

* Young Oscar is unaided in the fight

!

275

* Rise, sons of Morven—join the hero's sword.'

Along the dusky heath then Ossian rush'd,

And Fillan bounded o'er Moi-lena's plain.

Fingal, with stately stride in his great strength,

Gleam'd terrible amidst his glitt'ring steel, 2S0

Which Erin's sons far distant shining saw,

And trembled in their souls. The royal wrath

Arising they perceiv'd, and thence foresaw

Their speedy death approach. We first arriv'd

—

We fought, and Erin's chiefs withstood our rage. 285

But when, rebounding in his sounding course,

The king came up'—what heart of steel could stand !

O'er dark Moi-lena, Erin sped their way.

With death pursuant of their headlong flight.

Supported by his shield we Oscar saw

—

290

His blood around we saw. On ev'ry face

Mute darkness gather'd, whilst his heaving back

Each turn'd, and wept.—To hide the tears of grief

The royal chief endeavour'd.—In the wind

Wav'd whistling his grey beard.—Above his son 295

He bent his head ; his words were nilx'd with sighs^
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* And art thou, Oscar, fall'n amidst tliy course !

* O'er thee the bosom of the aged heats !

* He sees thy corning wars—the w^rs that ought

' E'er long to come he sees ! But from thy fame 300
* Off they are cut. When shall returning joy

* With smiles at Schna dwell ? From Morven when
' Shall grief depart ? My sons fall by degrees

—

* Fingal shall be survivant of his race,

' The fame, which crown'd my former deeds in war, 305
* Shall vanish, and of friendship orphanis'd

* My hoary age will pass within my hall ;

* WJiilst lone I sit like a grey cloud, nor hear

* A son returning gii:t in sounding arms I

* Heroes of Morven ! weep—shed tears of grief

!

519

* For, never more shall once-brave Oscar rise !'

And they did weep, Fingpl f Dear to their souls

The hero was. Forth he to battle went

And vancjuished the foes:—then, back in peace

Amidst their joy he camr-. No weeping sire 315

His fav'rite son in youth's meridian day

In battle slain bewail'd : nor, in deep grief

Did brother mourn the brother of his love.

Tearless they fell—for, low the people's chief

Was laid—and Bran is howling at his keU 320

In sadness also gloomy Luath stood ;

For, he had often led them to the chase,

Where, in the desert, leap'd the bounding roe,

\Mien Oscar saw his friends around, his breast

With turgid sighs arose : ' The groans,' he said, 325
* Of aged chiefs—the howling of my dogs

—

* The sud>lcp bursts of mournful songs of grief

* Have melted Oscar's soul

—

mi/ soul, that ne'er

* Was known to melt before—steel'd as my sword.
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* Convey me, O.ssian, to niy native hills ; 3,10

* And there the stones of my renown erect.

* Within my narrow house the clarion-horn

* Which echo'd to the deer, and my bright sword

' Near me deposit.—In the days to come,

* When heady torrents have dislodg'd the mound, 335,

* The hunter may descry the lading steel,

* And say, " This once was Oscar's deathful swoid."

* And fallest thou, son of my sounding fame,

* And shall I, Oscar, never see thee more ?'

* When others* hear, in raptures, of their sons, 340

* / shall not hear of thee. On thy four stones

' Grey grows the moss ; and with a hollow sound

* There blows the mournful wind. Without his aid

* The battle shall be fought. The dark-brown hinds

* He shall no more pursue. When back from wars 315

* The hero comes, and tells of other lands,

" I ha\e beheld a tomb,' * he will announce,'

" The shaded dwelling of a chief of fame,

" Close l/V the roaring stream. The warrior fell

*' By car-borne Oscar, first of mortal men." 350

' / peradventure too shall hear his voice,

* And bright'ning joy beam orient in my soul.'

Full-charg'd with grief, down would the clouds of night

HaVe louring fall'n ; and sorrow's sable gloom

O'erhung the following morn :—our weeping chiefs, 355

Like dropping rocks on chill Moi-lena's plain,

I'orgetful of the war would have remain'd :

Had not the royal chief his grief dispers'd

And rais'd his mighty voice. Then, all at once,

As new-awuken'd from a transient dream, 360

Tlie rising chiefs lift up their heads around.
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* How long shall we upon Moi-lena weep,

* Or pour on U Din's verdant land our tears ?

* The inigJity never will to us return,

' Nor Oscar in his wonted strength arise. 365

* One day the valiant, in his turn, must fall,

< And on his hills his name no more be known.

Where, warriors, arc our fam'd forefathers gone ?

* Where arc the chiefs, the j)ride of other years ?

* Like stars, that once did shine, they each have set :— 370

* \A"e only hear the niem'ry of their praise.

* Yet) in their day, they each with lustre shone,

* The dread of other times. So, in the day
' Of our departure, warriors, shall we pass.

—

* Then, whilst it may, let fame be our pursuit, 375
* And our renown shall bright behind us shine

* ^Vith lustre, like the sun's last, raidiant beam,

* When redly in the west his head he hides.

* Ullin (my aged bard !) the bounding ship

* Of royal standard take ; and Oscar hence 380

* To Selma of the sounding harps convey.

* In sadness there let the Morvcnian fair

* 'Midst solemn dirges weep. In Erin's plains,

* Avengeful of great Cormac's fallen race,

* Fierce shall we fight. Dcclinant 1 perceive 385

* Tiic setting days of my advanced years,

* And feci the growing weakness of my arm.
' My fathers, to receive their hoary son,

* Bend kindly from their clouds. But yet, O chiefs,

* Btlbrc I bid departing life adieu, 390
* A beam ol fame once more on me shall rise:

' So fame shall crown the ev'ning of my days,

* As on the morning of my ycairs she 'rose.

* Hence shall my life once stream of brightness roll,

* The constant theme of future bards in sons;.' 395
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Ullin Ills albid sails rais'd on the main,

And from the south the prosp'rous breezes bleu^»

Whilst he tow'rds Sehna bounded on the waves,

Full-charg'd with grief, but silent, I remain'd.

The spreading feast is on Moi-lena serv'd, 400

And Cairbar's tomb a hundred heroes rear'd ;

But, o'er the chief, no solenm dirge is rais'd ;

For, blood and darkness had his soul obscur'd.

Stiil, Cormac's fall in mind the bards retain'd .'

But what could they in Cairbar's praise advance ? 405

The niglit came rolling down. The gleaming light

'Rose from an hundred oaks.—Beneath a tree

Sat Morven's chief: and hoary, in the midst,

Old Althan stood, and Cormac's fall rehears 'd :

—

Althan, the son of Conachar once of fame, 410

Car-borne Cuchullin's friend :—When Semo's son

With gen'rous I'orlath fought, with Cormac he

Amidst Temora's windy groves abode.

In Althan's eye the tear of pity stood,

And mournful was the melancholy tale. 415

* The setting sun high Dora's shaggy side

* With golden rays illum'd. The evening shades

* Of dusky grey descend. Temora's woods

* Shook with the blust'ring of th' inconstant wind,

* A cloud, at length, thick gather'd in the west, 49.^

* And from behiml its dusky edge a star

* Red-glitt'ring look'd. Alone within the grove

* I stood, and on the durk'ning air beheld

•• A stately ghost. From hiil to hill he strode,

* And dim upon iiis side his shield appear' d. 425

* 'Twas Semo's son :—the warrior's face I knew.

* But swift away he went upon his blast,

* And all around was dark. Mv soul wa'^ sad.

—
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* Straight to the hall of shells my way I sped,

* And found a thousand liohts bright-shhiing there. 430
' The hundred b:4rds had strung the dulcet lyre,

* And in the midst, bright as the morning-star

* (When it rejoices on the eastern hill,

* And its young- beams are moist with vernal show'rs)

< In youth's meridian lustre Cormac stood. 435
* The sword of Artho sparkled in his hand,

* And on its polish'd stud-s he look'd with ioy.

' To draw it, thrice he strove, and thrice he fail'd,

* Wide on his shoulders flows his yellow hair,

* And red appear his cheeks of youthful bloom. 44^
* Inward my soul was mournful, when I saw

* The beam of youth : for, he was soon to set.

" Althan !" (' he said ; and smiled as he spoke,')

" Hast thou beheld my father ? Sure, his arm
" Was strong : for, heavy is the royal sM'ord. 445
** O that, as when in rage his wrath arose,

*' Like him I were in fight ! So would I then,

" Cuchullin-like, Cantela's car-borne son

' Have dauntless met ! But (Althan !) on may come
" Years, which, at length, my youthful arm may sttel. 450
" Of high Temora's chief, great Scmo's son

*' (Say) hast thou heard ? Ere now, he with his fame

*' Back might have come ; for, he his promise gave

' That he this night most surely would return.

" Him with the plaudit-song my bards await, 455
" And wide my feast is in Temora spread.''

* Thus spoke the king ; and silent I remain'd :

* Yet bursting grief produc'd my flowing tears.

* Them with my aged locks I kept conceal'd,

* But, though represt my sorrow he perceiv'd. 460
*' O Conachar's son I" * to me, in haste, he said,'
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Is mossy Tura's royal cliieftain l.ow ?

Why bursts thy sigh in secret ? Why clcoccnds

The falling tear ? Does car-borne Torlath come ?

Or, comes red-haired Cairbar's sounding steel? 465

Surely, they come ! For I thy grief behold.

Low is the king of Tura!—Now to fight

Shall I not rush? But, lift I can't the spear.

O, that my arm Cuchullin's strength possess d !

Then soon would Cairbar fly

—

soon would the fame 470-

Of my forefathers, and the noble deeds

Of other times with lustre be renew'd."

* His bow he took.—From both his sparkling cj'es

Down flow the tears. Grief saddens all around.

Forth from their hundred harps the mournful bards

In sadness bend. Their trembling strings the blast

Lone—blowing touch'd:—the sound is sad and low .'

A mournful voice, as of a man in grief,

Is at a distance heard !—Returning back

From dark Slimora, 'twas ag'd Carril's voice.

Then, of Cuchullin's death, and his great deeds

He told the news. He said, that round his tomb

Sad stood the hosts : their arms lay on the ground.

Their thoughts no longer on the war were turn d,

For he, their lucent fire, was seen no more.

4S0

4S,:

" But who comes bounding," ' soft-voic'd Carril said,'

'.' With roe-like feet? Like trees upon the plain,

" With verdant branches crescent with the show'r,

-*' Stately they stand : their cheeks are soft and red :

*' But, fearless from their eyes forth look their souls ! 49(.>-

" Who, but the car-borne chiefs of Elba's groves,

" The sons of Usnoth.—Straight, on cv'ry side

"** (In semblance, like the remnant-strength of lire

*' Tho' half-extinct ; when, on their rustling v/ings,

Voi.JL N
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•' Forth from the desert sudden come the winds 495
** With force recruitive,) bright the people rise.

" Shrill sounded Caithbnt's shield of loud alarm,

" And bright in Nathofe brave CucliuIIin's form
*' The heroes saw. So roll'd his sparkling eyes :

*' Such, on the heath, his stately steps appcar'd.

—

500
*' Battles are fought at Lego, and the sword,

** Of Nathos overcomes. Soon in thy halls

" King of Temora's groves, him shalt thou see."

" And soon may I," * reply'd the Wue-ey'd king,'

" The noble chief behold ! Yet still, my soul

!

505
" Is for Cuchullin sad ! In my glad ear

" Sweet was his voice. To chase the dark-brown hinds,

" Which bounding brows'd on Dora's windy side,

*' Where many a deer we pierc'd, oft have we mov'd,

** Upon the hills unerring was his bow. 510

" Of mighty men he spoke. And, when he told

" My great forefathers' deeds, I felt my joy.

" But tuneful, at the feast, with all thy songs

" Sit thou, O bard : oft' have I heard thy voice.

*' In praise of fall'n Cuchullin of the shield, 515
** And of that mighty stranger, sweetly sing."

* With all the beams auroral of the east

* Day rose resplendent on Temora's groves.

* To the wide, festive hall, with steps of haste,

* Trathin, the son of hoary Gellama, came. 52(J

** Dark in the desert, king of Innis-fail,

*' A cloud I see !" * he said :' " a darUy cloud,

*^ At first it seem'd ;—but now a crowd of men,
** Before them, in his strength, one stately strides,

" And redly flies in wind his floating hair. 525
*' Bright to the eastern beam his bossy shield

*' Kcsponsive gleams. His spear is in his hand,"
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" Invite him then," ' the Kine; of Erin said,*

" Pronounce him welcome to Temora's feast.

" Son of the generous Gel lama, (know-— ) my hall 530

" Is frcciv open as the strHHgers' house!

" Perhaps, amidst the souml of his renown,

** Comes Etha's chief. Thou mighty stranger, hail

!

" Art thou of Cormac's friends ? But, Carril, see.'

** Dark and unlovely is the stranger's gait

!

535

" And he a glitt'ring sabre t(lso draAvs.

" Is that the son of Usnoth, ancient bard ?'*

" 'Tis not the son of Usnoth," ' Canil said,'

" But Atha's chief.—X) Cairbar of dark brow,

" vVhy to Temora's unprotected wails 540

" Com'st thou in arms? Let not thy sword of miglit

^' 'Gainst Cormac rise ! Where dost thou turn thy speed ?"

' On, in his darkness, forward still he pass'd,

' And seiz'd the myal hand. Young Cormac then

* His death foresaw, and rage 'rose in his eyes, 5i5

** Thou gloomy king of Atha, hence retire—

•

" AV'ith angry battle valiant Nathos comes,

" In Cormac's hall, because his arm is weak,

** Presumptive are thy deeds, thou gloomy chief."

—

* The sword of Cairbar pierc'd lorn Cormac's side: 550

* He in the halls of his forefathers fell.

* His pulchrid hair, beclotted with the dust,

* Dishevell'd lies! His blood is smoking round.'

" And art thou fall'n," * said Altham,' ** in thy halls,

" O noble Artho's son? CuchuUin's shield 555

* \\^as not at hand ; nor, thy brave father's spear.

" With grief the hills of Erin clouded stand,

" For, low the chief of the sad people lies

!

" May blessings rest, O Cormac, on thy soul ;

*' For, in thy youth has darkness on thee pass'd.'^ 5G0
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* To Cairbar's ears the words of Altlian came,

* And in the midst of darkness us he clos'd.

' Against the bards, though his grim soul was dark,

* He fear'd to stretch his sword.—In sohtude

* Long had we pin'd:—at length, to our great joy, 565

* Came noble Cathmor, From the cave our voice

* He heard, and red on Cairbar turn'd his eye,

" O Atha's chief," * he said,' " my troubled soul

" How long wilt thou afflict? Thy stony heart

"
Is like the desert-rock, and darkly roll 570

" Thy gloomy thoughts. But, with fraternal tie

** Since Cathmor stands in blood to thee ally'd,

" Thy battles he will fight. Yet, Cathmor's soul,

"
Is not like thine, thou feeble hand of war !

*' With thy dark deeds my bosom-light is stain'd; 575

" Nor will the bards my fame record in song.

^* Of Cathmor's bravry they perhaps may speak—
" Yet he for Cairbar fought ; they will aver.

** In silent mood they o'er my tomb will pass,

" Nor shall my fame be heard. Set free the bards, 5S0

" Cairbar ! they are the sons of other times.

" In other years, when green Temora's kings

*' No more abide, their voices shall be heard,"

• Forth, at the words of this prevailing chief,

* Direct we came, Him in his strength we saw 58^

* Like thee Fingal, when in the flow'r of youth

* Thou first didst lift the spear, he stately stood,

* His face M'as like the surface of the sun

* Of unabated light: for, o'er his face

* No darkness travell'd. But, to Ullin he, 580

* To aid the red-hair'd Cairbar's dark designs,

His thousands brought : and now he comes his death,

^ O king of woody Morven, to revenge.'
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' And let him come,' reply'd the royal tongue,

' I love a foe Hke Cuthmor, great in soul

:

595

* Fam"d are his battles, and his arm is strong.

' But, like a vapour 'round the marshy lake,

* Slow, hov'ring lours the groveling, little soul,

* It never rises on the verdant hill,

* Lest the fierce, roaring winds should meet it there : 600

* Forth from its mansion, in the cave obscure,

* The dart of death, at intervals, it sends.

* But, warriors, like our great forefathers' fame

* Are our young heroes. In the strength of youth

' They fight, they fall, their names are in the song. 605

* Though now Fingal, amidst his dark'ning years,

' Abidant is ;
yet, like an aged oak

' Across a stream obscure, he must not fall.

^ Near it, beneath the tempest prostrate laid,

* The hunter, when his lonely steps he takes, 610

" By what dire tempest fell that aged tree,"

* Slight he enquires : then, whistling, strides along.

* That our sad souls may now forget the past,

f Ye bards of Morven, raise the song of joy.

* Down from the clouds on us red look the stars 615

* From heav'n's expanse, and silently descend.

* Soon shall the beam of morn, grey on us rise,

* And Cormac's foes unveil.—The royal spear

* (O l-'illan I) take :—to Mora's dark-brown side

* Now speed thy way ; and cast thy eyes around, 620

« Like flames of fire, traversant o'er the heath.

* The enemies of Fingal watch, and observe

' The course of gen'rous Cathmor. Like the noise

* Of tumbling rocks, that in the desert fall,

* A distant sound I hear. But, lest through night 625

* They should approach, and Morven's fame expire ;

* At times, amidst thy way, strike thou thy shield.
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* Now I begin, my son, to be alone,

• And much I dread the fall of my renown.'

Then rose the voice symphonious of the bards, 630

And on the shield of Trenmor lean'd the king.

Descending slumber clos'd the royaJ eyes,

And in his dreams his future battles 'rose.

The num'rous host are sleeping all around.

Save dark-hair'd Fillan, watchful of the foe. 635

Whilst on a lonely, distant heath he treads,

We hear, at times, the clangor of his shield.

;end of book first.
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ARGUMENT.
THIS book opens, we may suppose, about midnight, with a soliloquy of Os-

sian, who had retired from the rest of the army, to mourn tor his son Oscar.
.Upon hearing the noise of Cathmor's army approaching, lie went to find out
his brother lillan, who kept tb.e w<itcli on the liill of Mora, in the front of
Kingal's army. In the conversation of the brothers, the episode of Conar,
the son of Trenraor, who was the first king of Ireland, is introduced ; wliicli

lays open the origin of the contests between tlie Cael and Fiibolg, the two
nations, who first possessed themselves of that island. Ossian kindles a fire

on Mora : upon which Cathmor desisted from the design, which he had
formed, of surprising the army of the Caledonians. He calls a council of
Jiis chiefs, reprimands I'oldath for advising a nighi-attack j as the Irish army
were so mucJi superior in number to the enemy. The baid Fonar introduces
the story of Crothar, the ancestor of the king; which throws further light

on the history of Ireland, and on the original pretensions of the family of
Atha to the throne of that kingdom. The Irish chiefs lie down to rest, and
Cathmor himself undertakes the watch. In his circuit round the army, he is

met by Ossian. The interview of tlie two heroes is described. Cathmor
obtains a promise from t)ssian, to order a funeral elegy to be sung over the
grave of Cairbar; it being the opinion of the times that the souls of the dea4
could not be happy, till their elegies were sung by a bard. Morning comes,
Cathmor and Ossian part : and the latter, casually meeting with Carrij, tbj
1-on of Kinfena, sends tiiat baid with a funeial-song to the lonib of Caiibsr.

BOOK II.

TRENMOR, abidant in ]ond, crldyin^ wind?.

Where rolls hoarse thunder in its dark-red course

And marks the troubled clouds ! Thy stormy halls

Expand, thou sire of heroes, and at hand,

With solemn dirges and half-viewless harp?,

In concert let the bards of old appear.

'Tis no mean dweller of the misty vak-—
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Ko obscure luintei- at his streams unknown,

But car-borne Oscar from the folds of war,

That claims his place.—Quick is thy change my son, 10

From what thou wert on dark Moi-lena's heath I

Enskirted in the blast, along the sky,

Rustling thou movest.—At the stream of night

Behold'st thou not thy father ? Hence alar

Sleep the Morvenian chiels. For, ot" a son 15

They undepriv'd remain :—but know, ye chiefs

Of streamy Morren, that to you is lost

No common hero.—^\Vho in martial strength,

(When, like the darkness of the crowded flood,

Against his side the stream of battle roU'd,) 20

Could with him peer? Why, then, in Ossian's soul

Should rise this dusky cloud ? In peril's hour

It ought to burn ; for, Erin's host is near:

—

Unaided and alone is MorA'cn's king.

Yet, whilst my arm can wield the beamy spear, 25

Alone, my father, never shalt thou be.

Attentive to tlie wind of niglit, I rose.

Girt in my rattling arms. No sound is heard

From Fillan's shield. Then, for Fingal's brave son

Trembling I shook : for, with late'brous aim, 30

Why should the foe advantage take by niglit,

And why the dark-hair'd warrior fail ?—Afar

Rise sullen murmurs, like the jarring noise

Of Lego's lake ; when in the days of frost

Down shrink its waters, and self-burst at once ©5

Resounds the cleaving ice. Then up to heaven

Look Lara's people and the storm foresee.

—

My steps are still advancing on the heath,

Whilst glittering in my hand is Oscar's spear,

Down from the studded arches of the sky 40

Red look'd the stars, I gleam'd along the night.
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Red look'd the stars. I gleam'd along the night.

From Mora's rock in posture bent I saw

Before me Fillun silent and attent.

The shouting of the foe he heard. His soul

With rapture 'rose. He heard my sounding tread, 45

And turn'd his hfted spear, and tlms began :

* Thou son of night, approachest thou in peace ?

* Or meetest thou my wrath ? For, rest assur'd,

' Whoever to the brave Fingal are foes,

* These are mij foes. Declare—or, feel ?wj/ steel. ^i)

* Tlie shield protective of high Morven's race,

* Rest well-assured, 'tis not in vain I stand.'

« Never in vain,' then I to him reply'd,

* May'st thou, O son of blue-ey'd Clatho, stand.

* Fingal begins now to be left alone, . 5^

* And darkness veils the ev'ning of his days.

* Yet still two sons, who ought to shine in war,

* Has he remaining, and in duty bound

* On his departing steps twin ligJits to beam:

* Son of Fingal,' reply'd the valiant youth, 60
* 'Tis not long since that I the warlike spear

* Began to raise. In war my glittering sword

* Few marks has made, yet is my flaming soul

* To martial deeds aspirant.
—

'Round the shield

* Of gen'rous Cathmor in rank order crowd 65

« The chiefs of Bolga.—On that shadowy heath

* They rank together.—Shall my fearless steps

* Their host approach ?—On echoing Cona's heath,

* When in the contest of the race we strove,

* To Oscar onhj was I known to yield.' 70

Vol. n.
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* Fillan, their host,' I to tlic hero suid,

* Approach thou shalt not, nor, lef'orc thy fame

* Is gone abroad, shalt thou in danger fall.

* When needful, /advance: in martial song

* My name is heard. I, from the skirts of night, 75
* Shall view their gleaming tribes. Of Oscar, why,

* My sigh to summon, Fillan, didst thou speak ?

* The warrior, till away the storm is roH'd,

* I must forget. Where danger threat'ning hangs,

* IVithln the soul, no sadness ought to duuell

;

SO
* Nor in the eye of war, thefalling tear,

* Until the din of arms upon the plain

* Had ceas'd, our ancestors their fall'n sons

* Left in oblivion. Then returning grief

* Look'd to the tomb, and mournful dirges 'rose. 85

* The brother of Trothal, first of mortal men,

* Was Conar. Dreadful gleam'd on every coast

* His sword victorious. In a thousand streams

* Of purple roll'd the blood of his slain foes.

* Sweet as a fragrant gale, his swelling fame 90

* Green Erin fill'd. The nations from around

* In Ullin met, and bless'd the valiant king—

i

* The king, descended from the land of hinds,

* Of their forefathers' race of high renoM-n.

* Amidst the darkness of their growing pride 95

* The southern chiefs assembled ; and their word*

* In Moma's horrid cave in secret mix'd.

* Thither, they said, their ancestorial ghosts

* Came frequent, darting from the chinky rocks

* Their forms of paleness, and of Bolga's fame 100'

* (Long held in honour) promptive to their minds.

* Subversive of great Conar 's sway, they said,

" Why should the son of streamy Morven reign."
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* Forth with the roar of all their hundred trihcs.

* Loud as the dcscrt-strcams, they cauie.—But firm 105

* As duraiit adunviiit, hctore them stood

* Undaunted Conar. Soon, on every si<Ie

* Tiieir broken ranks they roll'd. Yet, stubborn still,

* They oft' return'd ; and in fierce battle fell

* The sons of Ullin. 'J'hen, amidst the tombs 110

* Of his fall'n warriors, stood the potent king,

* And darkly bent in s^rief his mournful face.

* With shaded soul wrapt in itself, this chief,

* Where he must shortly fall, oft' mark'd the place;

* When, in his stren2;th, (on this disaster dire) 115

* Trathal, the chief of cloudy IVIorven, came,

* Nor came alone: for, aidant at his side,

* Great Colgar stood, his mighty warlike son
;

* Colgar the brave, sprung from the noble blood,

* That in white-bosom'd Solin-corma tiow'd. 120

* As from the halls, where pealing thunders roll,

* Trenmor descends in robes oi meteors made,

* Before him pouring o'er the troubled sea

* The turbid storm : so down to battle came

* Brave Colgar, wastive of the echoing field. 125

* Exulting o'er the hero's matchless feats

* The father stood : but soon an arrow came,

* His tomb without a tear was rais'd. The king

* Was to revenge his son.—In battle dire

* Forward in brightness was the royal course, 130

* Till Bolga yielded at her sounding streams.

* When smiling peace returned to the land,

* And his blue waves the king to Morven bore

:

* Then, on the fall of his brave son he thought,

* And pour'd the silent tear. Thrice did the bards, 135

* Where hoarsely echoes huge Furmono's cave,
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* Great Colgar's soul invoke. Him to the hills

* Of his own land they call'd: and in his mist

* He heard them.—Then, his sabre in the cave,

* To giadden his son's ghost, fam'd Trathal plac'd,' 140

Tlien Fillan thus : ' Renown'd wert thou in youth,

' O Colgar, son of Trathal !—But the king

* My sword bright-streaming on th' embattl'd field

* Has not remark'd. Promiscuous with the crowd

* 1 march to battle ; and without my fame 145

* Thence I return.—But—Ossian, near at hand

* 1 hear the foe move murmurant on the heath,

* As, when the hiils their groves with tremors shake,

* And not a blast pours from the darken'd sky,

* The thunder rolls embosom'd in the ground.* 159

Sudden, I turn'd upon my spear, and rais'd

From a huge oak the flame ascending high.

And spread it large on Mora's roaring wind.

Then in his course the gen'rous Cathmor stop'd:—

.

Gleaming he stood, as shines a glitt'ring rock, 155

Whose sides contain the wand'ring of chill blasts,

Which seize its echoing streams and them array

With icy garb : so stood the strangers' friend.

Heavy his locks wave in the current air.

In stature large, O streamy Atha's king, 160

Thou far exceed'st the rest of Erin's race

!

* Fonar, thou first of bards,' said Cathmor, * call

* The chiefs of Erin.—Red hair'd Cormar call,

* And dark-brow'd Malthos, with Maronnan fierce

* Of side-long-looking gloom: Turlotho's eye ^ 165
* Red-rolling : and the pride of Foldath too.

* Nor let Hidalla be forgot, whose voice

* In danger rattles like the sounding shovv'r,
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* When in the valley blasted by its force,

* Near Atha's stream cascadent it descends.' 170

In all the eclio of their clanging; arms

Tliey came : and forward to the royal voice,

As if puissant from a cloud of night

A ghost of their forefathers spoke, they bent.

Dreadful they glitter'd to the beam of light, 175

Like Brumo's stream, where falling waters roar

Coruscant to the nightly stranger's eye

With gleams responsive to the meteor's blaze,

Shudd'ring he stops amidst his lonely way,

And, wishful for the morn, looks tow'rds the sky. ISO

* W-hy,' said the king, * to pour the blood of foes

* By night, of choice, should Foldath take delight ?

* Fails he in battle in the beams of day,

* In armour hapless ? Few, to us opp^s'd,

* In number stand our foes. Why then in mist 185

* Should we be clad? In battles of their land

f The brave delight to shine.—O Moina's chief,

* Vain was thy counsel : for, thewatchful eyes

* Of Morven sleep not..—In the watch of night

* They stand, as eagles, on their mossy rocks, 190

* His roaring tribe of strength, beneath his cloud,

* Let each of us collect. For, Bolga's foes

* To meet, in light, to-morrow, now I move !

* The low-laid warrior, that now fights no more—

.

* Mighty was he : of Borbar-Luthul's race I" 195

Foldath reply'd :
* Nor were my steps unmark'd

* Before thy race. In light I Cairbar's foes

* Undaunted met ! the warrior prais'd my deeds.

* But lo I without a tear his lonely stone

* Was rais'd ! nor o er the kina; of Erin fall'n 200



106 TEMORA. [Book II.

* Sung one saJ bard ? And shall his haughty foes

* Along their mossy hills in pride rejoice ?

* No :—joy they shall not.'—He was i'oldath's friend.

* Our words in Monia's awful silent cave

* Were mix'd in secret, whilst to thee, a boy, 205
* The thistle's beard was pastime in the field.

* With Moma's sons, a race for valour fam'd,

* Abroad I'll rush, and in his dusky hills

* Detect the foe ; and low without his song

* Fingal, high Morvcn's grey-hair'd king, shall lie.' 210

• Dost thou suppose,'—then Atha's chief reply'd,

* Dost thou suj)pose that he, without his fame,

* Can fall (weak man I) in Erin ? Could the bards

* The tomb of great Fingal in silence pass ?

' The song would burst in secret ; and the sound 215
' ^^ ouid ghid the royal ghost.—\Anien thou shall fall,

* 'Tls tlicn the bard, forgetful of the song,

' Shall pass tlie tomb neglective.—Moma's chief,

* Though, like a tempest, thou in battle rage,

' Yet thou art dark.—Within his narrow house 220
' Do / green Erin's royal dwi forget ?

* To Cairbar low, the brother of my love,

* My soul not yet is lost.—V\'hcn I return'd

* 'Mid-t plaudit-lame, to Ath;i of (he streams,

* The beams of joy, which o'er his cloudy mind 225

* Traversant shone, o'bservant I beheld.'

T;ill they remOv'd beneath the royal woods,

Each to his own dark tribe : where on the heath

They humming roll'd, faint-glittering to the stars,

Like moving billows in a rocky bay 230

Before the nightly wind..—Beneath an oak

Lay Atha's chief: his shielJ, a dusky round,

On high was hung. Near him, against a rock.
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Lcan'd the fair stranger of Inis-luin:v's plains,

That l)eam of liglit, from Lumon of the roes 2.15

With wand'ring locks in graceful beauty come,

Rehearsant of the deeils of days long past.

Far 'rose the voice of Fonar ; whilst the song

In Lubar's growing roar, at times, is lost.

' At Atha's mossy stream,' begun the bard, 240

* First Crothar dwelt ; and, from the mountains brought,

* A tiiousand oaks his echoing hall compos'd.

* There 'round the bkie-ey'd chieftain's royal feast

* The people gather'd, faithful to his cause.

* But, who amongst his num'rous chiefs could |>eer 2i5

* With stately Crothar? In his presence 'rose

* Warriors of fire : and for him burst profound

* The virgin-sigh from heaving breasts, till then

* Strangers to love.—The first of Bolga's race

* The warrior was in green AInecma own'd, 250

* In Ullin, on Drumardo's moss-grown top,

* The chace he practis'd.—From the wood of groves

* Conlama's eye (brave Cathmin's daughter fair I)

* Blue-rolling look'd ; and with the secret sigh

* High rose her breast. Amidst her wand'ring locks 23-7

* Her beauteous head she bent. With lucid rays

* In look'd the full-orb'd moon, at night, and saw

* Her arms white-tossing; for, amidst her dreams,

* The mighty Crothar still her thoughts engag'd.

* Three festive days with Cathrain Crothar spent, 2G<^

* And on the fourth the bounding hinds they wak'd.

* With all her lovely steps Conlama mov'd

* Bright to the chase.—She in the narrow path

* Met Crotha; when, at once, from her fair hand

* Down fell the bow.—Half-hid b^neiirh her !ocl%s ' 2Cn
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* Her face away she turn'd. 'Twas then arose

* The loA'e of Crothar. He to Atha brought

* The maid white-bosom'd. Straight, the bards their song

* Raie'd in her presenee ; and around tlie fair,

* From UUin come, one stream of joy abode. 270

* Young Torloch's heart then full of hostile wrath,

* Who lov'd Con-lama of the snow-white hand,

* Repugnant rose. He to Alnecma came,

* To Atha of the roes, in arms enm aild.

* Then forth, opponent to the coming foe, 275

* Cormul, the brother of car-borne Crothar went :^
* He went

—

hwifell, and universal sighs

* Burst from the people. Then across the stream

* Silent and tall, enrob'd in darkness, came

* The strength of Crothar.—Soon the stubborn foe 28(r

* He from Alnecma roU'd with forcive might,

* And 'midst Con-lama's plaudits safe return'd.

* Battle on battle comes, and blood on blood

* Is pour'd around ; and frequent on the plain

* Arise the tombs of heroes. 'Round with ghosts 235

* Are hung the clouds of Erin : and around

* The echoing shield of Crothar, ranked close,

* The southern chieftains stand. Then, he with death

* The hostile paths approach'd.—By Ullin's streams

- The virgins wept ; and towards the misty hill 290

* Their eyes, amidst abortive tears, were turn'd

:

Yet, from its dusky folds no hunter came.

* Drear darkness o'er the land in silence hung,

* And lonely sigh'd the blasts on grassy tombs,

* De-:ccnding (like the vult'rine bird of heav'n 295

' With all his rustling wings, when he with joy

* The blast forsakes) from Morven of the groves
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* Conar, the arm of death, great Trenmor's son,

* Of direful pow'r advanc'd. His might he pour'd

* Along green Erin, whilst behind his sword 300

* Death dimly strode. Then, from his wastive course,

* As from a stream, which, from the desert-storm

* Fort'n bursting, rolls the fields, the swarth, the soil,

* With all their woods : the sons of Bolga fled.

* Him Crothar met in battle: but dismay'd 305

* Alnecma's warriors fled.—In grief of soul

* Slowly retir'd green Atha's vanquish'd chief.'

—

* Yet, sometime after, in the south he shone

—

* But dim : as, in autumnal days, the sun,

* When in his robes of vapour, Lara's streams 310

* He darkly visits witii his half-form'd beam.

' Enrob'd in dew the wither'd grass is seen,

* And all the field, though bright, in sadness lours.'

* Why wakes the bard before me,' Cathmor said,

* The memory of those, that fled in war ? 315

* Has some dim spirit from his dusky cloud,

' To frighten Cathmor from the roaring field

* With tales of old ; bent forward to thy ear ?

* To me, ye; dwellers of the folds of night,

* Your voice is but a blasts whose utmost might 320

* But takes the thistle's head, and strews around

* Its grisly beard on streams.

—

JVitliin my breaU

* Embssom'd is a voice, ivJiose promptive call

' No other hears.—His rising soul, from war

* Forbids the king of Erin back.to shrink.' 325

Abash'd the bard sinks back amidst the night,

And, bending o'er a stream, retired stood ;

On Atha's days, in solemn mood, he thought

—

The days when Cathmor heard his song with joy.

Vol. II. P



110 TEMORA. [Book II,

The winds arc In liis beard, and down hi;^ checks 330

The iH)!ling tears of bursting grief descend.

The silent hosts of Erin sleep around :

Cut down on Cuthmor's eyes no slumber falls.

Dark, in his soul, amidst his gloomy thoughts,

The low-laid Cairbar's shady ghost he saw : 335

Hirii, still remaining fameless in the song.

And shaded in a blast of night, he view'd.

Up he arose, and 'round the slumb'ring host

Silent he strode, and struck, at times, his shield.

On Mora's mountain of the bounding hinds 340

The air-borne clangor reached Ossian's ear*

* Fillan,' I said, * the sounding foes advance.

* I Jiear the shield of war. Assume thy post

* Within the narrow path. Their secret course'

* Shall Ossian mark.—If, roaring, o'er my fall 345
* The host shall pour; then, be thy buckler lieard:

* Awake the king upon his shady heath,

* Lest his renown at once should cease entire.'

Wide bounding o'er a stream, that in a field

Before the king of Atha darkly wound, .350

In all my rattling arms, at once, I strode.

Then, forward and obstructive of my course,

Green Atha's king with lifted spear advanc'd*

Kow, like two ghosts, that, bending from the clouds.

With strength oppos'd send forth the roaring winds, 355
Would we have fiercely mix'd in horrid fray ;

Had not th' high-crested helm of Erin's kings

By Ossian, at that crisis, been discern'dk

Above it, rustling in the nightly breeze,

W^ide spread the eagle's wing ; whilst through the plumes 3G0

Look'd a red star,—I stop'd the lifted spear.
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* Tlie helmet of kings,' said I, ' before me shines I

* Who art thou son of night ? Shall Ossian's spear,

* When thou art lowly laid, rise in renown':"'

At once, the gleaming lance he drop'd—the form 363

Growing before me scem'd.—Then, fortli in night

His hand he stretch'd, and spoke the words of kings :

' Friend of the ghosts of those, who brightly ahone

* In feats of war, meet I thee thus in shades ?

* In grovy Atha, in the days of feasts, 370
* Oft' liave I wish'd thy stately steps to meet:

—

* But why should now my beaming spear arise ?-—

.

* When, gleaming, in the heat of strife we bend,

^ Ossian, the sun, with bright, miiridian-^beama

* Must on us look, and indicate the deed. 375
* Hence, the fam'd place shall future warriors mark,

* And shuddering call the days of old to mind.

* It they shall tiiark, like the dread haunt of ghosts,

* Pleasant and drcatlful to the shivering soul.'

* And shall it be forgotten, I reply 'd, 3 SO

* That we did meet, and ivhere we meet in peace ?

* Is the remembrance of the din of war

' Al-xays delightful to the soul of man ?

' Behold we not, upborne on rapture's wings,

* The place where our forefathers held the feast ? 3Sa
' But, when the fields, where once in war they met,

* Our eyes behold, the tears in torrents rush.

' This stone, with all its moss, shall rise and stand

* In record speaking down to other years

:

" Here Cathmor and Ossian met, unmov'd by war! 390

" 'Twas here in -peace the dauntless warriors met !"

' W^hen thou, O stone, for evermore shalt fail ;

* And Lubar's stream entire be roH'd away

:

* Then, lonely shall the weary trav'Uer come,
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* And perad\cnttire here in rest recline. 395
* When o'er his head is roll'd the darken'd moon,

* Our shadowy forms may come, and with his dreams

* Mixinj^ remind him of tins noted place.

* But, Borbar-duthul's son thy grief bespeak—
* Say now—wliy turncst tliou so dark, away ? 4<)0

* Son of Fingal, hereafter, not forgot

* Shall we tiiese winds ascend.—Our martial deeds

* Are streams of light Ijefore the eyes of bards,—

•

* But dim on Atha's plains is darkness roU'd

:

* Low lies the royal chief, "without his song, 405
* Yet dim, as in the thunder's dark-red course

* The sicken'd moon shmes palely through a cloud,

* A beam from his rough soul tow'rds Cathmor gleam'd'.

Then, in reply, I said :
* My flaming wrath

* Dwells not, O Erin's son, within his house. 410

' From the late foe, low-laid within the plain,

* On eagle-wing my parting hatred flics.

' The song of bards shall shortly meet his car,

* And, bright'ning on his winds, shall Cairbar joy,'

FilPd with delight, the soul of Cathmor 'rose: 4.15

His shining dagger from his side he took,

And plac'd it gleaming in my peaceful hand.

He plac'd it in my hand, with heaving sighs,

And, in the depth of silence strode away ;

Whilst his departure I attent surveyed 420

As, on the darkly skirted heath, a ghost

Of shady form, with gliding motion, meets

The traveller by night, he dimly gleam'd.

W'ilh mystic accents, like the songs of old,

With morning strides th' unfinish'd shade away, 425
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I

But, who now comes from Lubar's winding vale ?
j

From the dusk foldings of the morning-mist ?
j

The drops of hea^-'n stand frequent on his head ;

He in the paths of mourners makes his steps.
|

'Tis Carril of other times, with sweetest voice 430 1

Returning sad from Tura's silent cave.
j

Through the thin foldings of the hazy mist, !

Dark in the rock the lonely place I see.

There, on the blast, that bends its yielding trees :

Perhaps Cuchullin sits.—Sweet is the song 435
j

Of fraa:rant morn from Erin's tuneful bard.
\

\

* Away the fearful waves, in shrinking crowds,

* At the shrill noise of thy approach, O sun,
\

* Speed their swift flight I When in thy locks grim death

* Is dimly folded :—when before thy course 4i0

* Thy vapours o'er the blasted host thou roll'st,

* O sun of heav'n, thy beauty dreadful shines !

—

* But, when thou lookest from thy parted cloud ;

* And with thy rays his dewy locks illum'st,
j

* The smiling hunter, shelt'ring at the rock 445 j

* Amidst the storm, rejoices at thy beam :

—

1

* Down from the cliff upon the streamy vale
j

* He looks and sees the low descent of roes.

* How long on war shalt thou, O sun, arise,
\

' And direful roll, a bloody shield, through heav'n ? 450

* Willi dusky wand'rlngs o'er thy gleaming face
j

* Th' approaching deaths of heroes I perceive!'
^ .

' Why wander Carril's words?—Enrob'd in grief

* Does hcav'n's bright fountain of the morning mourn ?

* Ever exulting in his lucent fire, 455
i

* Unstain'd he moves amidst his constant course.
i

* Roll on, thou careless light :—yet, from tiaj height '

\

< Perhaps tliou also, in thij turn, must fall :

—

\



lU TEMORA. [Book II.

* With dark approach thy dun and sickly robe

* May seize thee, struggling, in thy vaulted sky.' 460

* To Ossian's soul, O Carril,' I reply'd,

* Enrapt'ring are the accents of the song.

* 'Tis like the welcome show'r of vernal morn,

* That flies refrigerant through the rustling vale

* On which the sun, just rising from his rocks, 465

* Through the thin foldings of the vapour looks.

—

* But down to sit, amidst the strife of song,

* This is no time, O bard .'—^Bright, on the vale,

* Fingal appears in arms. The royal shield

* Flames in thy eyes.-^-Between his hoary locks 470

* The growing darkness his bright face pervades

;

• Does not that tomb beside the roaring stream

The eyes of Carril meet ?—With grisly heads

Beneath a bending oak three stones arise. 475

There low is laid a king.—Bright to the wind

Give thou his spirit. For, by fraternal tie

He is the Cathmor join'd !—His airy hall

Expand in haste !—To Cairbar's darken'd ghost

A stream of joy let thy soft song arise. 4S0

KND OF BOOK SECOND,



Cemora.

THE ARGUMENT.
JviORNUNCr coming on, Fingal, after a speech to his people, devolves theconj-

rfland on Caul, the son of Morni ; it being the custom of the times, tJiat tlie

king should not engage, till the necessity of affairs required his superior va-
lour and conduct. Tiie king and Ossian retire to the rock of Cormul, whicli
overlooked tlie field of battle. The bards sing a war-song. The general
conflict is described. Caul, the son of Morni, distinguishes himself, kills

Turlathon, chief of Meruth, and other chiefs of less name. On the other
hand, Foldath, who commanded the Uish army (for Cathmor, afterthe ex-
ample of Fingal, kept himself from battle) fights gallantly ; kills Connal,
chief of Dun-lora, and advances to engage Gaul himself. Gaul, in the mean
Jime, being wounded in the hand by a random arrow, is covered by lillan,
the son of I'ingal, who performs prodigies of valour. Niglit comes on. The
horn of Fingal recalls his army. The bards meet them, Vith a congratulatory-
song, in which the praises of Gaul and Fillan are particularly celebrated-
The chiefs sit down at a feast. Fingal misses Connal. The episode oc
Conoal and Duth-caron is introduced ; which throws furtijer light on the
ancient history of Ireland. Carril is dispatched to raise the tomb of Connal.
The action of this book takes up the second day, liom thecpening ef the
poem.

BOOK III.

NIGH the blue streams of Lubar's winding flood

Beneatli the bending hill of branchy roc*,

Wlio now appears ?'
(—Majestically tall

He on a mountain-oak, by nightly winds

Uprooted, leans:— ) Who, but great ComhaPs son,

Bright'ning amidst the last of his fam'd fields ?

Gray floats his Iiair upon the volant breeze.

And Luno'a flaming sword he half unsheathes.
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To the dark rolling of his foes, his eyes

Are tow'rds Moi-lena turn'd. Hark ! dost thou hear 10

The welcome echo of the royal voice ?

*Tis like the bursting of the desert stream

When to the field, with sultry drought bescorch'd.

Between its echoing rocks it rolls its way.

* Wide-skirted from the hills down comes the foe ! 15
* Strong as the durant rocks of my domain,

* On whose brown sides perpetual waters roll,

* Ye sons of Morven of the groves, arise.

* A beam of joy pervades my rising soul ;

* For, strong before me I perceive the foe. 20
* 'Tis when th' opposing foe is weak in arms,

* That from Fingal the bursting sigh is heard ;

* Lest fameless death should terminate his days,

* And darkness in oblivion veil his tomb.

* Against AInecma's host which of my chiefs 25
* Shall lead the war ? When threat'ning danger grows—
* 'Tis then alone my waving sword shall shine.

* Such was the constant usuage heretofore,

* Of Trenmor (ruler of the winds) ; and thus

* Blue shielded Trathal down to battle came.' 3(h

Approvant of the royal voice, the chiefs

Attentive bent :—the honour of the war

fiach darkly seems to claim. By halves they seem

Their mighty deeds to tell, and their red eyes

On Erin turn. But, far before the rest, 35

Stood Morni's son : in silence deep he sto(^d ;

For, who brave Gaul's atchievements had not heard ?

AVithin his soul the brightness of them rose.

His deathiul hand, in secret, seiz'd the sword:

The sword which, wh^n the strength of Morni fail'd, 40

Tlic warlike chief from, streamy Strumon brought.
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On his bright spear, amidst his wand'ring locks,

Stood Clatho's son. Thrice to Fingal his eyes

He rais'd ; and thrice, but with abo rtive pow'r,

To speak, assay'd.—For, of no feats in war 45

Could FiUan boast :-—at once he strode away*

He o'er a distant stream inclining stood :

The tear hung in his eye. The thistle's beard

At times he struck with his inverted spear.

Nor does the youth escape the royal eye :

—

50

Sidelong his rising son Fingal beheld.

Him he, with bursting joy, beheld, and turn'd

Amidst his crowded soul. The royal chief

Tow'rds Mora of the woods in silence turn'd.

With his large locks he veil'd the rolling tear, 55

And thus, at lengtli, his royal pleasure spoke,

* Thou Hrst of Morni's sone, and chief in fame,

* Thou durant rock, defiant of the storm

!

* For low-laid Cormac's race, with martial skill

* Lead thou the battle. For, no puerile staff 60

' Is thy dread spear ; nor is thy flaming sword

* An harmless beam of light.—Thou valiant son

' Of steed-borne Morni, mark the foe—destroy.—

i

' Fillan, with eye attent observe the chief:
^

* He is not calm in strife, hor in the fight 65

* Burns he regardless :—watch, my son, the king.

* He rolls in strength like Lubar's sweeping stream,

* But never foams and roars. From high, Fingal,

* On cloudy Mora, shall behold the war.

' Near to thy father, by the falling stream, 70
' Stand, Ossian, king of songs. Lift up the voice

* Q bards !—Morvenlans, move beneath the sound,

* Think, warriors, think! it is my latter field ;—

^

* 0"rrspread it, then, with never-fading light.'

Vui.U. Q
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As o'er an isle low-scited on the deep, 75

For many a dark-brown year the seat of mist,

When some dark ghost, in wrath, the billows heaves ;

At once the winds 'rise sudden, or afar

The troubled seas with angry motions roll

:

So terrible, wide-moving o'er the field, 80

Advanc'd with dauntless tread the sounding host.

Whilst bright between his strides the streamlets gleam'd,

In tallness Gaul before the forces mov'd ;

And, by his side, the tuneful song the bards

High-rais'd (at intervals, the shield he struck), 85

And on the skirted blast their voices rose,

* Dimly by night on Crona,' said the bards,

* There bursts a stream. It swells in its dark course

* Till morning's early beam. Then, from the hill

* With its gray-skirted rocks and hundred groves, 90
* Its streams descend white-foaming as they fall.

* From rocky Crona, and its falling floods,

* Far be my steps : for, death is tumbling there,

* Such, cloudy Morvcn's sons, be your dire force ;

* And, like a stream from bending Mora, pour, 95

* Who, from his car, on Clutha rises bright ?

' Before the king the hills in trouble stand I

* The dusky woods consenting echo give,

* And lighten at his sparkling, gleaming steel,

* See, how amidst the trembling foe he stands, 100

* Like Colgath's sportful ghost, when he descends

* Dispersant of the thick-embody 'd clouds,

* And rides triumphant on their eddying wings

!

* 'Tis valiant Morni of the bounding steeds !—
* Dreadful in might, be like thy father, Gaul. 105



Book III.] T E M O R A. 118

• Awide the gates of Selma's mansion stan;I,

* And tuneful bards the trembling harps assume :

* Ten youths robust the festive oak convey.

' A distant sunbeam marks the grovy hill,

' And o'er the fields, array 'd with malted grass, 110
* Swift fly the dusky billows of the blast.

* Say, Morven, why -should silence thee pervade ?

«' With all his light of fame the king returns.

* Did not the flaming battle on the plain

* As thunder roar ? Yet, peaceful is his brow. 115

* It roar'd, and Morven's mighty king prevail'd.

* Filian, be like thy father, strong in war.'

Beneath the song they njov'd. High wav'd their arms.

As rushy fields beneath autumnal winds.

Bright in his arms on Mora stood the king, 120

Whilst 'round his buckler broad, as on a bough

Aloft it hung on Cormul's mossy rock.

Dusk flew the mist.—In silence by Fingal

I stood; and (lest mine eyes should see the host.

And thence my swelling soul perforce should rush) 125

On shadowy Cromla's wood my eyes I turn'd.

With foot advanceant on the dark-brown heath

1 glitter'd tall, in shining steel beclad.

So, sparkling shines huge Tromo's falling stream,

By nightly winds l)egirt with ice constrict. 130

Aloft, and gleaming to the early beam.

The boy beholds it, and attentive turns

His bending ear; and in amazement stands',

Intransed by the smallness of the sound.

Nor, like a youth within a peaceful field, 135

Bent Cathmor o'er a stream : for, wide the war,

A dark and troubled wave, at once he drew.

—

But, when Fingal on Mora he beheld,
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His s;cn'i"ous pride arose :
—

* Shall Atha's chief

* Fii^ht in the fit-Id without a royal foe ? 140

* Foldath,' he said, ' my people forth conduct :—

.

* As gleams a beam of fire, thou shin'st in war.'

Forth, like a cloud (the airy robe of ghosts),

Advanc'd the chief of Moma. From his side

His sword, bright-gleaming like a flame, he drew, 145

And bade the battle move.—Like ridgy waves,

Dark pour the tribes their gath'ring strength around.

Haughty he strides before them, and his eye

Red rolls in wrath. He call'd Dunr^thon's chief.

And thus his measures to arrange was heard. 150

* That path, which verdant winds behind the foe,

' Conspicuous, Cormul, to thy view appears.

' There place thy people, guardant of the ground,

* Lest Morven should my deathful sword avoid,

' Bards of green-valley'd Erin, let no voice 155

* Of yours arise.—r-Unfam'd in tuneful song

* Must Morven's sons, great Cairbar's deadly foes,

* Fall in the war. Their dark and foggy mist

* On Lena wand'ring with their shady ghosts,

' Beside the reedy lake, in midnight gloom 160

* Hereafter shall the shaking trov'llcr meet.

^ To the bright dome of thin, transparent winds,

' W'itliout the song, they never shall ascend.'

Fierce Cormul darken'd as he went; his tribes

Behind him rush'd. Beyond the rock they sunk.-rr- 165

Then Gaul, whose watchful eye pursu'd and mark'd

Piiniatho's dark-ey'd king's latebrpus course.

To Lilian of Moruth spoke and gave command:
* I'he steps of Cormul thou perceiv'st ; exert

* Thy arm ol' strength,-—Low when the chieftuin lies, 170
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* Son of Fingal, remember Gaul in war.

* Amidst the moving ridge of bossy shields,

* Here forward into battle fierce 1 fall.'

The sign of death, the sound of Morni'g shield

Dreadful arose. Gaul pour'd his voice between.^ 175

High rose Fingal on Mora ; and beheld

From wing to wing them bending in the strife.

In gleaming brightness on his own dark hill

The royal strength of Atha also stood.

So, radiant stand, each on his gloomy cloud, 180

Two ghosts of heav'n, when in their might abroad

They pour the winds, and lift the roaring seas.

The waves blue-tumbling, mark'd with yawning gulphs.

The paths of whales, distinctly they behold :

Yet, bright and undisturb'd thcirselves remain, 185

With locks of mist, light rising in the gale.

What splendent beam of light high hangs in air ?

'Tis Morni's dreadful sword. Death on thy paths,

O Gaul, is strcw'd. Together in thy rage

Those paths are join'd and blended by thy tread. 190

Like a young oak, with all his branches 'round

Turlathon falls.—To the returning king,

Amidst her sleep by gurgling Moruth's stream.

His spouse, high-bosom'd, forth her snow-white arms.

In dreams in her disorder'd locks, protrudes. 195

Oichoma, 'tis his ghost. Thy chief is low,—-

•

No more, attentive to the wind's blue course,

Turlathon's echoing shield expect. 'Tis pierc'd

Close by his streams :-^its sound is past away.

Not peaceful is great Foldath's hand : in blood 200

His course he winds. Him Connal met in fight,

And terrible their clanging shields they mix'd.
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^^'hy should mine eyes behold the carnage dire

!

Grey, Connal, are thy locks of years advanc'd !

TIjou, at Dun-Iora's rock with moss o'crspread, 205

Open to strangers bid'st thy house to stand.

When louring skies in clouds of night were roll'd,

Tlie feast was spread ; whilst, at thy burning oak,

The winds without the joyful stranger heard.

Duth-carou's son ! why art thou laid in blood ! 210

Above thee bends the blasted tree ; and near.

In pieces, lies thy shield. Hot with the stream

Thy blood is mixd, thou breaker of the shields !

In wrath I took the spear ; but on the f(ie

Gaul foi-ward rush'd, and by his stately side 215

Unnotic'd pass'd the weak : on Moma's chief

Bis flaming rage is turn'd. Their deathful spears

Kow had they rdis'd—unseen an arrow came.

The hand of Gaul it pierc'd ; and to the earth

Down sounding fell his steel.—With Cormul's shield 220

Young Fillan came, and huge before the king

Stretch'd its expanse. Exultant Foldath sent

The shout abroad and kindled all the field.

So lifts ihc sullen blast, with stormy roar

Through Lumen's echoing groves, the broad-wing'd flame. 225

O biue-ey'd Ckdhc^'s son,' tlicn said great Gaul,

*' Thou art a welcome, genial beam from heav'n,

* That adventitious o'er the troubled main

* Binds up the tempest's wing.—Before thy sword

* Is Cormul Ihirn. In thy forefathers' i^ime 230

* Early thou shin'st. Great heed, my hero, take,

* Nor rush too far ; for, thy brave arm to aid,

*' I cannot! liit the spear, I therefore stand

* Harmless in liattle ; but, my voice abroad

* Shall in its wonted, echoing strength be pour'd. 235
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* It shall the valiant sons of Morven hear,
'

* W iiilst they to mind my former deeds recall.*

Dreadful his voice rose on the frcsh'ning wind,
]

And in the fight impetuous bend the host.
'

Oft, when he call'd them to the chase of hinds, 210

At Strumon had they heard him.—Tall he stood
;

Amidst the gathering of the growing war.

So, in the skirts wild^^broken of a storm.

Majestic stands the stately, tow'ring oak.

One while, on high, 'tis cloth'd with dusky mist

;

245 '

Then, shews its broad and waving iiead ,* by turns.
]

From his own rushy field, to view the scene, • ,,

The musing hunter lifts his wond'ring eye. - i

O Fillan, through the path of thy renowa ]

My soul pursues thee. Thou before thy might 250 '

RoUedst the foe. Perchance now from thy steel
\

Would Foldath fly :—but, night with all its clouds i

Came thick'ning down, and Cathmor's horn was heard.

—

Fingal's loud voice, from Mora's gather'd mist,
\

The sons of Morven heard. The bards their song 255 '

On the returning war now pour'd, like dew,

* Amid t her wand'ring locks, who comes,' they said, ;

* From roaring Strumon? Up tow'rds Erin she
I

* Her blue -eyes lifts :—>sad in her steps she moves,

* Why Evirrchoma, art thou sad ?—In fame 260
* Who emulates thy chief? Down to the war

\

* He dreadful went, and splendid, as a light
j

* Forth darting from a cloud opaque, returns. ;

* In wrath the sword he lifted liigh, and quick .^. '

* Before blue-i^hieldcd Gaul back shrunk \hv foe. ^265
j
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* Joy, like the rustling gale, the royal soul

* Pervades entire. The battles of old, the days

* Wherein his fathers fought, to mind recur,

* Fresh on Fingal's glad mind, as he beholds

* His son's renown, the days of old return. 270

* As on a tree, which his fond beams have rais'd,

* Whilst on the heath its lonely head it shakes,

* Down from his cloud the sun with gladness looks

:

* So Fillan's return the king with rapture views.

* As, when green Lara's fields are still and dark, 275

' Hoarse rolls the thunder on the trembling hills ;

* Such to the ear are Morven's mighty steps:—

* Pleasant and dreadful they at once are heard.

* With all their sound they from the field of blood

* Return, like eagles to their dark-brow'd rock, 280
* When the dun ofl'spring of the bounding hind,

* Their late-fall'n prey, lies mangled on the plain.

* Down \vith delight from their bright-skirted clouds

* Your fathers, sons of streamy Cona, lookt'

Such was the mighty music of the bards, 285

On Mora of the hinds. A spreading flame

'Rose from a hundred oaks, from Cormul's steep

Uprooted by the storms of roaring winds.

Around the feast, which in the midst was spread.

Sat down the gleaming chiefs. In all his strength 290

Fingal was there, and from the vult'rine plumes.

His helm encresting, rose a whistling sound.

The rustling blast, which from the westward blew.

Unequal rush'd through night.—In silence long

'Round look'd the king. At length, his words were heard»

* My soul still feels a want amidst our joy,

* A breach among my friends I sec ; and low
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* Is one tree's head. In pours tlie squally wind
' On Selma.—Say, where is Dun-lora's chief ?

* Ought he to be forgotten at the feast ? 3()0

* When, in the mansions of his echoing hall

* Did he forget the stranger ? 'IMongst my liost

* No voice is heard !—Then, Connal is no more !

* Joy meet thee, warrior, like a stream of light

;

* And swift, enfolded in the mountain-winds, 305

* To thy forefathers be thy airy course

!

* Ossian, tliy soul is fire', of this good king

' The mem'ry kindle :—the wars of Connal 'wake,

* When first in battle he shone.—The flowing locks

' Of Connal floated gray. His days of youth 31()

* Were mix'd with mine. Duth-caron, in one day,

* Our bows against Dun-lora's roes first strung.'

* Many,' I said, * to battle are our paths,

' In green-hill'd Inis-fail. Oft' 'rose our sails,

* O'er the blue-tumbling waves, in other days, 315

* When we to aid the race of Conar came.

* Once, by Duth-ula's headstrong, foaming stre.ims,

* The deathful strife in green AInecma roar'd.

* Down to the war from cloudy Morven came

* Duth-caron's aid with Cormac's strength conjoin'd. 320

* Nor came the brave Duth-caron there alone.

* His son was by his side, the long-hair'd youth

' Of Connal, with the first of his bright spears.

' To aid the king of Erin, thou Fingal,

' Clad in thy arms assum'dst the chief command. 3i.''

* As bursts a stream in all its strength, to war

* The sons of Bolga rush'd. Before them dark

' Blue-streaming Atha's chief, Colc-ulla mov'd.

Upon the plain, as meet two stormy seas,

Mix'd was the battle.—As his forefathers' forms, 370

Vol. II. K
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« In his own strife bright Cormac's valour shone.

« But fierce Duth-caron, far before tlie rest,

' Hew'd down the foe. Nor, by his father's side,

* Slept Connal's arm. Fierce Atha's battling steel

* Prevail'd upon the plain :—like scatter'd mist 335

« The people of Ullin back, retreating, fled.

* Then 'rose Duth-caron's sabre, and the steel,

* Which in the strife broad-shielded Connal wore.

* They, like two rocks, with all their heads of pine,

* Over their friends amidst retreating flight 3iO

* A shade effective plac'd.—When falling clouds

* Duth-ula's plains envelop'd in black night,

* Along the field the chiefs in silence strode.

* Loud roar'd, across the path, a mountain-stream,

* Nor o'er its channel could Duth-caron bound. 345

" Why stands my potent father ?" * Connal said :'

" I hear the rushing of the roaring foe."

" Fly, Connal," * he reply'd,' " thy father's strength

" Begins to fail :—here let me rest in night

:

" Wounded from battle hither am I come."—

^

350

** But unattended thou shalt not remain,"

* Said Connal's bursting sigh.' " Dun-lora's chief

" To hide, my shield is like an eagle's wing,"

* He darkly bends above the bleeding chief,

* And in his strength the brave Dutli-caron dies. 355

* Day rose, and night return'd : yet on the heath

* In thoughtful mood appear 'd no lonely bard.

* Could gen'rous Connal leave his father's tomb,

* Till the dead warrior should his fame receive ?

* Against Duth-ula's roes he bent the bow, 1^0

* And spread the lonely feast. He on the tomb

* Seven uigiits repos'd his bead ; and in his dreams
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* His father's dusk and troubled form beheld,

* Dark, in a blast, like reedy Lego's mist,

* Convolvent roll'd his father's ghost he saw.

—

3.65

* At length, deep-musing, tuneful Colgan came,

« The bard of high Temora of the groves.

* His lasting fame Duth-caron then recelv'd,

* Bright'ning in air as on the wind he rose,"

Delightful to the ear,' then said Fingal, 370

* The praises of the kings of men resound ;

* Whose bows are strong in battle ; but, again,

* Who melt in pity, when the sad they sec.

* Thus, when the bards shall clear my rising soul,

* EnroU'd in fame bright let my name remain. 37S

* Carril, Kinfena s son, now take the bards,

* And raise a ridgy tomb. This night in peace,

* Within his narrow house let Connal dwell ;

* Nor let the valiant soul on winds remain.

« Through the broad-headed, waving mountain-groves 380

* The, moon, faint-glimmering, on Moi-lena shines,

* Beneath its beams, oi' all the fall'n in war

* The mem'ry to record, the stones erect.

* Though they rank'd not as chiefs, yet still their hands

* In fight were stout and strong. In danger they 3Sj

* Wei-e my firm rock—and they, the mountain strong,

* From which my eagle-wings, in plumes, I spread.

' Thence sprung for me a fountain of renown,

* Carri!, let not oblivion veil the low.

Loud, from the hundred bards, at once, the song 390

Of fun'ral dirge arose, Kinfena's son

Before them strode. Behind him sound their strains,

Like murm'ring streams ; whilst in Moi-lena's vales

(Where each, with its own darkly-gliding streams,

Deep winds between the hills), still silence dwells. 393
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The solemn voices of the mournful bards

Still less'ning, as along they mov'd, I heard.

Forward in posture from my shield I lean'd.

And felt the kindling of my glowing soul.

Forth eager burst, upon the nightly breeze, 400

The half-form'd accents of my embryo-song.

So, hears a tree, lone standing in the vale

The voice of spring around. With shooting leaves

It hails the sun, and shakes its verdant head.

The breeze-borne humming of the mountain-bee 405

Near it is heard, and from the blasted heath

The hunter sees it with ecstatic joy.

Young Fillan distant stood, and on the ground

His helmet glitt'ring lay. Loose to the blast

Is his dark hair ; and, like a beam of light, 410

Leaning upon his spear, stood Clatho's son ;

List'ning with gladness to the royal voice.

Car-borne Fingal then said :
* My valiant son !

* Thy deeds I saw, and gladness fiU'd my soul

!

*• Bright from its black and gather'd cloud," * I said,' 415

" Bursts our forefathers' fame." ' O Clatho's son,

Brave is thy soul, but headlong in the strife.

• Fingal, though ever fearless of the foe,

• Not so advanc'd. Behind thee keep thy host

' Close-ridg'd.- They are thy buhvark in the field. 420

' Then, shall renown long clothe thy honour'd name,

* And thou the tombs of thy forefathers see.

* Fresh to my thoughts the mem'ry of the past,

* My deeds in other years perform'd (when first

• On the green-valley'd isle, amidst the host, 425

* I bounding came from ocean), now return.'
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Attentive to tlie royal voice we bend,

Whilst the pale moon looks from her cloud abroad :

Near, with her dusk, grey-skirted comes the mist,

The vap'ry dwelling of the ghosts of air. 450

END OF BOOK THIRD,
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ARGUMENT.
THE second night continues. Fingal lelates, at tlie feast, his owvi first expe-

dition into Ireland, and his marriage with Ros-crana, the daughter of Cor mac,
king of tliat island. The Irish chiefs convene in the presence of (^athmor.
The situation of the king described. The story of Snl-raalla, the daughter
of Conmor, king of Inis-iiuna, who, in the disguise of a young warrior, had
followed Cathmor to the war. The sullen behaviour of Foldath, wlio had
commanded in the battle of the preceding day, renews the difference be-
tween him and Malthos; but Cathmor interposing, ends it. The chiefs

feast, aod hear the song of Fonar the bard. Caihnior retires to rest, at a
distance from the army. The ghost of liis brother Cairbar appears to him
in a dream ; and obscurely foietels the issue of the war. The soliloquy of

the king. He discovers Sul-malln. Morning comes. Her soliloquy closes
the book.

BOOK IV.

* ON Selma's f^trcamy rock>' then said the king.

Beneath an oak I sat, when from the sea

'Rose Connal, with Duth-caron's broken spear.

Far distant stood the youth, whilst his sad eyes

Away he turn'd ; for, on his own green hills, 3

Where once his father walk'd, he thought in grief,

I darkcn'd in ni)'- place, and o'er my soul

Roll'd dusky thoughts.—Before my presence 'rose

The kings of Erin. Then, my flaming sword

I half-unsheath'd, when slow approach'd the chiefs 10
With silent eyes uplifted. Still they stood

(As stationed hangs a ridge of stormy clouds)
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* Expectant of the bursting of my voice ;

* Which was to them a forcive wind from heav'n,

* The dusky mountain-mist away to roll. 15

* To rise before the roar of Cona's v/ind

* My albid sails I bade. Three hundred youths,

* Up from their waves, upon my bossy shield

* Attentive look'd. Aloft upon the mast

* It hung and mark'd the dark-blue sea beneath 20

* With answ'ring shade. But when the night came down,

* The warning boss at intervals I struck

—

* I struck, and, upward, for Ul-erin look'd,

* With fiery hair. Nor was the star of heav'n

* Lost to my eyes : for, red between the clouds, 25

* It made its way, whilst I the lovely beam,

* On the faint-gleaming deep, in haste pursu'd.

* Enrob'd in mist 'rose Erin, with the morn :

—

* Into Moi-lena's bay, in echoing Avoods

-* Einbosom'd, where its azure-waters roU'd, 30
* Shortly we came. Here, in his secret hall,

* Coic-ulla's strength to shun, was Cormac clos'd.

* Nor this dark foe did he alone avoid :

* Ros-crana, with blue eyes, is also there,

* The maid, white-handed, daughter of the king. 55

* Gray, on his pointless spear, forth SiOwly came
* The aged steps of Cormac. From his locks,

* Wide-waving, came the smile ; but in his soul

* Sat grief corrosive. In his presence few

* Us he beheld, and deep arose his sigh. 40
" 'Tis true," ' he said,' " great Trenmor's arms I see

;

" And these, too, are the steps of Morven's king !

** Fingal ! to Cormac's darken'd soul thou shin'st

" A beam of light; and, early is thy fame,

" My son : but strong are Erin's dark'ning foes. 45
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" They in the land, like streamy torrents, roar,

*' O son of car-borne Comhal, Morven's chief."

" Yet," * in my rising soul I said,' " away
" They may be roll'd. King of blue-shielded hosts,

** Not of the race of weakness are we sprung. 5()

** Why, like a ghost of night, should pallid fear

" Amongst us come ?—As foes upon the field

** Increase, the rising souls of warlike men
** Grow in proportion. On the young in war,
*' O king of Erin's plains, no darkness roll." 55

* Whilst bursting tears came down from Erin's king,

* He seiz'd my hand in silence, and reply'd :

" Race of the daring Trenmor, I no cloud

" Before thee roll. In ancestorial fire

** Fervent thou burn'st ; and I behold the flame, 60
** Thy course in battles, like a stream of light,

" It marks characteristic. But th' approach

*' Of Cairbar wait, my son must join thy sword.

" From distant streams all Ullin's sons he calls."

* Then to the mansion of the royal chief, 65

* Where stately, and inclos'd by rocks antique

* It rose, we came : roclis, on whose shady sides.

* Enflutcd were the marks of streams of old.

* Broad oaks around bent with their grisly moss ;

< And the thick birch high waves its verdant head. 70

* Half hid, within her shady grove, the song

' Ros-crana rais'd. Upoa the dulcet lyre

' Her hands of whiteness rose. Her beauteous eyes

' Blue-rolling I beheld.—A spirit of heav'n

* Half-folded in a broken cloud she scem'd. 75
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• Three festive days we at Mol-Iena spent,

* And bright amidst my troubled soul she rose.

* Cormac beheld me dark. He gave the maid

* With snow-white bosom.—Then, with bending eye,

* Amidst the wand'ring of her tressy locks, SO

* She came. She came : and, straight, the battle roar'd.

* Colc-ulla rush'd. My spear I seiz'd.—My sword

* Rose with my people, 'gainst the ridgy foe.

* AInecma fled ; Colc-ulla fell ,- and back

* Amidst renown, Fingal victorious came. 65

* O Fillan him, who in his people's strength

' Fights, fame will crown. His steps, through lands hostile,

* The bard pursues. But, he who fights alone

—

* Few are Itis deeds to other times.—A light

* Mighty he shines to-day :—to-morrow, low. 90

' His fame one song contains. On one darTc field

* His name remains. His mem'ry lies forgot,

* Save where his tomb sends forth the tufted grass.'

In words like these, on Mora of the roes,

Fingal his deeds and thoughts rehears'd. Three bards, 95

From Cormul's rock, pour'd down in graceful strains

The song melodious. Slumber, in the sound,

On the broad-skirted host descended sweet.^

From the rais'd tomb of dark Dun-lora's king

Carril, attended by the bards, return'd. 100

Not to the bed, where low the hero sleeps

In darkness, shall the voice of morning come.

No more, around thy narrow, silent house,

Shall the fleet roes with boundings meet thy car.

As round a nightly meteor roll the clouds 105

With troubled motion, when their dark-brown sides

They brighten with its liglit, whilst raging svv^ells

Vol. II. S
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Tlie rolling, heaving sea: so Erin's host

Around the gleaming form of Atha's king

In crowds conven'd, whilst stately in the midst, 110

Careless, he lifts, at times, the pond'rous spear,

As swells or falls the distant, tuneful harp

By Fonar touch'd. Near him, against a rock,

Sul-malla lean'd, the snow-white bosom'd maid,

The daughter of Con-mor, Inis-huna's king, 115

"With eyes blue-rolling, from the land of i-«es.

To Con-mor's aid blue-shielded Cathmor came,

And roll'd away his foes. His stately mien

Within the festive hall Sul-malla saw ;

Nor on the long-hair'd maid of matchless form 120

With heedless unconcern roll'd Cathmor's eyes.

The third day 'rose.—From Erin of the streams

Came Fithil, and of Morven's bossy shield

Uplifted, and red hair'd Cairbar's plight

With danger pregnant, spoke:—straight, Cathmor rais'd 125

The sail at Cluba: but in other lands

The winds abode. He, therefore, on the coast

Three days remain'd, and turn'd on Con-mor's halls

Steadfast his eyes. For, in his lab'ring mind

The stranger's daughter ran, and from his breast 130

'Rose the deep sigh.—Now, when th' approaching gales

Awak'd the wave, descending from tlie hill

Appear'd a youth in shining armour clad ;

To lift with Cathmor in his echoing field

The sword of battle. 'Twas the white arm'd fair, 135

Sul-malla ; who in secret beauty dwelt

Beneath the helmet. In the king's own path

Her steps abode; and still on Atha's chief,

W'hen by his roaring streams he lay, her eyes

Rolled incessant. Yet, the chief suppos'd 140



Book IV.] T E M O R A. 134

That still on Lumon slie pursu'd the roes,

Or, splendent on a rock she to the wind

Her white-hand stretch'd, observant of its course

Whether with friendly gales from luis-fail.

The verdant dwelling of her love, it blew. 145

He, with his sails white-bosom'd, to return

Had pledg'd his promise.—Near thee, Atha's king,

Keposing on her rock the maid abides.

Around, the stately persons of the clijefs

(All, but the dark-brow'd Foldath) stood,—Beneath 150

A distant tree, roH'd in his haughty soul.

He stood in darkness, whilst his bushy hair

Whistl'd in wind. At intervals, a song

In hums breaks forth. At length, the sturdy tree

In wrath he struck, and rush'd before the king. 155

Stately and calm, before the beaming oak

'Rose young Hidalla's form. His flowing hair

In wreaths ot' wa\ing light, around his cheek

O'ercast with blushes, falls. When he the lyre

\A"ithin his hall, near roaruig waters, touchd, IGO

In Clonra, in his ancestorial vale,

Soft were the accents of his tuneful voice.

* Now is the time for feasts, O Erin's king,*

Begun the youth :
' Now give the bards command

* To raise the voice, and roll the night away.

—

163

* More terrible to war, vi-hen rous'd with song,

* The soul returns. Upon green Inis-fail

' Thick darkness settles, and, from hill to hill,

* Descending, bend the skirted clouds.—rFar off

* And gray upon the dusky heath are seen 170
' The dreadful strides of ghosts : the ghosts of those,

* \Vho fell, bend forward, list'ning to their song.

* Bid thou the harps to rise, and, at the sound,

* The dead shall brighten on their waud'ring blasts.'
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' Be all the dead forgot,' then Foldath said, 175

In bursting wrath. ' In fight upon the field

' Did not I fail ? And, shall 1 hear the^ong?

* Yet without harm was not my course in fight:

* Blood stream'd around my steps.—But, in my rear ISO

* Abode the weak, and hence the foe escap'd

* My flaming sword. Therefore in Clon-ra's vale

' Touch thou the harp, and, answ'ring to thy voice,

* Let Dura sound ; whilst from the neighb'ring grove

* On thy long, yellow locks some virgin looks. 185
' From Lubar's echoing plain, the field of death,

* Where heroes strive, thou needles harper, fly.'

Then Malthos thus :
* 'Tis thine to lead in war,

* King of Temora.—On the dark-brown field

* Thou to our eyes art flaming as a fire, 190

* Thou quick and fierce, as rolls the rushing blast,

* O'er hosts hast forc'd thy way, and low in blood

* Them laid. Yet, when thou from the roaring field

* Victorious cam'st, what ear has heard thy words ?

* In death the lorathful only take delight. 195

* On the dire wounds their deathful spears have made,

* Dark in their souls, their 'vengeful minds repose.

* Strife is enfolded in their tlioughts : their words

* Frequent are heard. O Moma's chief, tiiy course

* Was like a troubi'd stream. On thy dark path 200

* Wore fbll'd the dead:—yet, others too the spear

* With warlike prowess lift. Nor in thy rear

* Remain'd we feeble, but the foe was strong.'

The bending forward and the rising rage

Of either chief, the gen'rous king pcrceiv'd. 205

Jor, half-unsheath'd, their glitt'ring swords they held,

And roH'd their silent eyes.—In horrid fiiiy

Now dreadful had they mk'd, had not the breast
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Of Githmor biirn'cl with wrath. His sword he drew
j

(Which gleamVl in night responsive to the oak 210 j

High-flamins;), and in intervention said :
"

* Your swelHng souls, ye sons of pride, allay,
\

* In night retire : w.hy shoiild my rage arise?

* With both in arms should I contend? For strife

* This is no time :—ye clouds at my repast, 215

* Retire. Awake my kindling soul no more.'

Then, from the king on either side they sunk,
i

So, vanish quickly from the rays of jnorn, I

Two rolling columns of dark-vappur'd mist,
j

When on its glitt'ring rocks thp orient sun, 22© j

Between them darts. Obscure od .eithpr ^ide. I

Eiich rolls, retiring to its reedy pool. ]

In silence sat the chieftains at the feast. i

At times on Atha's king, where on his rock I

He strode amidst the setting of his soul, 225". 1

They look'd.—At length, upon jVIoi-lena fell
j

The shades of sleep,, and on the field of war
;

The host repos'd.—Beneath his distant tree !

Rose Fonar's voice alone.—In.Cathmor's praise
|

Larthon of Lumen's son, it sweetly 'rose.. 2.J0 ^

But Cathmor heard not.r—At the roaring stream
'

The warrior lay, whilst o'er his whistling locks
|

The rustling breeze of night with briskness blew,
j

Cairbar, half-seen from his low-hanging cloud,
;

Came to his dreams ; whilst darkly in his face 235
I

Joy rose : the song of Carril's soleoin dirge
j

His ear had reach'd : his shady-skirted cloud

A blast sustain'd, which, tow'rds his airy hall

As with his fame he 'rose, he sudden seiz'd
i

lu night's chill bosom. Thus his feeble words 246 "
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Half-mixed with the strcainy noise, he pour'd :

* Joy met the soul of Cathmor ; and his voice

' Was on Moi-lena heard.—His song the hard

' To Cairbar gave : he on the aerial blast

' Now travels.—Terrible as glides the light 2t5
* Across the desert in a midnight storm

* Winding, my form is in my father's hall.-—

' When thou art low, no bard of solemn song

* Shall at thy tomb be wanting. For, the brave
' Dcliglit the sons of song. A pleasant gale 250
* Is thy fam'd name, O Cathmor, and the sounds

* Mournful arise.—On Lubar's field of night

* There is a voice! still louder be that voice,

* Ye shadowy ghosts ! the dead were full offame.

* Shrill swells the feeble sound. The rougher blast 255
* Alone is heard ! Ah, soon is Cathmor low !'

He spoke : and, straight, into himself convelv'd.

Wide on the bosom of his blast he flew.

—

His sudden flight the aged oak perceiv'd.

And shook its whistling head.—Then from his rest 260

Started the king, and took his deathful spear.

Around he lilts his eyes ; but, when he sees

Dark-skirted night alone, he thus begins :

* 'Twas the king's voice ; but now his shady form

* Is vanish 'd.—Children of the silent night, 2G5

* Unmarked is your path in liquid air.

* Like a reflected beam, in deserts wild

* Often are ye beheld
; yet in your blasts,

* Before our steps approach, ye swift retire.

' Go then, ye race of weakness ! For, with you 270
* Knowledge is none : weak are your utmost jovs,

* And like the somnal dream, or light-wing'd thought,

* That flies across the soul.—Is Cathmor's fate,

* Soon to be low ? in darkness to be laid
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* Within the narrow house, where, with her eyes 275

* Halt-open, morning never makes approach ?

* Away, thou empty shade—far hence away !

* To Jjght is mine ! Away, all further thoughts !

' To seize my beam of lam.', in might I rush

* On eagle-wings.—Low in the lonely vale, 280

* Where eddying waters roll their murm'ring streams,

* Abides the little soul. His obscure name,

* Though seasons return, and years themselves roll on,

* Remains unnotic'd. Cloudy death e'er long

* Blast-borne approaches, and his hoary head 2S5

* In dust deposits.—On the fenny field

* His ghost is roU'd in vapour : but on hills,

* Or mossy vales of wind, it has no course.

* But so departs not Cathmor.—-In the field

« No boy was he, that on the echoing hills 290

* But marks the bed of roes. My issuing forth

* Was with great kings, and in dread, roaring plains

' My joy rebounds ; when hosts are roH'd away

* In broken ranks, like seas before the wind.'

So spoke Alnecma's king, whilst in his soul 295

Bright'ning he grows ; for, like a pleasant flame.

Gleams valour in his breast.—Upon the heath

Stately he strides, whilst with refulgent blaze

The golden beam of east around is pour'd.

—

Whilst he his host upon the field beheld, 300

In light their ridges spreading wide, and gray ;

Joying he stood. So joys a spirit of heav'n,

When forth upon his seas, in steps of pride,

He comes, and all th' asquoreal surf around

Peaceful beholds, and all the winds. are laid. 305

But, soon he, rousant, 'wakes the sleeping waves,

And to some echoing coast them largely rolls.
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Upon the rushy bank, where glides a stream,

The daughter of Inis-huna slept profound.

Fall'n from her head the helmet lay.—In dreams 310

She on the lands of her forefathers thought.

She thought, that morning beam'd upon the field—
IDown from the rocks gray leap'd the falling streams

—

In shadowy waves above the rushy fields

The breezes fly. Preparant for the chase 315

There is the sound, and, moving from the half,

The tread of warriors. But above the rest

Tow'rds streamy Atha's hero :—from his steps

His eye of love he on Sul-malla bends.

Away with pride, vain-glorious at the sight, 52(^

Her face she turns, and careless bends the bow.

Such were the dreams deceptive of the maid.

When Atha's warrior came.—He her fair face,

Amidst her wand'ring looks, before him saw:

The maid of Lumon he beheld and knew

—

325

But what should Cathmor on this crisis do?

His sigh arose : then, from his melting eyes

Fell the warm tears—but, straight, he turn'd away,

* This is no time, O Atha's king,' he said,

* To 'wake thy secret soul. Before thee rolls 330
' The roar of battle, like a troubled stream.'

That warning boss, where dwelt the voice of war,

lie struck ; and 'round him Erin's sons arose.

Loud as the wings of eagles.—From her sleep,

In her disorder'd locks, Sul-malla starts. ^2b

She from the earth her helmet seiz'd, and stood

In tremors in her place, * Ah, why'—she cry'd ;

' That Inis-huna's daughter here abides

' In Erin, why should Erin's people know ?'

For, now the race of kings. v»9 ia her mind, ^\Q
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And at the thought her soul of pride arose.

Her steps she took behind a shadowy rock.

By the blue-winding streamlet of a vale,

Where dwelt the dark-brown hind, ere yet the war

(Her grief) arose. YV/ere, to Sul-nialhi's ear, 3-1-5

At times, the breeze-borne voiee of Calhmor came.

Her soul is sad : she pours her words on wind :

* The dreams of Inis-huna are no more

—

' They from my dark-sad soul are roll'd away.

* Within my land the echo of the chase 350

* No more I hear.—Here in the skirts of war

* Conceal'd 1 stand. Forth from my sable cloud

* I look; but yet, to light my troubled path,

* No beam appears. I see my warrior low ;

* For, the "broad-shielded king, Fingal of spears

—

355

* He, that in danger conquers, now draws near.

—

* Deceased Con-raor's spirit! are thy steps

* By winds upborne? At times, to other lands,

* Father of sad Sul-malla, dost thou come ?

* Yes: thou dost come ; for, I thy voice at night, 360

* AV^hile yet to streamy Inis-fail I rose

' Upon the wave of ocean heaving high,

* Distinctly heard.—'The ghosts of sires, they say,

* Can seize the souls of their descendants, whilst

* Them lonely in the midst of woe they see. 365

' When low in earth is laid the royal chief,

* Call me, my father! for, in solitude

' Lorn I shall be amidst the pangs of woe !'

?J.VD OF BOOK FOURTH.

Vol.. II.



Cemora.

THE ARGUMr.NT.
OSSIAV, after a sliort address to the harp of Cona, describes the arrangement

of both armies on either side of the river Liibar. I'iiigal gives the command
to I'illan : but, :it the same time, orders Gaul, the son of Morni, wlio had
been wounded in the hand in the preceding Ijattle, to assist him with his

counsel. Tlie army of the F'irbolg is commanded by I'oldath. Tlie general
onset is described. The great actions of Fillan. He kills Rolhmar and
t'ulmin. But when I'illan conquers in one wing, Foldaili presses hard on
the other. He wounds Dermid the son of Dtiilino, and puts llie whole wing
to flight. Dermid deliberates with himself, and, at last, jesolves to put a
stop to tlie progress of Foldath, by engaging him in single combat. When
the two chiefs were approaching towards one another, Fillan came sudden!/
to the relief of Dermid ; engaged Foldatli, and killed him. The behaviour of
Malthos towards the fallen Foldath. Fillan puts the whole army of the Fir-

tolg to flight. The book closes with an address to Clatho, the mother of that
hero.

BOOK V.

THOU, that on high between the pendent shields

In Ossian's hall abid'st ! Down from thy place,

O trembling; harp, descend, and thy sweet voice

Now let me hear ! now strike the tunelul stiing,

O Alpin's son, with art.—Thou must awake 5

The bard's deep slumbVing soul. Away the tale

The rapid Lora's murm'ring streams have roll'd.

Within the cloud of years, which tow'rds the past

Seldom expands, I stand ; and to my view

Whene'er tlie vision dcigijs a transient stay, 10
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It comes hat dim air] dark.—Sweet Cona's lyre,

I hear thy sound ; and, like a fresh'ning hrceze,

Back by the sun brought to the bright'ning vale,

Where dwelt the lazy mist, my soul returns.

Bright, in the windings of its bending vale, 15

Brfore me Lubar shines. Upon their hills.

On either side, tall rise the forms of kings.

Around them, forward bending to their words

(As if, descending from their rolling winds,

Their fathers spoke) their num'rous hosts are pour'd. 23

But, in the midst, and like two airy rocks.

Each with its dusky head of tow'ring pines.

When they above the thick, low-sailing mist

Are in the desert seen ; the kings appear'd.

High on the surface of these rocks resound 2')

Cascading streams, which spread their foam on blasts.

Loud as the roar of desolating flames

Beneath the voice of Cathmor Erin pour'd.

To Lubar's flood, wide-spreading down they came,

And Foldath in his strength before them strode, 30

But royal Cathmor, 'neath his bending oaks

Back to his hill retir'd.—Near to the king

Clear rolls a tumbling stream: his gleaming spear,

At times, he lifts.—Amidst the gath'ring war

'Twas to his people as a burning flame. 35

The daughter of Con-mor, leaning on her rock,

Stood near at hand : ytt could not on the strife

With pleasure look : her soul shrunk back from blood.

With its three streams, blue-rolling in their beds,

A Terdant vale behind the hill expands. 40

There, silent darts the sun his genial rays,

And the dim mountain-roes in peace descend.

On these the maid from Inis-buma come,

With snow-white bosom, cast her wistful eyes.



J43 T EM OR A. [Book V.

Fingal, on liigh, great Borbar-duthul's son 45

Dark'ning beheld, and on the crowded phiin

Deep-roliuig Erin saw. That warning boss,

Which (when before them, to the field of fame

It is his royal will his chiefs to send)

Enjoins obedience on the hosts, he struck. bO

Wide rose their spears bright-glitt'ring to the sun,

And loud their echoing shields around reply.

Fear, like a vapour, 'mongst the warlike hosts

Wound not its way : for he— the Icing was near.

The strength of streamy Morven. Crescent joy 55

Illum'd the royal chief:—he heard his words:

' As o'er the plain, loud-roaring, rush the winds,

* Sound Morven's sons I determin'd in their course,

* Like mountain-streams they pour. Hence, to Fingal

* Renown arises, and in other lands (iO

* His name is heard. Nor like a lonely beam
* Was he in danger ; for, your sounding steps

* Were always near. But never into wrath

* Was I before you dark and dreadful turn'd.

* No thunder were my speeches to your ears ;
65

* Mine eyes sent forth no death. Whene'er the proud

* Before me with their haughty prowess came,

* Them 1 beheld not. Backward thrown in shades,

* They, at my feasts unnotic'd and unknown,

* Like vapour vanish'd.—But, before you now 70

* Is a young beam : it^ are his paths to war

:

* His paths are i^\\\ but valour swells his veins.

* Defend my dark-hair'd son; and back with joy

' Him safe conduct. Hereafter, he alone

* In might may stand. His great ancestors' form 75

* He emulates. Their fire inflames his soul.

* Behind the son of Clatho vigorous mo\c,

* O car-borne Morni's son. Let thy firm voice
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* Reacli, from the skirts of war, liis prompted ear.

* Before thee, noble breaker of the shields, 80

* Not unobscrv'd the d.irk'uuig battle rolls.'

Away, at once, to Corinul's airy rock

Then strode Fingal.—As slow 1 lifted up

My steps behind, the strength of mighty Gaul

Forward advanc'd.—Upon the coral thong 85

Loose hung his shield. Quick, he to Ossiun spoke :

* Son of Fingal, fast bind this bossy shield

—

* High bind it to the side of wounded Gaul,

* On it the foe may look, and trembling think ]

* I lift the spear.—If now 1 chance to fall, 90
* Let my dark tomb be private in the field ;

* For, tameless must I fall : my feebl-e arm
' No more can lift the steel. Let not the news

* From Evir-choma, redd'ning in her locks,

* The blush of shame compel.—O Clatho's son, 95

* On us the mighty look ! Let us not be

* Forgetful of the strite. Why from their hills,

* To aid our flying field, should they descend ?'

Then with the sounding clangor of his shield

Onward he strode: and, in his bold advance, 100

My voice pursu'd him :
* Can c;reat Morni's son

* In Erin faraeless fall ? But, heroes' deeds

* Forsake their souls of fire. O'er fields of fame

' They careless rush : their words are never heard.'—

Straight, to the rock, where in his wand'ring locks 105

Sat Morven's king amidst the mountain-wind,

Rejoicing in the chieftain's steps I strode.

At Lubar's sounding streams the gath'ring hosts-,

In two dark ridges, tow'rds each other bend.

A pillar of darkness here fierce Foldath rose : 119
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There brighten'd Fillan's youth. Each, in the stream

With his bright spear, forth sent the voice of war.

Gaul struck the shield ot" Morvcn : they at once

In battle plunge. Steel pour'd its gleam on steel.

Like falling streams from two dark-browed rocks 115

In scitc oppos'd, when in their mazy fall

Their foam they mix ; the field of battle shone.

Behold he comes : behold the son of fame :

He lays the people low ! On airy blasts

Deaths sit around him I Lo ! where'er thou go'st, 120

Thy deathful paths, O Fillan, warriors strew !

Between two cliinky rocks grim Rothmar stood

—

Rothmar, the sliield of warriors.—On each side,

Bent from their wonted height by desert-winds,

Two oaks their branches spread. His dark'ning eyes 125

He rolls on Fillan, and, with cautious aim.

In silence shades his friends. Th' approaching fight

Fingal beheld, and all his soul arose.

But, as (when spirits heave the earth in wrath)

The pond'rous stone of Loda falls, at once loO

Erom rocking Drumon-ard's foundation shook,

So from his place blue-shielded l{othmar fell.

Near are the steps of Culmin :—bath'd in tears

The youth advanc'd. E'er yet with Fillan's steel

His strokes he mix'd, he wrathful cut the wind. 135

He, at the rock of his blue, native streams,

First strung the bow with Rothmar. There, the place

Where brows'd the roe, as o'er the scorched fern

The redd'ning sun-beam flew, they jointly mark'd.

Why on that beam of light, Cul-allin's son, 140

Rash dost thou rush ? 'Tis a consuming fire,

O Strutha's youth, retire. Unequal stood

Your fathers in the glitt'ring strife of war.
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The mother of Culmin, thoughtful in the hall

Remains, and on blue-rolling Strutha looks. 145

D.'.rk-eddyins; round tlic spirit of her son,

A whirlwind rises on the surgy stream.

His mournful dogs are howling in their place,

And bloody is his shield within the hall.

' And art thou fall'n,* she mournfully complain'd, 150

4. My fair-hair'd son, in Erin's dismal war !'

As by her wonted streams a prostrate roe,

In secret picrc'd, lies panting on the ground.

(Over her feet of wind the hunter looks,

And on her late swift, stately bounding thinks), 155

So lay, 'neath Fillan's eye, Cul-allin's son.

His floating hair rolls in a little stream.

And on his shield hot runs his wand'ring blood.

The sword, that fail'd him in the fatal day,

Still in his hand rctentively he held. IfiO

* Low art thou fall'n', said Fillan, * ere thy fame

* Abroad had gone. Thee to the field of war
* Thy father sent : and of thy valiant deeds

* He waits to hear. Perhaps, gray at his streams

* His age-dim eyes he tow'rds Moi-lena turns. 16^

* But, with the plunder of the low-luid foe

* Never hereafter shalt thou more return.'

The flight of Erin o'er the echoing heatli

Before him Fillan pour'd. But, man on man.

Fell Morven under Folduth's dark-red rage. 1 70

For, far upon the raging field he pour'd

The roar of half his tribes. Before him stood

Dermid in wrath (—thick-folding gather 'round

The sons of Cona) ; but by Foldalh"s hand

The shield is cleft, and o'er the shady heath, 175

In close battalion form'd. the people pour'd.
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Exultant, in his pride, then said the foe:

* Now they have fled ; and ray renown begins,

* Go, Malthos, and the darkiy-roHing main

* Command the king to guard ; that from my sword IHO

* Fingdl may not escape. He on the earth

* Low muKt be iaid. Beside some marshy {en

' Shall people see his tomb.—Without a song

* His hill shall rise, and in the misty shade

* His ghost shall hover o'er the reedy pool. 185

Malthos attended, yet with dark'ning doubt,

And all around his eyes in silence roll'd.

Well-vers'd in Foldath's pride, up to the hill,

Where stood the royal chief, intent he look'd

:

Then, darkly turning, plung'd his sword in war. 190

Close by the brook in Clone's narrow vale.

Where bent two trees above its rolling streams,

Dark in his grief stood Duthno's silent son.

Down from his thigh red rush'd the trickling blood

:

His shield lay broken near. Against a stone 195

Lean'd his vain spear. Why, Dermid, why so sad ?

' I hear the roar of battle, and alone

' My hosts defenceless stand ; and on the heath

' My steps are slow:—besides, no shield is mine.

* And shall he then prevail ? 'Tis then alone, 200

* IV/ien Dermid prostrate on the earth shall lie I

' Thee, Foldath, will I summon forth to come,

' And meet thee yet with fortitude in fight.'

With dreadful joy his spear again he took—.

'Tvvas then that Morni's son came up and said : 205

* Stay, Duthno's son, stay thy abortive speed ;

* Thy steps arc mark'd with blood. No bossy shield

* Is thine. Why, then, should'st thou unarmed fall ?*
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* Give thou thy shield, O Strumon's king,' he said :

* The stream of war it back has often roli'd, 210

* And, with ray sword I'll stop the chiefs career;

' Dost tliou, O Morni's son, that stone discern ?

' Gray through the n;rass it lifts its head antique:

* There dwells a chief of falling Dermid's race ;

* And there in night my breathless corse interr.' 215

Against the hill he slowly rising, saw*

The troubled field.—Disjoin'd ajid broken round,

The glimm'ring ridges ©f the fight appcar'd.

As distant fires, on dark-bi-own heath by night,

"t^ow seem as lost in smoke, then on the hill 220

Red rear their streams, as blow or cease the winds ;

So met broad-shielded Dermid's watchful eye

The intermitting war.—Like some dark ship

On wint'ry waves, when from between two isles

It issues sportive on the echoing main, 225

Through the loud host majestic Foldath strides.

Derniid, with rage, his flaming course beheld ;

And strove to rUsh along:—but, vain th' attempt.-^

Amidst his steps he fail'd, and from his eyes,

Ne'er wont to weep, big fell the tear of grief. 230

His father's horn then sounding, thrice he struck

His bossy shield ; and, from his roaring tribes.

Thrice Foldath call'd. Dark Foldath saw the chief,

And joyful lifted high his bloody ?pear.

As a dark rock is mark'd with lashing streams, 935
That in a storm fell troubled down its side ;

So Moma's form is streak'd with wand'ring blood.

From the contention of the royal chiefs

Aloof, on either side, the host withdrew ;

And high, at once, their gleaming points they rais'd, 240

Then, fiercely rushing, Fillan of Moruth came,

Vol.. n. i;
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And back three paces, dazzled with the view

Of that bright beam (ns issuing from a cloud)

Which came the wounded hero now to save

From the dire blow, dark Foldath quick retir'd :

—

215

Then, growing in pride, he boldly made a stand,

And instantaneous call'd forth all his steel.

As in their sounding strife, upon the winds.

Two broad-wing'd eagles dark with vengeance meet ;

So the two chiefs, on dark Moi-lena's plains, 250

Forth rush'd in anger into gloomy fight.

By turns the steps advanceant of the kings

Upon their rocks appear : for, now, the war

Seems dusky on tlicir sabres to descend,

T\\Q joy of ivarriors, the\r eml^osom'd joy, 255

When dangers equal to their souls arise,

Cathmor, upon his mossy hill, now feels,

Ko'more on Lubar, but on Morven's king

Dreadful in strength, his thoughtful eye is turn'd;

For, him in arms he saw on Mora rise, 260

Down on his bossy shield dark Foldath fell;

For, Fillan pierc'd the king. Nor did the youth

Look on the falj'n ; but onward roH'd the war.

Then, all at once, death's hundred voices 'rose:

SonofFingal, stay now, O stay thy speed

!

265
* That gleaming form, tJiat dreadful sign of death,

• Percci\''st thou not? O stop thy bold career,

« Nor venture thou Alnecma's king to 'wake!

* O blue-ey'd Clutho's son, at once return,'

Malthos saw Foldath low.—Above the king 270

He darkly stood, and from his shaded soul

Fell hatred roll'd. He seem'd a desert- rock

Forsaken by the tardy-sailing mist.
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O'erliuno; with trees dark-blasted by the winds,

On whose brown side the trickling waters tall, :^75

About the narrow house, where dwell in night

The silent dead, lie to the hero spoke:

* Shall thy gray stone in Ullin's plains arise,

* Or in the groves ofMoma, where the sun

* On blue Dal-rutho's streams in secret looks? 230
* There, close-retired in the lone retreat,

* Thy blue-ey'd daughter Dardu-lena walks,'

' Think'st thou on her,' the dying Foldath said,

* Because no son is mine, no youth to roll

* The war before him, in revenge ol'nie? 285

* I am revenged, Malthos.—In the field

* I was not peaceful.
—

'Round my narrow house

* The tombs of those, who fell beneath me, raise.

* Often, exulting o'er their silent graves,

* When with their grass long-whistling spread arounc} 290

* Them 1 behold, shall I the blast forsake.'

Tlien rush'd his soul to Moma's verdant vales.

And made to Dardu-lena's dreams approach.

Where she, returning from the chase of hinds.

Still by Dal-rutho's winding streamlet slept» 295

Near, lies her bow unstrung ; and her long hair

On the fair virgin's breast the breezes fold.

Enrob'd in all the charms of blooming youth.

The love of heroes lay: when to her dreams

Dark-bending form the borders of the wood 300

Her wounded father came. Plain he to her

At times appcar'd: then, seem'd as hid in mist.,

In firm persuasion that the chief was low,

Amidst a flood of tears the fair one rose,

i'rom his light soul, when folded in its storms, 305

To her a beam arriv'd. Of his fam'd race

Thou, blue-ey'd Dardu-lena, wert the last.
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O'er echoing Lubar the wide-spreading flight

Of Bolga rolls along.—Forth on their steps

Brave Fillan hung ; and strew'd with dead the heath. 310

Fingal rejoiced o'er his flaming son,

And in his might blue-shie]dcd Cathmor rose.

Son of Alpin bring the lyre

Pregnant with no common fire:

Cause the zeph'rous breeze to bear ^15

Fillan's praises through the air.

In my hall of echoing sound

Send the trembling airs around.

Ev'n while yet, he shines in war-
Send the hero's deeds afar. 320

Blue-ey'd Clatho, at my call,

Quit, O quit thy spacious hall.

Ere the sparks of youth can shine,

See tJiat early beam of thine I

Wither'd is the once-brave host, 325

Dark in course! Its beam is lost:

Lost before this sfUndent one :

one ;Further look not—it is gi

From the lyre, light-trembling 'round,

Strike, O virgins, strike the sound. 530

From the mountain's dewy lea.

Where the bounding roebucks stray,

Now, no hunter, he descends

Sportive with his secret friends :

—

Now, he bends not, on the gale, 335

His yew-bow within the vale:

Nor, upon air's devious way

Sends abroad his arrow gray.
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Deep-folded in the rcdd'ning heat of war.

Against his side the battle rolls from 'far: 540

Or, mighty-striding 'midst the ridgy strife,

He sabres thousands, hast'ning out of life.

As from the skirted blast a ghost descends,

From his aerial hall : so Fillaii bends.

Whilst the dread ghogt from wave to billow strides, 345

The troubled main its sinking surface hides.

His path, behind him, blazes as he treads

Upon the swells, and islands shake their heads.

KND OF BOOK FIFTH,
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ARGUMENT.
THIS book opens with a speech of Fingal, who sees Cathmor deicetiding toth»

assistance of his flying army. The king dispatches Ossian to tlie relief of
Fillan. He himself retires behind the rock of Cormul, to avoid the sight of
the engagement between his son and Cathmor. Ossian advances. The des-
cent of Cathmor described. He rallies the army, renews the battle, and,
before Ossian could arrive, engages Fillan iiimseif. Upon the approach of
Ossian, the combat between the two lieroes ceases. Ossian and Cathmor
prepare to fight, but night coming on prevents thera. Ossian returns to the
place where Cathmor and Fillan fought. He finds Fillan mortally wounded,
and leaning against a rock. Tlieir discoiiiiC. F'illandies: hi') body is laid,

by Ossian, in a neighbouring cave. The Caledonian army return to Fingal.

He quastions them about his son, and understanding that he was killed, re-

tires, in silence, to the rock of Cormul. Upon the retreat ot the army of Fin-
gal, the Firbolg advance. Cathmor finds Bran, one ot the dogs ot Fingal,

lying on the shield of 1 illan, before tiie mouth of the cave, wlicre the body
of that hero lay. His rctiections thereupon. He returns in a melancholy
mood to his army. Malthos endeavours to comfort him, by the example of

}iis father Borbar-d^thul. Cathmor. retires to resi« The song of Sul-malla
concludes the book, which ends about the middle of the iliiid night, from
the opening pf the poem.

BOOK VL

* NOW, Cathmor rises on his echoing hill J

^ Shall Morven's king the sword of Luno take?

* Yet, if so did Fingal ; then, of thy fame,

' White-bosom'd Clatho's son, what would become ?

* Thy azure eyes, O daughter of Inistore,

* Avert not from Fingal ! Thy early beam

* I shall not quench: it shines along my soul

!

* But, with thy shades between the war and me
* Rise, O wood-skirted Mora, quickly rise I
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1

* Why, lest his dark-liair'd warrior now should fall 10

* In battle, should Fingal behold the strife !

* The sound, O Carril, of the trembling lyre

* Mix with the song : here rocks their voices give,

* And here the lucid streams, bright-tumbling, roar.

* Father of Oscar, lift the spear : defend 15

* The young in arms. Thy steps from Fillan's eyes

* Conceal : nor must he know that I once doubt

* His waving steel. Upon thy soul of fire

* No dark'ning cloud of mine, my son, shall rise.'

Amidst the echoing sound of Carril's song 20

Behind his rock he sunk. Temora's spear

Then bright'ning, in my growing soul, I took.

Along Moi-lena's plains, the strife of death,

In gleaming rows disjoin'd and broken 'round.

The roaring ranks of battle tumbling wild 25

I saw. Then, fierce as moves a beam of fire

Fillan advanc'd.—From wing to wing his course

Wasteful he makes. The ridges of red war

Before him melt, and yielding, as he moves.

Are from the plains of battle roU'd in smoke. 30

Now, Cathmor sallies forth, dark in the arms

Of kings ! Above his fiery helmet roH'd

The eagle's wing. As if to Atha's chase

His steps were bent, without concern he mov'd.

Sedate in course, his voice at times he niis'd :

—

35

Erin, abash'd, now gatlier'd dark around.

Back, like a stream, their growing souls rcturn'dj

Tiiey wonder'd at their fear. For, he arose

Beaming, as gleams upon a haunted heath

The cheering beam of morn with all its rays, 40

Back on the field of dreadful, fiery forms

The bright'ning traveller looks with bending cv.—

»
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Quick, from Moi-lena's rock, with trembling steps

Sul-mallu moves. An o:ik from her fair hand

The spear arrested ;—she the hmce, half-bent, 45

Loos'ning resum'd : yet full upon the king

Her eyes, amidst her wand'ring locks, she kept.

* No friendly strife,' she said, * before thee moves :—

-

* No light contention of the sounding bov\'9.,

* As when the youth of Cluba's winding streams /K)

* Forth from beneath the eye of Con-mor came.'

As Runo's rock, which for its robe assumes

The passing clouds, seems, o'er the streamy heath.

Growing in gather'J darkness ; Atha's chief

Taller appear'd*, when 'round his hosts were pour'd. 55

As diff'rent blasts loud-roaring o'er the sea.

Each one protru-sive of its dark-Wue wave,'

Coercive fly : so, forth on ev'ry side

Great Cathmor's words his pouring warriors mov'd.

Nor silent stood brave Fiilan on his hill ; 6©

Whilst with his echoing shieW Iiis words he mi-x'd.

Like a fierce eagle, arm'd with pinions loud,

The wind commanding to his aiiy cliff,

When he, on Lutha's rushy fields, beholds

The coming forth of branchy roes ; he seem'd. Q^

In !)attle now they forward bent :—harsh 'rose

Death's hundred voices ,• for, on either side

Like fires upon the people's kindled souls

Raged the kings. Along I bounded forth ;

Between the war and me tall rocks and trees 70

Rush'd, as I went. Yet loud the noise of steel.

Between my clanging arms, distinct I heard.

Then, rising, gleaming, on the hill I saw

The backward steps of hosts—their backward steps.

On either side, and wildly looking eyes. 75
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The chiefs, the two bhie-shielded kings, were met

In dreadful fight. Through gleams of waving steel

The striving heroes, tali and dark, are seen;

Instant I rush'd :—for, then in all their rage

Across my soul my fears for Fillan flew; 80

I came : nor Cathmor fled—nor yet advailc'd :

Sidelong he stalk'd along.—An icy rock.

Both cold and tall, he seem'd. I all my steel

Forth summon'd ; when defiant, for a time,

Along each margin of a rushy stream 85

We silent strode : then, turning all at once.

Sudden we rais'd our pointed, beamy spears—

We rais'd our spears ;—but night came black'ning down.

Around 'tis dark, and silent, save the sound

Of distant steps of hosts along the heath. 90

Then, to the place where Fillan nobly fought

I came :—nor voice nor sound is there.—On earth

A broken helmet lay, a buckler cleft.

* Young chief of echoing Morven,' loud I cry'd,

* Where, Fillan, where art thou ?'—Against a rock, S5

Which its gray head extended o'er the stream.

He leaning heard—he heard me : yet, he stood

Sullen and dark.—At length, I saw the chief.

* Why standest thou, O woody Selma's son,

* In darkness rob'd ? Bright, in this dark-brown field, 100

* My brother, is thy path. In battle long

* Has been thy strife : and now aloud is heard

* Fingdl's shrill horn. Ascend now to the cloud

' Of thy great father, to his hill of feasts.

* In eve's dusk mist he sits, and hears attent 105

' The voice of Carril's harp.—To the gray head,

* Young breaker of the shields, delight convey.'

Vol. II, W
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* Can possibly the vanquish*cl give delight ?

* Ossian no shield is mine ;' he then reply'd.

' In pieces on the field it lies; and lo ! 110

* The eagle-wing is from my helmet torn.

' 'Tis when the Toes disraay'd before them fly,

* That valiant fathers in their sons delight.

* But, when their youthful warriors yield, their sighs

* In secret burst :—No ! Fillan will not see 1 IS

* The. royal chief. Why should the hero mourn?'

* Why, bluc-ey'd Clatho's son, dost thou my soul

* Awake?' I said, * Bright as a burning fire

' Wert thou not in his presence ? and shall he

* Not glory in thee ? Ossian such great fame 120

* Never attain'd, yet still a sun to me
* The royal hero was. He on my steps

* Look'd with delight, and never on his face

* 'Rose shadows.—Up to Mora, Fillan^ go :—
* Within the folds of mist his feast is spread.* 125

* Ossian, that broken shield give me,' he said ;

* -—These plumes, the sport of winds, that Fillau's fame

* May sufter less, deposit near my side.

* To fail I now begin. Me, Ossian, place

* Within that hollow rock. Raise not a stone 130

* Above me, lest my fame should be enquir'd.

* I in the earliest of my fields have fall'n

—

* Fall'n without fame. Now, to my flying soul

* Do thou alone forth send the voice of joy :—

-

* For, where the beam obscure of Clatho dwells, 135

* Why should the feeble sons of weakness know ?

* And flies thy ghost, O blue-ey'd Clatho's son,

* Upon the eddying winds? I then reply'd.

* Through his convolved clouds may joy pursue

« My hero,—Fillan ! thy forefathers' forms 140
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' Bend to receive their son. Their spreading fire,

* The azure-rolling ot' their misty wreaihs,

* On Mora 1 behold ! May joy thee meet,

* My brother ! but, we dark and sad remain.

* Around the aged, and his wasting fame, 143

* I see the foe. Yes, Selma's gray-hair'd king,

' Aione thou standest on the dark'ning field.'

Him at the roaring of the nightly stream

Within the hollow rock I laid. One star

With fiery aspect oq our hero look'd : loO

His locks, at times, were lifted by the winds.

—

The warrior slept, nor did my list'ning car

Perceive a sound.—As lightning on a cloud,

A thought came rushing o'er my soul. My eyes-

JRed roU'd in fire, and in the clang of steel 133

I strode ;
' Though guarded by thy thousands strong,

' Thee, Atha s chief, I'll find. Why should that cloud

* That quench'd our early beam, escape ? To light

' My steps, my daring steps, great ancestors,

* Your meteors kindle. In my gather 'd wrath 160

* I will consume

* Hold—should I not return?

—

' Gray-hair'd amidst his foes, without a son,

* The king abides. Nor, as in days of old,

* Strong is his arm ; and his decreasing fame ItJi

* Grows dim in Erin.—In his latter field

* Let me not him laid low, from high behold.

—

' But can 1 then return ? Will he not ask

' About his son ? " Thou art in duty bound

" Young Fillan to defend."

—

* Til meet the foe, 170

* Resolv'd I'll rush : for, pleasant to my ear,

* Green Inis-fail, now comes thy sounding tread.

* Upon the ridgy host, to shun the eyes

' Of ag'd Fingal, I rush—but, hark ! 1 hear,
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* On Mora's misty top, the royal voice ! 175

* He summons his two sons :—Here, in my grief

:

* O fatiier, here I come—alas, I come

* Like the lorn eagle, which the flame of night

* Met in the desert, and half spoil'd his wings,'

Distant, on Mora, 'round the king are roll'd 180

High Morven's broken ridges. Back they turn'd

Their eyes of grief.—On his own ashen spear

Each darkly bends. Encircled by the host

In thoughtful silence stood the royal chief.

Whilst thought on thought roll'd lab'ring o'er his soul, 185

So, on a secret mountain-lake dark waves,

Each with its back of form tumultuous roll.

He Jook'd—but, lo, with his long-bending spear.

No son appear'd. Close-crowding from his soul

Arose the sighs ; but he repress'd his grief. 190

At length, beneath an oak I stood. Yet still

No voice of mine was heard. What could I say ?—

-

What, to Fingal in his dark hour of woe ?

But in the midst his words, at last, were heard :

And backward shrunk the people, as he spoke, 195

' Where is the son of Selma, he, who led

' In war ? I see not in my crowding host

' His steps returning from the field of strife.

* Fell tlie young bounding roe, who on my hills

' So stately strode ?

—

Hefell ; for, ye are mute. 200

' Broke is the shield of war! His armour place

' Near to Fingal, and dark-brown Luno's sword,

* Upon my hills now is my soul awake,

' And with the morn to battle I descend.*

Aloft on Cormal's rock flam'd to the wind 205

A massy oak. The dusky skirts of mist
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Are roll'd arounf]. There, then, great Morven's king

Striding rcpair'd in wrath.—Within his soul

When battle burn'd, lie distant from his host

Always repos'd.—Upon two beaming spears 210

High hung his shield, the gleaming sign of death ;

That shield, which he, before he rush'd to war

In his great strength, by night was wont to strike.

'Twas then his warriors knew the royal will

•J'o lead in strife ; for, never till Fingal 216

In wrath arose, was this loud buckler heard.

As in the beam wide-spreading from the oak

He shone, unequal were his steps on high.

Dreadful was he ! Such is the ghost of night

When, on the hills, with mist his gestures wild 220

He clothes, and mounts the bounding car of winds

Forth issuing on the troubled, roaring main.

Nor from the storm is Erin's sea of war

Yet settl'd. They still on th' embattl'd plain,

(ylitt'ring beneath the moon's pale-beaming rays, 225

Low-humming roU'd. Before them Cathmor strides

In pride alone, upon the dusky heath.

With all his arms on Morven's flying host

Forward he hung.—Now, to the mossy cave.

Where Fillan lay in night, had he arriv'd. 230

Above tlu^ stream, which glitter'd o'er the rock,

Bent a lone tree. There to the lucid moon

In pieces shone the shield of Clatho's son

And near it lay, upon the silent grass,

The hairy-footed Bran. For, he the chief 3)5

Mud miss'd on Mora, and along the wind

i'or him had search'd ; and lay upon his shield,

Supposing that the blue-ey'd hunter slept.

—

No blast came o'er the heath unknown to bounding Bran.
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The dog's white breast the mighty Cathmor saw : 240

He saw the broken shield.—Back on his soul

Is darkness blown : and now he calls to mind,

Hoiufast the 'withering people fall away !

* They come,' he said, * a stream : away they're roll'd

:

* Another race succeeds : but some the fields 245

* Mark, as they pass, with their own mighty names.

* Theirs is the dusky heath, through dark-brown years ;

* Some bright-blue stream meanders to their fame.

* Of these be Atha's chief, when down on earth

* Himself he lays. May Cathmor in the air 250
* (When he from wind to wind majestic strides.

* Or, in the winged storm himself enwarps)

* The frequent voice of future ages hear.'

Around the king, to hear his voice of pow'r,

Green Erin gather'd.—-—Tow'rd the burning oak, 255

Their joyful faces they, unequal, bend.

They, who were terrible in combat dire.

Were now remov'd: again, amidst their host

Winds streamy Lubar. Cathmor was that beam,

Which shone from heav'n when dark the people stood. 260

He in the midst was honour'd, and around

Their trembling souls arose. The king alone

No gladness shew'd—no stranger he to war

!

* Why,' eaglc-ey'd Malthos said, * why is the icing

* So sad ? Is there at Lubar's streams a foe ? i&b

* Lives there among them, who can lift the spear ?

* Not so unmoved, not so peaceful was

' Thy father Borbar-duthu!—chief of spears.

' Always on flame, his anger rag'd : his joy

' Over fali'n foes was great. When he the news 270

' Of Calraar's fall receiv'd, dark Calmar, who
* From Lara's streams came, UUin's race to aid ;
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* Three festive days the gray-hair'd hero kept.

* The steel, which (as they said) had pierc'd the foe,

* Often with the hands of age the hero felt

—

275
* Groping he felt it with his hands of age ;

* For, Borbar-duthul's eyes through years had fail'd,

* Yet to his friends the king was like a sun ;

* Mild as a gale to lift their branches 'round.

* Around him in his halls was joy ; he lov'd 280

* The sons of Bolga. And in Atha still

* Terrific, like the memory of ghosts,

* Whose presence chill'd the sons of night with awe,

* Yet they dispell'd the storm ; remains his name.

* Let Erin's voices, with the lyre conjoin'd, 285
* Now raise the royal soul—the soul, that shone

* When war was dark, and laid the mighty low.

* .Now, from that gray-brow'a rock, with all thy fire,

* The tale of other times, O Fonar, pour.

* Upon wide-skirted Erin, settling round, 290
* In tones melodious pour the martial song.'

* To me,' they Cathmor said, ' no song shall 'rise

:

* Nor, on the rock of Lubar, Fonar sit :

—

* There low are laid the strong. Their rushing ghosts

' Disturb ye not. Far, Malthos, far remove 295

* The sound of Erin's song. Nor o'er the foe,

* When he to lift the warlike spear has ceas'd,

* Do I rejoice. We pour with morn abroad

* Our strength ; and on his hill Fingal is rous'd.'

Like waves, blown back by sudden, gusty winds, 300

Erin retir'd when they the king had heard.

Into the field of night their humming tribes,

Deep-roU'd, they spread. The bards, at times, sat down;

Each with his harp, beneath his own lone tree.

They rais'd the song, and touch'd the trembling string ; 305
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Each to the chief lie lov'd. At limes, the harp,

Before ;i burning oak, Sal-malla touch'd :

She touch'd with snow-white hands the harp, and heard,

At graceful rests, the breezes in the hair.

In darkness near, beneath an aged tree, 310

Lay Atha's king. From him the lucent beam,

Proceedent from the oak, was turn'd : the maid

He saw, but was not seen. Her tearful eye

When he beheld, forth pour'd his secret soul :

—

But, Borbar-duthul's son, thee battle waits.* 315

Amidst the lonely warblings of the lyre ;

Whether the warriors slept, attentive ear.

At intervals, she gave. Her anxious soul

With grief was up.—To pour her own sad song

She long'd in secret.—Silent is the field. 320

Each on its wing, the blasts of night retire.

The bards had ceas'd :—red-winding with their ghosts

Fierce meteors came. Dark grew the low'ring sky.

The forms of the deceased with the clouds

Entwining blended. But, unheeding, bends 325

The daughter of Con-mor o'er the dying flame.

Within her soul, O car-borne Atha's chief,

Thou wert alone. She rais'd the voice of song

With accents soft, and touch'd the lyre between :

Clun-galo came—she miss'd the maid

—

330

Aniaz'd she flew away :

—

* Where art thou, beam of light ?' she cry'd

—

* Where does my virgin stray ?

• You hunters from the mossy rock,

• Saw you the blue-ey'd maid ? 335

Walks she on grassy Lumon's hills,

' Where roes at rest are laid ?

' Ah me I I see her bow hang in the hall

!

* Where art ihoii, beam of light ? 'tis thou I call.'
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Cease, love of Conmor, cease, I pray, 340

Amid the nightly bourn

—

Upon the ridgy heath thy voice

1 hear not :—here I mourn.

Unto the king mine eye is turn'd,

Whose path is hot in fight

—

345

To him, for whom my soul is up

Amidst the gloom of night.

—

In war deep-bosom'd, hence afar he lies

:

Nor from his cloud does he once cast his eyes.

Why dost tliou not put forth thine eye, 350

Sun of Sul-malla, dear ?

Why not one glance to me afford ?

I dwell in darkness here :

—

Wide o'er me flies the shady mist-

—

My locks are fill'd with dew :— 35.5

Why not on thy Sul-malla look,

Her gladness to renew ?

Sun of Sul-malla's soul I with cheering light

Look from thy cloud, amidst the silent night J * « «

» * *

j:nd of book sixth.

YoulT,



Cemora*

ARGUMENT.
THTS book begins aljoiu the middle of tlie third night from the opening of the

poem. Tlie poet describes a kind of mist, which rose by nii^ht liom the lake

of Lego, and was the usual residence of tlie souls of the dead, during the in-

terval between their decease and the funeral song. The appearRnce of the

ghost of Fillan above the cave, where his body lay. His voice conies to

lingal, on the rock of Cormul. The king strikes the shield of Trennior,
•which was an infallible sign of his appearing in arms himself. The extraor-

dinary efl'ect of the sound of the shield. Sul-malla, starting from sleep,

awakesCathmor. Their affecting discourse. She insists with him to sue for

peace ; but he resolves to continue the war. He directs her to retire to the
neighbouring valley of Lona, which was the residence of an old Uruid, until

the battle of the next day should be over. He awakes his army with the

sound of his shield. The shield described. Tonar, the bard, at the desire

of Cathmor, relates the first settlement of the Firbolg in Ireland, under their

leader Larihon. Morning comes. Syl-malla retires to the valley of Loria.

A lyric song concludes the book.

BOOK VII.

WHEN at the wat'ry portals of the west

Upon the Sim's bright-beaming vuit'rine eye

The gates are clos'd ; from Lego's fenny lake,

With skirts of wood o'crhung, gray-bosom'd mists,

At times, arise. The vapour, dark and deep,

Awide is pour'd o'er Lara's rolHng stream :

The sick'ning moon, dusk-swimming through its folds,

Like a dim sliield appears.—With this cnrob'd,

Tiic ghosts of old {when they from blast to blast,
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Along the dusk}' surface of the nit^ht ' 10

Stride on the wind) their sudden gestures make.

OlV to some warrior's grave they, in the gale < )

Entwin'd and blended, on the nightly plain -7}

Roll the gray mist, a mansion for his ghost, T
Until the song of mournful dirge arise. 13

A sound came from the desert : swift in winds

Rush'd Conar's course. On Fillan his deep mist

He",at blue-winding Lubar's waters pour'd.

Bending in his gray ridge of smoke, the ghost

Sat dark and mournful ; whilst, at times, the blast 20

Roird him together. Yet, the lovely form

Again return d.—With slowly bending eyes,

'Twas dark: and silent, in the skirts of night, ;
• .;ot

'<

Still were the sleeping host i whilst on the hill, 25''

Fingal's abode, the .dwindling flame decay'd
,

And lonely on his shield the king repos'd.

Then, whilst in sleep his eyes were half-enclos'd.

Came Fillan's voice: * DoesClatho's husband sleep ?

' Abides the fathcf of the fall'n in rest ?'- 30
* Amidst the lonely solitude of dreams,

' Am I in folds of darkness quite forgot?'

^ ' Why,' said Fingal, as sudden he arose,

* Art thou amidst my drearns ? Thee, my brave son,

' Or thy swift path, fierce-blazing in the field, 35
* Can I forget ? Not such the mighty deeds

* Of heroes strong, come on the royal soul.

* Not, like a beam of lightning, which as soon

* As seen is gone, do they thence transient fly,

' Thee I remember, Fillari ! and my wrath, 40
*• Kindling within me, rises in its strength.'

'^
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His dreadful spear then took the king, and struck

The deeply-sounding shield—his shield that high

On night was hung, the dismal sign of war!

Ghosts fled on ev'ry side ; and on the wind 45

Their gatlier'd features roll'd. The voice of deaths

Thrice from the winding vale arose. The harps

Of bards, untouch'd, sound mournfut o'er the lull.

Again he struck the shield ; and, in their rest.

His slumb'ring host of direful battles dream'd. 50

Across their souls the strife wide-tumbling gleams.

Whilst to fierce war blue-shielded kings descend.

Back-looking armies fly : and mighty deeds.

In the bright gleams of steel, half-hid appear.

But, when the tJiird, the still more dreadful sound 5i
Arose ; the starting deer amidst the rocks

Their clifts forsook.^—The dismal screams of fowls

Are, in the desert, heard ; as, on his blast,

Each flew affrighted.—Albion's sons their spears,

Half- rising, half-assum'd. Yet, silence back 60
RoU'd on the host :—they knew the royal shield '.-—

But sleep again their yielding eyes depress'd :

The field of night again was dark and still.

Yet, Con-mor's blue-ey'd daughter, in the gloom

Ko sleep was thine. The dreadful sounding shield ^5
Sul-malla heard, and 'rose amidst the night.

Her steps of haste tow'rds Atha's king she took—.

* Can danger shake his daring soul ?' she cries

—

In doubt, with eyes bent to the ground, she stands ;

Whilst heav'n with all its stars, is burning 'round. 70

Again the shield resounds ! She rush'd—she stop'd—

«

Her voice half 'rose—it fuil'd.—Him, in his arms ..
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Responsive to the blaze of heav'n, she saw.

Dim in his Ipcks, that rose to nightly wind,

Him she beheld. Away, for anxious fear, 75
Her trembling steps she turn'd. ' Ah ! why ,' she said,

' Should Erin's king awake ? Thou'rt not a dream,

* Green Inis-huna's daughter, to his rest/

More dreadful rung the shield ! Siil-malla starts.

Her helmet falls. Loud echo'd Lubar's rock, 80

As o'er it roU'd the steel. From dreams of night

Bursting, beneath his tree half rose the king.

Upon the rock the virgin's lovely form

Above him he beheld.—Red-twinkling look'd

Pown through her floating hair a lucid star, 85"

* Who comes through night to Cathmor,' said the chief,

* In the dark time of dreams ? Say, dost thou bring

Of battle aught ? Who art thou son of night ?

• Stand'st thou an image of the times of old

' Before mine eyes ? Com'st thou a warning voice 90

» Of Erin's danger, from the cloudy fold ?'

* No traveller of night am I,' she said,

' Nor voice from folded cloud : but thee I warn

* Of Erin's danger. Dost thou hear that sound ?

* 'Tis not the weak, O Atha's royal chief, 95

* That thund'ring rolls his dismal signs on night/

' His signs,' he said, * let the proud warrior roll :

* Like harps, to Cathmor's ravish'd ears, they sound,

* Great is my joy, O voice of silent night,

* And burns o'er all my thoughts.—On lonely hills, 100

* By night, this is the music of great kings,

* (The sons of mighty deeds!) when with the sound

* Their daring souls they light. The weak alone
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* AljiJe obscure within the breezy vale,

* Where, from the azure-winding of the streams, 105

*'The rising mists their skirts of morn erect.'

* Not weak, tliou leader of heroes,' she reply'd,

* Were they—the fathers of my miglity race.

* In gloom of war they, in their distant lands,

* Dwelt firmly. Yet, amidst the signs of death HO
*'My soul delights not. He, who never yields,

* /Advancing comes :—awake the bard of peace !'

As vi^ith its trickling waters stands a rock.

So Cathmor stood in tears. On his dark soul

Her voice came like a breeze, and of her land 115

The mem'ry wak'd ; where by her peaceful streams

She dwelt, before to Con-mor's wars he came.

* Daughter of strangers,' said he (at the word

She trembling turn'd away), * long have I mark'd :

''

•'Green Iriis-hnna's pine, of youthful growth, 12fO

* In armour clad. But still, I said : " My soul

** Is folded in a storm. Why should that light

" Beam orient, till in peace my steps return ?"

* When we td fear the king thou didst enjoin,

* Did paleness, in thy presence, on me sit ? 125

* The time of danger is to me, O maid,

* The season of my soul ; for, then it swells

* A mighty stream, and rolls me on the foe.

* Beneath the moss-clad rockof Lona, gray

' In locks of age, near his own winding stream, loO

* Dwells Clonmal king of harps. Above him are

* The roes dun-bounding, and his echoing oak,

* As in the thoughts of years he pensive bends,

* Our noisy strife, borne on the winged blast.
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* Reaches his ear. There, till our battle cease, 135

* Sul-malla, fix thy rest.; and there abide

* Till, from the skirts of cv'ning's dusky mist

* On Lona rising 'round my love's abode,

* Clad in my glitt'ring armour I return.'

Down on the virgin's sou^ then fell a light: 14«d

Kind I'd before the king it 'rose. Her face

^he turn'd to Cathmor:-—widely float her locks

Struggling with winds, whilst thus aloud she cry'd

:

* Down from the streams of his loud-roaring wind,

* When dun before him he beholds the prey, 145

* The youthful offspring of the bounding roe,

' The eagle of he^iv'n far sooner shall be torn ;

* Than thou, O Cathmor, from the strife of fame

' Aside be turn'd. Soon may I thee behold

* O warrior, from the skirts of ev'ning mist ; l/j^

* When it around me is, thick-folded, roU'd

* On Lona of the streams. While yet thou art

* Far distant, strike—O Cathmor, strike the shield ;

* That, whilst against the mossy rock I lean,

* To my dark soul joy brightly may return. 155
•* But, if thou chance to fall : (I in the land

* Of strangers here am left)—down from thy cloud
' To Inis-huna's maid O send thy voice;,'

* Young branch of green-top'd Lumon,' he reply'd,

* Why shak'st thou in the storm ? Off heretofore 1{)0

* Has Cathmor from dark-rolling wars return'd.

* The darts of death to me but hail appear :

* Oft' have they bounded from my bossy shield.

* As glean\s a meteor from u stormy cloud ;

* So, brighten'd oft' have I from battle ris'n, 16^

* When on the hill the roar of battle grows,

•f Fair beam, return not from thy silent vale^
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* Tlien, peradveaturc, might the foe escape ;

* As they of old my fathers did elude,

* Of Clunar, who by Cormac's deathful hand, 170

* The giver of shells, was slain, they Son-mor told.

* Three days in darkness on his brother's fall

* Great Son-mor thought : when on the silent king

* His spouse attentive look'd. His steps to war

* Plain she foresaw. With her blue-shielded chief 173

* To go, the bow in secret she prepar'd.

* When to his fields the dauntless warrior mov'd,

* To her at Atha darkness only dwelt.

* Down from their hundred streams Alnecma's sons

* Poured by night. The king's 1)1 ue, bossy shield ISO
' Sounding they heard, and dark their rage arose.

* In clanging arms tow'rds Ullin of the groves

* Onward they mov'd. At times, the echoing shield

* The leader of the war, dark Son-mor struck.

* Far, o'er the streamy hills the royal spouse 185

* Sul-allin, at a distance, mov'd behind.

* Whilst they across the bending vale below

* Quick mov'd, a light she on the mountain seem'd,

* Again, when on the mossy hill they 'rose,

* Her steps, below, were stately in the vale. 190

* The king, who her in Atha of the hinds

* Had left, she fear'd presumptive to approach,

' Yet, when the roar of battle on the plain

* Tumultuous rose ; when host on host was roll'd;

* W^hen, like heav'n's fire in clouds, great Son-mor burnt, 195

* With her wide-spreading hair Sul-allin came

:

* For, she for her lov'd king with tremors shook.

* From harm the love of heroes to defend,

* The rushing strife he stop'd. Away the foe

* By night escap'd, when lo ! without his blood, 200
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* The blood, which on the warrior's silent tomb

' Ought to be poLir"(J, the injiir'd Chmar slept.

* Nor rose the rage of Son-tnor, but his days

' Were dark and slow.—By her gray, murm'ring streams

* Sul-allin wander'd with her tearful eyes. 205

* Oft' on the hero, folded in his thoughts,

* Wistful she look'd, but from his mournful eyes

* She shrunk, and lonely turn'd her steps away.—
* Rough, like a tempest, 'rose the roar of war

* And from his soul the gloomy mist dispell'd. 210

* Joyful her steps within the hall he saw,

' And her white fingers rising on the lyre.'

Away, then, in his arms strode Atha's chief

To where his dark-brown shield hung high in night.

High on a bough, o'er Lubar's streamy roar. 215

Sev'n bosses (the sev'n voices of the king,

"Which from the wind his warlike chiefs receiv'd.

And mark'd o'er all their tribes) rose on the shield^

On each bright boss is plac'd a star of night

:

With beams unshorn Can-mathon there is seen. 22©

Col-derna rising from a cloud ; and dark

Uloicho rob'd in mist.—Soft on a rock

Is Cathlin's glitt'ring beam.—Its western light

Half-sinks Reldurath, on its own blue wave

Fair-gleaming ; whilst with aspect fierce and red, 225;

Down looks the eye of Berthin through a grove

On the slow-moving hunter, from the chase

Through show'ry night returning with the spoils

Of the dun, bounding roe. Wide in the midst

Ton-thena's beams of cloudless splendor 'rose: 230

Ton-thena, that by night look'd on the course

Of sea-toss'd Larthon : Larthon, who the first

Vol. II. Y
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(Of Bolga's race) on winds liis journey took*

[Tow'rds streamy Inis-fail the royal sails

White-bosom'd spread ; and, louring o'er the king, 235

With mist beskirted roH'd the dusky niglit^.

The winds in heav'n were changeful, and him roll'tl

From wave to wave. Then, from her parted cloud,

The fiery-hair'd Ton-thena laughing 'rose.

As on the tumbling waters faint it gleam'd) 240

Larthon rejoiced at the guiding beam.]

'Neath Cathmor's spear awak'd that warning voice,

Which 'wakes the bards ; when they from ev'ry side

Dark-winding came ; each with his sounding lyre.

Joy in their presence seiz'd the royal soul, 245

As joys the trav'ller, in the estive drought,

With thirst beparch'd, when, rolling far around,

He hears the murmur of cool, mossy streams ;

Streams, that amongst the desert's lonely tracks

Burst from the rock of roes, their thirst to cool. 250

* Why,' Fonar said, * hear we the royal voice

* Amidst his time of rest? Down in thy dreams

* Did thy forefathers dimly bend their forms ?

* Perchance upon their cloud they stand, and wait

* For Fonar's song :—oft' to the darkening fiekls, 255

* Where soon their sons must lift the death ful spear,

* Approach they make. Or, shall our voice arise

* In dirge for him, who lifts the spear no more ;

* For him, that from green Moma of the groves

* Consum'd the roaring field amidst his course? 260

* Nor, bard of other times, is yet forgot

* That cloud in war.—High-verging tow'rds the sky

' His stately tomb, the dwelling of renown,

* Shall on Moi-lena rise. But, now, my soul
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* Back to my fathcrg' times—back to the years, 2Gv')

' When first on Inis-huna's waves they rose,

* In secret rapture roll. Nor sweet alone

* To Cathmor is the mem'ry of the groves

* O'erspreading Lumon—Lumon of the streams,

* The snow-white bosom'J virgins' green abode. 270

* Lumon of foamy streams, on Fonar's soul

* Thou risest bright ! Thy sun is on thy side,

* Gleaming upon the rocks of bending trees.

* Dun from thy furze is seen the bounding roe,

* Whilst the swift deer high lifts his branchy head, 275

* And starts, at times ; for, he percei\cs the hound

* Fleet as the wind along the half-swarth'd heath.

* Slow, on the vale, the stately virgins move,

' The white-arm'd daughters of the bending yew.
' From 'midst their wand'ring locks, up to the hill 2S0

* Their round blue eyes they lift. Not there is seen

* The stride of Larthon, Inis-huna's chief.

* For on his own dark oak (that stately oak,

* Which he, to bound along the roaring sea,

* From Lumon cut) he mounts the briny wave 283

* In Cluba's ridgy bay. From the sad sight,

* And anxious for the safety of the king,

' Their eyes away th' affrighted virgins turn :

* For, ne'er before had their astonish'd eyes

* A ship beheld,—dark rider of the wave !—

-

290

* Now he presumes the raging winds to call,

* And with the mist of ocean mix'd to go.

' In smoke blue Inis-fail, at length, arose;

* But dusky-skirted night came dimly down.

* The trembling sons of woody Bolga fearVl

:

295

* And fiery-hair'd Ton-thena glitt'ring 'rose,

* Within the bosom of its echoins wogds
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* Loud Culbin's bay the bounding ship receiv'd.

* There from Duthuma's horrid cave, a stream

* Forth issu'd ; where, with their halt-fmish'd forms, 300
* At intervals, appear'd the gleam of ghosts,

* In dreams, which there on dauntless Larthon fell,

* Seven spirits of his ancestors he saw.

Their half-form'd words he heard, and times to come
* Dimly beheld. He saw great Atha's king, 305
' The sons of future days.—Along the field,

' Like ridgy mist, which winds o'er Atha's groVes

* In autumn pour, their dark'ning hosts they led.

* To the soft sounding lyre great Larthon rais'd

* The hall of Samla. Forth to Erin's roes 310

* He went, and hunted at their wonted streams,

* Nor did he verdant Lumon's head forget

:

* Oft' to the place, where from the hill of roes

* White-handed Flathal look'd, he o'er his seas

* High-bounding came. Thy rising now is bright, 315
* Lumon of foamy streams, on Fonar's soul.'

Now, in the east awak'd the beam of morn.

And, capt in mist, the mountain-tops arose.

On ev'ry side, their grayly-winding streams

The vallies shew.—The sound of Cathmor's shield 320

His forces heard—at once they rose around.

So crowds a sea, when first the wings of winds

It feels ; the waves, not knowing where to roll,

Their troubled heads in wheeling swells erect.

Then, sad and slow to Lona of the streams 325

Sul-malla went : ^he went, yet often turn'd,

Her blue eyes rolling in a flood of tears.

—

But, when in thoughtful mood she to the rock,
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That darkly cover'd Lona's echoing vale,

Had come ; then she, from her full bursting soul, 330

Look'd on the king—and sunk, at once, behind.

Son of Alpin, strike the string,

And in concert sweetly sing.

Does the dulcet-sounding lyre

Aught contain of joyful fire ? 335

On Ossian's soul it quickly pour.

O'er which dark, vap'ry shadows lour,

I hear thee in my night profound

:

But cease, O bard, the lightly-trembling sound.

If aught can, in his dark-brown years, 340

To Ossian give relief;

It must command indulgent tears,

And yield the joy of grief.

Green thorn abidant on the ghostly height,

That shak"st thy tufty head to winds of night, 3i5

I hear no sound in thee :

—

Contain'st thou not a cloudy ghost, that heaves

His windy skirt, now rustling in thy leaves

That me from grief can free ?

Oft', when the moon thick rises from the east 360

And, like a shield, dun rolls along the sky

;

Forth come the dead, from their dark, silent rest,

Borne on the darkly-eddying blasts on high.

Ullin, Carril, with your lay

—

Ryno also, come this way : 555

Voices of the days of old

!

All your melody unfold.

In Selma's darkness let your notes abound.

And 'wake the soul of songs, enraptur'd with the sound.
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I listen, sons of music, still in vain ! 360

What hall of clouds, does your calm rest contain?

Where from his green-top'd waves the sun

Forth sounding comes his race to run.

With robes of morning-vapour made

Touch ye the harp of airy shade ? 365

END OF BOOK SEVENTH.



'Cnuora*

ARGUMENT.
THEfourth morning from the opening of the posm, comes on. Fingal, still con-

tinuing in the place to which he iiad originally retired on the preceding

tiight, is seen, at intervals, through the mist, which covsrcd the rock of

Corraul. The descent of the king is described. He orders Gaul, Dermid,
and Carril the bard, to go to the valley of Cluna, and to conduct from thence,
to the Caledonian army, I'erad-artho, the son of Cairbar, the only pcrsoa
remaining of the family of Conar, the first king of Ireland. The king take*

the conunand of the army and prepares for battle. Marching towards the

enemy, lie comes to the cave of Ltibar, where the body of Fillan lay. Upon
i«eing his dog Bran, who lay at the entrance of tlie cave, his grief returns.

Cathnio, arranges the army of the Firbolg in order of battle. Tlie appearance
of that hero. The general conflict is described. The actions of Fingal and
Cathmor. A storm. The total rout of the Firbolg. The two kings engage,
in a column of mist, on the banks of Lubar. Their attitude and conference
after the combat, 'i'he deatli of Cathmor. Fingal resigns the jpear of Tren-
mor to Ossian. The ceremonies observed on that occasion. The spirit of

Cathmor appears to bul-maila in the valley of Lona. Her sorrow. Evening
comes on. A feast is prepared. The coming of Ferad-arlho is announced
by titf songs of a hundred bards. The poem closes with a speech of Fingal.

BOOK VIII.

AS, when the wint'ry winds with freezing blast

Have seiz'd the waters of the mountain-lake
;

Have seiz'd in stormy night their rising waves,

And cloth'd them o'er uneven with crusts of ice ;

White to the wakeful hunters early eye

The frost-bound billows still appear to roll :—
[He to the sound of each unequal ridge

His ear attentive turns. But, silent each

Gleams to the eye, with boughs and tufts of grass
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Bestrew'd, which o'er their grisly seats of frost 10

With tremulous motion whistle to the wind.]

So, (ow'rds the hill (where stood the royal chief—

Fingal's cloud-cover'd hill, where in his might

Amidst the rolling of the mi.st he strode,

Up as each warrior from his helmet look'd, 15

In silence to the morning's crescent light

The ridges of great Morven's army shone.—

At times, but greatly dim in all his arms.

The hero is beheld. The war still roU'd

P'rom thought to thought along his mighty soul. 20

Forth in his matchless strength now comes the king.*—

First, Luno's sword appear'd :—half, from a cloud,

Issues the spear ; the shield still dim in mist.

But, when with all his grisly, dewy locks

Abroad the stride majestic of the king 25

Came in the wind ; then, from his num'rous host

O'er ev'ry moving tribe the shouts arose.

With all their echoing shields and clang of arms

They gathcr'd, gleaming, 'round. So, 'round a ghost,

That from the squally wind in storm descends, 50

'Rise the green seas with angry motion tost.

Afar the trav'ller hears the sound, and lifts

Over the roaring rock his trembling head.

He looks upon the troubled bay, and thinks

He dimly-sees the form. The billows sport, 35

With all their backs of foam, unwieldy, 'round.

The son nf Morni, Duthno's stormy race.

And echoing Cona's bard, far-distant stood :

—

We stood far-distant ; each beneath his tree.

We shunn'd the royal eyes ; for, in the field 40

We had not conquer'd.—Near my silent feet

A streamlet roU'd, I with my waving spear
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Touch'd its light wave. I touch'd it with my spear ;

Nor there was Ossian's soul. It darkly rose,

From thought to thought, and sent abroad the sigh. 45

* Why, son of Morni,' said the mighty king,

* And Dermid, hunter of dun-sided roes

!

* Why, like two rocks, each with its trickling rills,

* Appear ye dark ?—Against the chiefs of men
* Fingal's calm soul assumes no gath'ring wrath, 50
* Ye are my strength in war : and ye in peace

* The kindling of my joy. My early voice,

* When for the chase brave Fillan trim'd the bow,

' Sweet as a gale reach'd your delighted ears,

* But his dear son Fingal perceives not here, 55

* Nor yet the chase of dun, swift-bounding roes.

* Yet, why in darkness, at a distance great,

* Should the fierce breakers of loud bucklers stand ?'

Then tow'rds the royal presence tall they strode,

And, turn'd to Mora's wind, the king they saw, 60

His tears were falling for his blue-ey'd son,

Who in the cave of streams in darkness slept.

But he before them into brightness turn'd,

And to the kings broad-shielded gave commandL

* Forth to the sight blue Lubar's streamy roar, 65

* Crommal, the field of winds, with woody rocks

* And shaded top of mist, distinctly pours,

' Clear-winding Lavath in the silent vale,

* Where browse tlie deer, behind it eddying rolls.

* Dark in a rock is a lone, silent cave: ^0

* Above it, strong-wing'd, airy eagles dwell t

* Before it, sound broad oaks in Cluna's wind.

* Within, is Ferad-artho, blue-ey'd king,

' Broad-shielded Cairbar's son, in locks of youth,

Vol. II. Z
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* From verdant Ullln of the bounding roes. 75

* To Condan's voice within the feeble light,

* As gray he bends, he gives attentive heed :—

•

* Attentive heetl he gives ; for, his dark foes

* Within Temora's echoing halls abide.

* At times, abroad, veil'd in the skirts of mist, 80

* To pierce the bounding deer, he secret comes.

* But, when the sun looks on the gleaming field,

' Nor by the rock, nor at the stream, is he I

* The hated race of Bolga, that abide

* Within his father's echoing hall, he shuns. 85

* Inform him that Fingal now lifts the spear,

* And that his foes ere long, perhaps, may fail.

* Before him, Gaul, lift up the shield ! and stretch

* Temora's spear, O Dermid. Sound the deeds

* Of his forefathers, Carril, in his ear. 90
* To green Moi-lena, to the dusky fields

* Of shady ghosts, conduct him safe ; for there

* Forward in battle, in the folds of war,

* I fall.—To high Dunmora's summit come,

* Before dun night descends.—To Lena's streams, 95

* From the gray-rolling mist, your eyes direct.

'
If, over rolling Lubar's gleaming course,

' My waving standard there shall tloat on wind,

* Fingal, then, Jaas not fail'd in his last field.'

Such were his words : nor aught to him reply'd 100

The silent, striding kings.—On Erin's host

Side-long they look'd, and darken'd as they went.

Never before amidst the stormy field

Left they the king.—Behind them Carril movVl

With grisly locks, and touch'd at times the harp. ]05

Aforehand he the people's fall beheld,

And mournful was the sound ! 'Twas like a breeze
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That comes, by fits, o'er Le^^o's reedy lake ;

^^'^hen on the weary hunter half descends

The shades of sleep within his mossy cave. 110

* In mournful sidness o'er his secret stream

' Why bends the bard of Conu ? said Fingal.

* Is this a' time for sorrow ?

—

this, for grief,

* O low-laid Oscar's father ? When the war,

* When sounds of echoing shields are heard no more, 115

* Then, be the warriors' fall to mind recall'd :

—

* Then, o'er the flood, where blows the mountain-breeze,

' In sadness bend : let them pass on thy soul,

' The blue-ey'd sons of Lena of the streams.

* But to fierce war, wide-tumbling, rough, and dark, 120

' Rolls Erin. Lift, my Ossian, lift the shield :

' For I abide, my dearest son, alone !'

As when to Inis-huna's ship bccalm'd

Coercive comes the sudden voice of winds.

And drives it large, dark rider of the wave, 125

Along the deep : so, tall along the heath,

Forth Ossian mov'd, when thus Fingal him urg'd.

He, in the dusky wing of war, his shield

Bright-shining lifted high. So, forward moves,

Behind th' unequal skirts of broken clouds, 130

The broad, blank moon, before the storms arise.

Loud, down from moss-clad Mora, pour'd, at once,

The broad-wing'd war. Fingal, great Morven's king,

Forth led his people. Waving spreads on high

The eagle's wing ; and on his shoulders broad 135

His grisly hair is pour'd. His mighty strides

In thunder move. He often stood, and saw

The rolling armour widely gleam behind,

A rock he seem'd, gray o'er with ice, whose woods
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'Are high in wind ; and from whose stately head HO
Bright leap the streams, and spread their foam on blasts.

To Lubar's cave, where Fillan darkly slept

Fingal now came. Bran on the broken shield

Still lay :—on winds the eagle-wing is strew'd.

Bright, from the wither'd furze, the hero's spear 145

Look'd forth.—Like whirlwinds black'ning on a lake.

Dark-rising grief then stir'd the royal soul.

Sudden he turn'd his step, and on his spear

Bending he lean'd :—when to Fingal's known path

White breasted Bran came bounding, big with joy :— 150

Bounding he came, and tow'rds the cave, where lay

The blue-ey'd hunter dark in night, then turn'd

:

For, to the dewy bed, where slept the roe,

He, with the early morn was wont to stride.

'Twas then the tears big started from the king, 15S
And all his soul was dark.—But, as the wind,

Fresh-rising, rolls away the storm of rain,

And to the sun unveils the foaming streams

And tops of hills with all their heads of grass

:

So the returning war Fingal's great mind 160

Again illum'd, and all his fire return'd.

O'er Lubar's streams he bounded on his spear.

And struck his echoing shield. His ridgy host,

With all their pointed steel forth bend at once.

Nor Erin heard, with fear, the sound:—along 165

Wide-rolling they advanc'd.—From shaggy brows

Dark Malthos, in the wing of war, looks forth.

Hidalla next (that beam of light) arose;

And then Maronnan's sidelong-looking gloom.

Blue-shielded Clonar also lifts the spear, 170

His bushy locks upon the floating wind

Fierce Cormar shakes,—Slow, from behind a rock
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Bright rose the form of Atha in his strength.

First, his two pointed ypears, and then the liulf

Of his hright-burnish'd shield, in sight appeui'd. 175

So o'er the vale of ghosts, in gloom of night

A meteor rises. But, when all abroad

He shone, the hosts at once plung'd into strife.

On either side are pour'd the gleaming waves of steel.

As meet two troubled seas, with all their waves 180

Dark-rolling, when the wings of wind in strife

In Lumon's cliffy-sided frith they feel :—

(Along the echoing hills the shady ghosts

Move dim :—upon the surface of the deep,

Amidst the foamy path of spouting whales, 1S5

By the fierce blast th' uprooted groves descend :)

So mix'd the hosts ! By turns advanc'd abroad

i'ingal and Cathmor. In their front appears

Dark-tumbling death: the gleam of broken steel

Upon their steps is roU'd, whilst with loud din 190

Th' high-bounding kings hew'd down the ridge of sliields.

Across a stream in all his bulk laid large,

Maronnan by Fingal's dread sabre fell.

The tumbling waters gather'd by his side,

And, o'er his white-orb'd, bossy shield, gray leapt. 193

Clonflr is pierc'd by Cathmor : nor on earth

Yet lay the chief. A branchy oak his hair

Seiz'd in his fall. His helmet on the ground,

Down falling, roll'd away ; and by its thong

Hung his broad shield, o'er which his streaming blood 200

Was wand' ring.—Ilamin in her distant hall

Shall weep, and strike her sadly heaving breast.

Nor in the wirxg, where 'twas his part to fight.

Was Ossian mindless of the spear. He strew'd

The field with dead. Then, young Hidalla came. 203
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* Soft voice of streamy Clonra ! Why the steel

* Dost thou presume to lift? O that wc met

* In thy own rushy vale, in strife of song!'

Malthos beheld him low ; and, as he rush'd

Along, he darken'd ; when in echoing strife 210

Across a stream we tow'rds each other bend.

Down heav'n comes rolling ; and of squally winds

The voices burst around with angry roar.

The spacious plains and hills with fiery robes,

At times, arecloth'd; the pealing thunder rolls 215

In wreaths of mist. In darkness shrunk the foe.

Aghast stood Morven's warriors.—O'er the stream

Still 'midst my whistling locks I bending stood.

Then 'rose Fingal's loud voice, and of the foe

The sound in flight. I saw, at times, the king, 220

In lightning, darkly striding in his might.

My echoing shield 1 struck, and forward hung

Upon Alnecma's steps: before my steel,

As curls a wreath of smoke, is roU'd the foe.

Forth from his cloud the sun appear'd.—Then shone

IVIoilena's hundred streams. Slow rose the mist

In azure-columns 'gainst the glitt'ring hill.

* Where are the mighty kings—the strong in arms ?

* Not by that stream, nor in the wood, are they !

* I hear the clang of arms ! Incircling mist 230

* Their strife conceals.'—So in a nightly cloud.

When for the wint'ry wings of winds they strive,

And for the rolling of the foam-clad waves.

In dreadful contest angry ghosts contend.

I rush'd along. Gray rose the rolling mist.

—

235

At Lubar's stream they tall and gleaming stood.

Against a rock lean'd Catlimor, Avhilst his shield
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Half-fall'n receiv'd the stream, that from a moss

Above was leaping.—Tow'rds him is the stride

Of great Fingal : he saw tlie hero's blood. 240

Slow to his side his sabre fell ; and liius,

Amidst his dark'ning joy, to him he spoke:

* Yields Borbar-dathul's race'' or, the bright spear

* Does he still lift? Thy name is not unheard

' In Selma's woody hills : the green abode 245

* Of strangers ; where it, like his desert-breeze,

' Fingal has heard. Come to my hill of feasts

:

* The mightyfail, at times. To low-laid foes

* No fire am I ; nor o'er the brave, when fall'n,

* Do I rejoice. 'Tis mine to close the wound : 250

* The herbs upon the hills bv me are known.

* Their full-blown heads, as by their secret streams,

* They wav'd, I seiz'd on high. O Atha's king

* Silent and dark art thou, the strangers' host.'

' By Atha of the streams a mossy rock,' 255

He said, ' there rises : on whose craggy head

* Are wand'ring boughs ; within, the course of winds.

' Dark, in its face, with its own noisy rill,

' Extends a cave,-—TAere have I heard the tread

' Of strangers passing to my hall of shells. 260

* Joy, like a flame, rose on my soul: I blest

* The echoing rock. Here, in my grassy vale

* In darkness be my dwelling. Thence the breeze,

* That blows the thistle's beard, I shall ascend ;

* Or, down on Atha's azure-winding streams, 2Gii

* From its dark-wand'ring mist, with rapture look.'

• Of the lone, darkly tomb, why speaks the king?

* Os?ian! the warrior has in battle fail'd !—
* Joy, like a stream full-flowing, meet thy soul,
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* Cathmor, thou friend of strangers !—O my son, 270
* I hear the call of years ; which, as they roll,

* They take my spear along. They seem to say.

" Why, in his hall, rests not Fingil ?—In blood

** Delights he always? Can sad mis'ry's tear

*' Still please him ?"—
* No, ye darkly-rolling years 275

* Him blood delights not. Tears are wintry streams

* That waste away my soul. Then down I lie

* To rest;

—

then, comes the mighty voice of war,

* Within my hall it 'wakes me, and aloud

* My steel it summons.—Yet, in time to come, 280

* Its call shall not avail. Thy father's spear,

* O Ossian, take thou, and it bravely wield :

* In battle lift it, when the proud arise.

* My fathers, Ossian, trace my steps: their eyes

* Feast on my deeds. To battle, on the field, 235

* Where'er I come, their misty columns stand

' Observant of the strife. The '•Meak in war

' Were rescu'd by my arm : the haughty found

* My rage like wastive fire. Nor o'er the fall'a

* Did e'er my eye rejoice.—For this, e'er long, 290

* At the bright entrance of their airy halls,

* With robes of light, with mildly-kindled eyes,

* In stature tall, my fathers nic shall meet.

' But, to the proud and insolent in arms,

' They angry shine, like darken'd moons in heav'n, 295

* Which send the fire of night, red wand'ring o'er their face,

' O Trcnmor, dweller of dark-eddying winds

' Thou sire of heroes; I to Ossian give

' Thy deathful spear ; now let thine eye rejoice.

' Bright, from between thy op'ning clouds, at times, 300

' Thee have I seen :

—

so to my son appear,

' V^'hea he to lift the spear must move in might.
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* Then (thougli thou now art hut a vap'ry hlast)

* Shall he thy mighty deeds to mind recall.'

The spear he then surrender'd to my hand, 305

Arid rais'd, at once, a stone on high, to speak,

With its gray head of moss, to future times.

Beneath, in earth, he plac'd a sword, and from

His shield one gleaming boss. Awhile, in thought

He darkly bends: at length, came forth his words

:

310

* When tliou, O stone, at last shall moulder down,

* And lose thyself amidst the moss of years;

* Then shall the silent, v. and'ring ti'av'ller come,

' And whistling pass away. That martial fame

* Once on Moi-lena shone, O wan d'rer weak, 3\5
* By thee is not pereeiv'd. Fingal his spear

* Here, after the last of his dark fields, resign 'd,

* Pass on, thou empty shade ; for, in thy voice

' Renown there is not.—By some peaceful stream

* Is thy abode.—Yet a few, fleeting years 320
* And thou art gone. Thou dweller in thick mist,

* Thee none remembers. But a beani of light

* Fingal with fame to other times shall shine

:

* For he, to save the weak in arms, went forth

325

To Lubar's sounding oak, where from its rock

Above the lucid-tumbling stream it bent;

Bright'ning in fame, most stately strode the king.

Beneath it is a narrow plain, where sounds

The fountain of the rock. Here, on the wind 330

Its waving wreaths great Morven's standard pour'd

Conspicuous, marking Ferad-artho's path

From his secreted vale of lone retreat.

Bright, from his parted west, the sun of heav'n

Vol. II. A a
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Spread his wide rays. The hero saw his hosts 33^

And heard their shouts of joy ; whilst to the beam

They glitt'ring mov'd in broken ridges 'round.

Joy seiz'd the king ; as in his own green vale

A hunter joys, when, after the black storm

Is roH'd away, the gleaming rocks he sees. 340

Within their face green shakes the thorn its head.

And the dun roes look forward from their top.

Gray, at his mossy cave, the aged form

Of Clonmal bends. His eyes had faii'd. He lean'd

Forward upon his staff.—Bright in her locks, 345

Before the bard, Sul-malla heard the tale,

The tale of Atha's kings in days of old.

The noise of strife had ceased in his ear

:

He stop'd at once—and rais'd the secret sigh.—

•

Over his soul the spirits of the dead, 350

They said, oft' lighten'd.
—

'Neath his bending tree,

The bard beheld the king of Atha low,

* Why art thou dark ? (in wonder said the maid)

* The strife of arms is past :—soon to thy cave,

* Across thy winding streams shall he return, 355

* Bright from the western rocks witli glitt'ring rays

* Down looks the sun, and marshy mists arise.

* Gray on that hill, that rusliy hill, where roes

* Are feeding, they expand,—Soon shall my king

* From their dusk shade appear I—Behold he comes 360

* Bright in his arms !—To Clonmal's secret cave

* My best beloved, speed thy welcome way.!'

'Twas Cathmor's ghost ; a large and gleaming form

Wide-stalking.—By the holiow-murm'ring stream,

That roar'd between the hills, he, gliding, sunk.

—

368

* 'Twas but the hunter,' tlien the virgin said,
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* Searching; the bed, where rests the dark-brown roe.

* He strides not forth to war ; but with the night

* His happy sjiouse expects his sure return :

—

* And back asjain he, w)iistlin<^, soon will come, 370

* Rough with the plunder of the dark-brown hinds.'

Attentive, to the hiil her eyes are turn'd

:

Again she saw the stately form descend.

Joyful she rose^—but he retir'd in mist.

His limbs of vapour vanish by degrees, 375

And viewless mix in mass with mountain-wind.—

'Twas then she knew that her lov'd hero fell I

' O king of Erin, art thou low !' she cry'd

—

But her lorn grief let Ossian now forget—

•

Knawing it wastes the fading soul of age, 380

Down on Moi-lena, with its dusky shade,

Then evening came. The streamlets of the land

Gray roll'd. Fingal's loud voice came on the breeze.

The beam of oaks arose. The people 'round

Gather'd with gladness, gladness mix'd with shades. S'yb

Perceptive of his yet unfinisli"d joy.

They side-long looked to the royal chief:

For, from the desert-way, with grateful sound

The voice of music came. It seem'd, at first,

A noisy streaiji far distant on its rocks,

—

390

Slow, like the ruffled pinion of a breeze

In the still time of night, when from the rocks

The tufted beard it takes; it roll'd along the hill,

'Twas the sweet melody of Condan's voice.

In concert mixt with Carril's trembling lyre, 3P5

To echoing Mora of the chrystal streams.

The bards with blue-ey'd Ferad-artho came.

At once, melodious from our tuneful bards

Then burst the song, on Lena, 'Midst the sound
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The people struck their shields. Then, biight'ning 'rose

The orient beam of gladness on the king.

Such is the splendor of the genial beam,

In days of clouds, upon the verdant hill,

When warm it darts, before the roar of winds.

—

Sudden he struck the bossy shield of kings, 405

And, at the sound, at once around they cease.

Then, towards the voice of their own native land

The people forward, from their jav'lins, lean.

' The feast,' he said, * ye sons of Morven spread ,*

' And sweetly send away the night in song, 410

* Around me ye have shone : and now away

' Is roU'd the turbid storm.—Like windy rocks,

* From which (when forth to fame I dauntless rush,

* And seize it on its field) my eagle-wings

* Majestic I expand ; my people stand. 4l5
* Fingal's bright spear, my Ossian, now is thine:

* 'Twas no small, puerile staff, with which a boy

* The thistle strews, young wand'rer of the field.

* No : 'tis the lance of heroes great in might,

* With which they forward stretch their hands to death. 420
* Look up to thy forefathers:—they, my son,

* To thee are glitt'ring beams, replete with awe,—

-

* To green Tettiora's widely-echoing halls

* With morning forth young Ferad-artho lead.

* Remind him of green Erin's royal race

—

425
* The stately forms of old. Nor let the fall'n

* Thy mcm'ry slip : strong were they in the field.

* That in their shadowy mist the kings may joy,

* In solemn dirge let Carril pour his song.

* To-morrow, hence to Selma's shaded walls, 430
* Where, winding through the lone retreat of roes,

* Duthula streams ; my bending sails I spread.'

END OF mMORA.



CatI)lmof Clut!)a:

A POEM,

ARGUMENT.
AN address to Malvina, the daughter of Toscar. The poet relates the arrival

ofCalhliii in Selma, to solicit aid against Duth-caniior of Cliiba, who had
Itilled Cathmol, for the sake of liis daughier Lanul. Fingal, declining to

make a choice among his heroes, who are all claiming the command of the
expedition: they retired eacli to his liill of ghosts; to be detfrmined by-

dreams. The spirit of Trenmor appears to Ossian aid Oscar : they sail from
the bay of Carmono, and on the fourth day appear oft the valley of Rath-col,

in Inis-huna, wliere Uuth-carmor had fixed his residence. Ossian dispatches
a bard to Duth-carnior to demand battle. Night comes on. The distress of
Cathlin and Clutha. Ossian devolves the command on Oscar, who, according
to the custom of the kings of Morven, before battle, retired to a neighbour-
ing hill. i;pon tlie coming on of day, the battle joins. Oscar and Duth-
carmor meet. The latter falls. Oscar carries the mail and helmet of Dmh-
carmur to Cathlin, who had retired from the field. Cathlin is discovered to

be tlie daughter of Cathmol, in disguise, who had been carried off, by force,

by, and made her escape from, Duth-c?rmor.

COME, thou fair beam, that dwell'st in solitude,

From watching in the night ! Around thee roar

The squally winds from all their echoing hills.

Red, o'er my hundred currents are the paths

Light-cover'd of the dead.—On eddying winds 5

They in the silent time of night rejoice.

Say—dwells there no delight in tuneful song.

White hand of Lutha's harps ?—Of the sweet string

Awake the voice, and roll my soul to me.

It is a stream, though mighty once in course, IQ

That now lias fail'd. Malvina, pour the song.
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Thee, from thy darkness, I in Selma hear.

Thou that by night in solitude abid'st

!

"Why, fairest beam, from Ossian's failing soul

Didst thou withhold the song ? As falls the brook, 15

With grateful murmurs to the hunter's ear

(Descending from his tcmpest-cover'd hill),

And in a sun-beam rolls its echoing stream :

(He gladly hears, and shakes his dewy locks)

:

Such to the friend of ghosts of heroes dead, 20

Is Lutha's voice. High beats my swelling breast.

And back upon the seasons past I look.—

From the lone watch of night come, lovely beam !

The bounding ship, one day, with bending sails

In dark Carmona's echoing bay we saw. 25

On high, a shield in pieces we discern'd

;

'Twas mark'd with wand'ring blood. A youth in arms

Forward advanc'd, and stretch'd his pointless spear.

Long and dishevell'd, o'er his tearful eyes.

Hung his disorder'd locks.-—Fingal to him 30

In sounding Selma gave the shell of kings ;

And thus the language of the stranger 'rose

;

' Low, by the winding of his own dark streams,

* Cathmol of Clutha lies within his hall.

* Duth-carmor on white-bosom'd Lanul look'd, 55

* And pierc'd her father's side. 'Twas when my steps

' Were in the rushy desert. He by night

* In secret fled. His father to revenge,

* Thy aid to Cathlin give.—Not as a beam

* In a dark land of clouds have I thee sought. 40

* Clear is thy name :—as beams that circling sun,

' Art thou, O king of echoing Selma known.'
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'Round, at the words, look'd Selina's mighty king,

And in his presence we in arms arose.

But, who should lift the shield? For, all had claim'd 45

The honour of the war.—Down came the night,

—

We silent strode, each to his hill of ghosts,

That spirits, in our dreams, with light approach

On us might fall, to mark us for the field.

We struck the shield invocant of the dead, 50

And rais'd the hum of songs. Our fathers' ghosts

We thrice invok'd, and laid us down in dreams.

Before mine eyes the form of other years.

Tall Trenmor came.—In half-distinguish'd rows

His gliding forces blue behind him mov'd. 55

Scarcely beheld is their dim strife in mist.

Or their exertions, stretching forth to deaths.

My ear I lent, yet still no sound was there,

Nor signal giv'n. Their forms were empty wind.

Then from the dream of ghosts I starting 'rose, &)

And on a sudden blast my whistling hair

Wild-waving Hew.—Low-sounding, in the oak,

Is the departure of the airy dead.

1 from its bough my shield of bosses took,

And onward came the rattling sound of steel. 65

'Twas Oscar of Lego. He his sires had seen.

* As on the bosom of whit'ning waves,' he cry'd,

* Forth goes the rushing blast ; so, to the place

* Where dwell the foes, with warlike ardour fir'd,

* Careless my course through ocean's waves I'll take. 70
* I, O my father, have the dead beheld.

* My beating soul is high. Before me bright

* My fame is shining forth, as on a cloud

* The streak of light, when forth with all its rays

< Comes the broad sun, red trav'ller of the sky,' 75
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* Grandson of Bi-anno, not alone,' I said,

' Shall Oscar meet the foe, I forward rush

* Through ocean to the groves, where heroes dwell.

* Let us, my son, like eagles from one rock,

* When their broad wings against the stream of w inds 80
* With all their strength they lift ; united strive.'

Our spreading sails we in Carmona rais'd,

And from three ships my shield upon the wave

They march'd; as on Ton-thena's nightly eye.

That wand'rer red between the clouds, 1 look'd. 85

Four days abroad quick-rushing came the breeze

And high in mist came forward Lumon's hills.

In rustling winds high-wav'd its hundred groves.

And sun-beams mark'd, at times, its dark-brown side.

White leap'd with force impetuous down their clifts, 90

From all its echoing rocks, the foamy streams.

Embosom'd in the hills, in silence winds.

With its blue stream, a field of matted green.

Here, 'midst the waving oaks, high-tow'ring rose

The dwelling of kings of old. But, its abode, 95

For many a dark-brov/n year, had silence made

In grassy Rath-col : for, the warlike race.

Along the pleasant vale, had fail'd entire.

With all his people, here Duth-carmor was,

Dark-rider of the wave. Her fiery head 100

Ton-thena had enveiled in the sky.

His sails white-bosom'd close he furl'd, and went

To Rath-col's hills, the seats of bounding roes.

We came. And, straight, to fight to call the foe,

I sent the bard with songs. Him with delight 105

Duth-carmor heard. A beam of raging fire

Was the king's soul : a beam of fire, with smoke
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Mark'd, rushing, varied, through the gloom of night.

Though strong his arm, dark were Duth-carmor's deeds.

Night came umbrageous with its gath'ring clouds, 110

And by the llaming oak on earth we sat

:

GathUn of Clutha at a distance stood:—

;

I saw the changing of the stranger's soul.

As shadows fly across the field of grass,

So various are the shades in Cathlin's cheek, 115

'Twas fair, in locks, that rose on Rath-col's wind.

Nor did I with my words, amidst his soul,

Abruptly rush, I bade the song to rise.

' Oscar of Lego, on the secret hill,

* Be thine,' I said, * to-night to strike the shield, 120

* Like Morven's kings. For, thou, with orient day,

' Shalt lead in war. Thee, Oscar, from my rock,

* A dreadful form high-rising up in fight,

* As ghosts appear amidst the storms they raise,

* I shall, amidst the rage of war, behold. 125

* Why should my eyes to the dim times of old

' Return, ere yet the song had bursten forth,

* Sudden as rise the winds ? But mighty deeds

* Do mark past years. As to Ton-thena's beams

* The nightly rider of waves looks up ; let us 130

* To Trenmor sire of kings, our eyes now turn,'

Wide, in Caracha's echoing field, his tribes

Had Carmal pour'd. They, like a dark ridge of waves,

Appear'd ; whilst on their face the gray-hair'd bards

Like moving foam appear'd. The growing strife 135

With their red-rolling eyes they kindl'd 'round.

Nor did the dwellers of rocks there move alone :

A son of Loda was there ; a secret voice

In his dark land, to call the ghosts from high.

Vol. II. Bb
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He on his hill, nniidst a leafless grove, 110

Had dwelt in Lochlin. Near, five pond'rous stones

Lifted their heads. Loud-roar'd his. rushing stream,

Ke, when red meteors mark'd their nightly wings,

When the broad moon in sable garb was roll'd

Behind her hill ; oft' rais'd his voice to winds. l45

Nor slighted or unheard of ghosts was he

!

They with the sound of vult'rine pinions came

:

And the success of raging battle turn'd

In roaring fields, before the kings of men.

But, Trenmor they from battle did not turn:— 150

Forward he drew the strife of troubled war ;

Whilst in its skirts of darkness, like a light

Bright-rising, Trathal shone. 'Twas dark around:

And Loda's son pour'd forth his signs on night.

Nor, son of other lands, before thee were the weak! 155

Then rose the strife of the contending kings,

About the hill of night ; yet it was soft

As zeph'rous move two summer-gales oppos'd,

Their wings of lightness shaking on a lake.

Great Trenmor yielded to his valiant son ; 160

For, forth the fame of the young king had gone.

Before his father mighty Trathal came,

And, in Caracha echoing, fail'd the foes.

Past years, my son, are mark'd with mighty deeds.

In clouds arose the eastern light. In arms 165

Forth came the foe, and, like the roar of streams,

The strife is mix'd at Rath-col. Here, behold

The kings contending !—Near the oak they meet :—

^n gleams of steel their dusky forms are lost.
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So, glilt'ring moteors, in ii vale by niglit, 170

Joint-gleaming meet : red light is scatter'd 'round,

And men foresee the storm.—Now, low in blood

Dath-^carmor lies. For, by his might prevail'd

The son of Ossian. Harmless he was not

In battle, O Malvina, hand of harps

!

175

Nor in the field of strife were Cathlin's steps:

But, by a secret stream the stranger stands.

Where Rathmor's foam beskirts the mossy stones.

Above, o'erhanging bends tiic branchy birch.

And strews its leaves on winds. Th' inverted spear 180

Of pensive pathlin touch'd, at times, the stream.

Dath-c,armor's mail victorious Oscar brought:

His helmet also with its eagle wing.

Them he before the Royal stranger plac'd.

The trophies gain'd, and thus his words were heard : 185

Thy fathers' foes have fail'd. They low are laid

* Within the field of ghosts.—Like a fresh gale

* Renown returns to Morvcn.^—-Clutha's chief,

* Why art thou dark? Is there now cause for woe?'

* O son of Ossian of sweet-sounding lyres, 100

* My soul is darkly sad.' The stranger said.

' The arms of Cathmol, which he rais'd in war,

' Are now before mine eyes. Take Cathlin's mail,

* And (that the hapless, in thy distant land,

* Thou may'st herealter on thy mem'ry bear) 195

* In Selma's sounding hall suspend it high.'

Down from white breasts then came the sparkling mail.

It was the race of kings ; at CIutha'« streams

Cathmol's soft-handed daughter.—In the hall

Duth-carmor saw her bright. To Clutha's vale 2GC
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He came by night. Brave Cathmol, clad in arms,

Him met in battle, but the warrior fell.

Three days the foe, then, with the virgin dwelt

;

And on the fourth in arms array'd she fled.

For, in her mind the race of warlike kings 20^

She mournful bore, and felt her bursting soul.

Why, maid of Toscar of Lutha, should I tell

How Cathlin fail'd? Lone in a distant land

At rushy Lumon is her silent tomb.

Near it Sulmalla, in the days of grief, 210

Retir'd, and for the daughter of strangers oft*

Rais'd the soft song, and touch'd the mournful lyre.

Come from the watch of night, Malvina, lonely hcam|

END OF CATHLIN OF CLUTHJ.
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J POEM,

ARGUMENT.
THIS poem, whicli, properly speaking, is a continuation of the la it, opens with
an address to Sul-malla, the'daughter of the king of Inis-huna, whom Ossiaii
met at ibe chase, as he returned from the battle of Rath-col. Sul-nialla
invites Ossian and Oscar to a feast, at tlie residence of her father, who was
then absent in the wars. Upon hearing their name and family, she relates
an expedition of 1 ingal into Inis-huna. Slie casually mentioning Cathmor,
chief of Atha (who then assisted her father against his enemies) Ossian in-
troduces the episode of Culgorm and Suran-dronlo, two Scandinavian kings,
in whose wars Ossian himself and Cathmor were engaged on opposite sides.

The story is imperfect, a part of the original being lost. Ossian, warned, in
a dream, by the ghost of Trenmor, sets sail from Inis-huna.

WHO, at the roaring of the foaming waves

So stately moves on Lumoii ? On licr breast

Fair-heaving falls her hair ; and from behind,

White is her arm, as slow she bends the bow.—

»

Why like a meteor through a cloudy field, 5
Dost thou in deserts wander ? Far apart

The tender roes are panting by their rocks.

Thou daughter of kings return, for near at hand

Is sable night with all its falling clouds.

It was the tender branch at Lumon rear'd \0

Sul-malla of blue eyes !—She from her rock.

To bid us to her feast, her bard had sent,

echoing hall.
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Ourselves we plac'd. Upon the trembling strincjs

White mov'd Sul-malhi's hands. Amidst the sound 15

Half heard the name of Atha's king arose

—

Of him, wlio in the fight of her own land

Of verdant hills and groves, had not appear'd.

Nor absent was he from her pensive soul.

But 'midst her secret thoughts by night he came. 20

In, from the sky with its bright, fiery rays,

Ton-thena look'd, and saw her tossing arms.

The sound of shells had ceas'd. Amidst long locks

Sul-mal!a rose.—With bending eyes she spoke ;

And ask'd us of our journey through the seas : 25

* For of the kings of men,' she said, * are ye,

* Tall riders of the wa^'e !'—Then I reply'd ;

' Nor at his distant, rolling, noisy streams

' Unknown is he—the father of our race.

' To Cluba also brave Fingal's great fame 30
* O blue-ey'd, royal daughter has arriv'd,

* Nor, only on the banks of Cona's stream

' Is Ossian's name, and that of Oscar known.
* Foes trembl'd at our voice, and shrunk in other land-.'

* Nor is the shield of Morven's mighty king 35
* Unnotic'd by Sul-malia,' said the maid.

* In Conmor's hail, in mem'ry of the past;

* When in the days of other years, Fingal

* To Clubii came ; aloft lirge orb'd it hangs.

* In his retreat, amids-t his rocks and woods, 40
« Loud roar'd Culdarmi's boar. And, in pursuit,

' Her youths sent Inis-huna, but they fail'd ;

* And over tombs in tears the virgins wept.

* Yet to Culdarnu careless went the kini^,

' And roH'd upon his spear the strength of woods 45
" In his large locks," ' they said,' " he bright upp-^r d.
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** The first of mortal men. Nor were his words

** Heard at the feast.—As from the wand'ring sun

* The rolling vapour winds its utmost way,

" From his great soul of fire his actions pass'ol, 50

** Nor inobservant on his stately steps

*' Did the blue eyes of woody Cluba look.

"" Amidst their thoughts in slumbers of the night

" In albid breasts the king of Selma rose."-—

* But to the sounding valleys of his roes 55
* Away the winds the bounding stranger bore.

* Nor like a meteor sunk within a cloud

* Obscure, was he to other nations lost.

* Forth, to the distant dwellings of fierce foes,

* At times, in all his lustre, still he came. 60
* Loud as the sound of winds, to Cluba's vale

* Of groves and forests vast, came his renoH'u,

* But now in Cluba of sweet, warbling lyres

* Thick darkness dwells. And, far rejndv'd from hence,

* Abides the race of kings.—To war are gone h.j

* Conmor of spears ; and Lormor king of streams.

* Nor darken they alone ; from other lands

* A beam is nigh, the troubler of the field,

* The friend of strangers, that in Atha reigns.

* High, from their misty hill, the azure eyes 70
* Of Erin's maids look forth : for far away
* Is he—young dweller of their anxious souls.

* Nt»r, O ye hands of Erin white as snow !

* Unhurtful is he in the skirts of war,

* For, in his distant field, bright gleaming he 75
* Ten thousand foes at once before him rolls,

* Not unobscrv'd by Ossian,' I reply'd,

* Rush'd Cathmor from his streams, when all his strength

* He on I-thorno, isle of many waves,
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* Poiir'd like a flood. Two kings in angry strife 80

* The fierce Culgorm and Suran-dronlo met

* In green I-thorno's groves : eacli from his isle

* Of sounding streams, stern hunters of the boar !

* A boar, beside a foamy stream, they met—
* Each pierc'd it with his spear.—'And, for the fame 85

* Of the great deed, these mighty warriors strove,

* And gloomy battle rose.—Their father's friends

* To summon forth in sounding arms enmail'd,

* A broken spear, with streaming crimson stain'd,

* From isle to isle they as a token sent. 90

* From echoing Bolga blooming Cathmor came

* To Culgorm, red-cy'd king :—I came as aid

' To Suram-dronlo, in his land of boars.

* We rush'd on either side a stream, that roar'd

* Across a blasted heath. Large, broken rocks, 95

* With all their bending trees, high rang'd around,

* Of Loda's worship with the stone of pow'r,

* Two circles neighb'ring stand : whare with the night,

* In dark-red streams of fire down spirits come.

' There, mixed with tiic murmur of the floods, 100

* The voices hoarse of aged men arose.

* These " forms of night" they call'd, and, by their pray'r

* Invok'd they came ; to aid them in their war,

* I, with my people, where the foamy stream;

* Fell from the craggy clifl's, regardless stood, 105

* Red from the mountains mov'd the sickly moon

* And in the dusk my song, at times, arose,

* Dark on the other side, my rising voice

* Young Cathmor heard ; for he, beneath the oak,

* In all the splendor of his armour lay,
\
110

* Bright morn arose, and we to battle rush'd,
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* From wing to wing in raging strife enroll'd,

* As yielflant fiill beneath autumnal winds

* The slender thistle's bearded head ; they fell.

* Then came in armour forth a stately form; J15
* And with the king my strokes of might I mix'd,

* By turns our large and bossy shields were pierc'd,

* And loud-rebounding rung our steely mails,

* Soon to the ground his crested helmet fell,

* And brightly shone the foe! Two pleasant flames 120

* His eyes between his wand'ring locks appear'd.

* I knew the king of Atha, and on earth

* Threw down my spear. Then dark, away we turn'd,

* And silent pass'd to mix with other foes.

* Yet, not so pass'd the angry, striving kings. 125

* As when ghosts meet in the dark wing of winds,

* In wrath oppos'd ; in echoing fray they mix'd.

* Through either breast the pointed jav'lin rush'd

* Nor prostrate yet on earth were laid the foes. ?

* A rock receiv'd their fall, and half reclin'd 130

* In death they lay. The lock of his fierce foe

* Each held ; and grimly seem'd to roll his eyes.

* The stream forth issuing from the neighb'ring rock

* Leap'd on their shields, and mix'd below with blood.

* The fight ceas'd in I-thorno ; and in peace 135

* The strangers met.—From Atha of the streams

* Cathmor the brave, and Ossian king of lyres.

* We plac'd the dead in earth.—By Runar's bay

* Our course we steer'd : when with the bounding boat,

Far, on the surf advanc'd a rid2;y wave. 140

* Dark was the rider of the rolling seas ;

* But, like a ray forth darting from the sun,

« In Stromlo's rolling smoke of folds intense

Vol. II. Co
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* With chearing beam, a flame of light was there.

* It was the fair of Suran-dronlo sprung, 115

* Wild in her brighten'd looks. Amidst her locks

* Of auburn bright, her eyes were wand'ring flames,

* Forth with the spear her verging arm appears

* White as the snow ; and her high-heaving breast,

* White as the foam of waves that rise, by turns, 150

* 'Midst promontorial rocks ; appears to view.

* Pleasing but dreadful are those rising cliffs,

f And to the winds, for aid, the sailors call
:'

" Ye dwellers of great Loda ! hither come

!

" Haste Carchar I Pale amidst dark-rolling clouds! 155

** Sluthmor ! That strid'st in airy halls approach I

*' Corchtur ! Terrific in the blust'ring gales !

** Now from his suppliant daughter's vengeful spear

" The foes of Suran-dronlo quick receive."

* No shadow, at his roaring streams was .1, 160

» Nor yet a mildly-looking form was he f

* When up his spear he took, the gorgeful hawks

* Their sounding pinions shook ; for 'round the steps

.* Of dark-ey'd Suran-dronlo crimson stream'd.

* No harmless beam, to glitter on his streams 16S

* Me he did light.—Like meteors clear I shone,

* And blasted Siiran-dronlo's mighty foes.'—* * « « *

The praise of Cathmor of resounding shields

Not unconcern'd the fair Sul-malla heard.

He, like a fire in secret heath conceal'd, 170

Sudden awaking at the voicefui blast,

And spreading wide its beam : her soal illum'd.

Like the soft murmur of a summer breeze,

When up it lifts the bending heads of flow'rs,



A POEM. 206
I

And carls the lucid lakes and silver streams, 175 ]

In song, away the royal daughter went,
;

By night a dream to Ossian came—the shade

Of Trenmor shapeless stood. Tiie dusky shield
j

On Selma's streamy rock he seem'd to strike.
]

Directly in my rattling arms I rose : ISO

For I perceiv'd that raging war was near.
j

Our bending sails before the winds were spread
I

When to the morn its waters Lumon shew'd.

Come from the watch of night, Malvina, lonely beam, i

END OF SUL'MALLA OF LUMON,
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ARGUMENT.
FINOAL, in one of his voyages to the Orkney islands, was driven, hy stress of

weather, into a bay of Scandinavia, near the residence of Starno, king of
Lochlin. Siarno invites Fingal to a feast. Fingal, doubting the faith of the
king, and mindful of his former breach of hospitality (Fingal, B. III.) refuses
to go. Starno gathers togetlier his tribes ; Fingal resolves to defend himself.
Night coming on, Duth-maruno proposes to Fingal to observe the motions of
the enemy. The king liimself undertakes the watch. Advancing towards
t)ie enemy, he accidentally comes to the cave of Turthor, where Starno had
confined Coniban-carglas, the captive daughter of a neighbouring cliief. Her
story is imperfect, a part of the original being lost. I ingo) comes to a place
of worship, where Starno, and his son Swaran, consulted the spirit of Loda,
concerning the issue of the war. The rencounter of Fingal and Swaran.
The Duan concludes with a description of the airy hall of Cruthloda, sup-
posed to be the Odin of Scandinavia.

DUAN I.

AN ancient tale ! Why, wanderer unseen,

That bend'st green Loda's thistle-why my ear

Hast thou, O breeze of the green valley, left ?

No distant roar of streams, nor lyral sound

Hear I soft trembling from the silent rocks

!

Come thou sweet huntress of fair Lutha's plains,

And to the bard his absent soul restore.
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To Lochiin's lakes, to the dark, ridgy bay

Of blue U-thorno, where from ocean's waves

Down from the roar of winds Fingal approach'd ; 10

Porward I look.—But in a land unknown,

Few are the heroes of Morvenian race !

To give Fingal a welcome to the feast,

A dweller of Loda the wrathful Starno sent

:

Fingal refus'd : for past transactions came 15

Fresh to his mind, and all his rage arose.

* Nor Gormal's mossy tow'rs,' the thief reply 'd,

* Nor Stamo shall Fingal indeed behold.

* Death's multiform along his fiery soul

* Wander like shadows. Don't 1 bear in mind 20

* That beam of light, that once at Gormal shone—
* The fair daughter of kings with hands of^now ?

* Go, son of Loda ; and to Starno say

:

* To fam'd Fingal his words are merely blasts—

* Blasts, that alone, by rolling too and fro, 25
* Turmoils the thistles in autumnal vales,

* Dark Duth-maruno, steady arm of death

!

* And swarthy Cromma-glass of iron shields!

* And Struthmor too, dweller of battle's wing!

* Cormar expert ! Whose azure-bosom'd ships, 30

* Carless as on dark-streaming, angry clouds

* The meteor makes its way ; bound on the seas !

' Children of heroes ! in a land unknown,
* With all your wonted might around me 'rise,

* Let each, like Trenmor, ruler of dread war, 35

» Look on his shield. Come down,' still said the King,

' Thou youthful dweller 'midst the trembling lyres

* This stream away thou by thy might shalt roll,

* Or with me dwell embogpm'd in cold earth,*
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At once, in wrath they all around him 'rose ; 40

No words came fortli:—they seiz'd their beaming spears.

Into itself each soul is darkly roll'd.

At length aloud the sudden clang is \yak'd

On all their echoing shields. Each took his hill,

By night—at intervals, they darkly stood, 45

Unequal burst, betv/een the roaring wirjds,

The hum of songs. Broad o'er them rose the moon,

Tall in his armour Duth-maruno stood.

He that from rocky Croma-charn had come.

Stern hunter of the boar.—In his dark boat 50

On wave§ he rose, when all its tow'ring groves

Crumthormoth wak'd. Amongst his foes he shone,

Upon the mountain stately in the chase :

Nor was, O Duth-marono, cow'rdice thine,

* Forward by night, O Comhal's son,' he said, 55
* My steps shall be. From this dark, orbed shield

' Over their gleaming tribes them I shall view,

* Before me, is dark Starno, Hing of lakes,

' And Swaran, foe of strangers.—Nor in vain

* By Loda's stone of pow'r their words are heard, 60
* If Duth-maruno should no more return,

* His distant spouse is lonely at her home;
* Were with loud roar on Crathmo-craulo's plain

* Two streams their waters mix.—Around are hills

* With woods o'erhung, and ocean neighb'ring rolls, 66

* My son, young wand'rer of the n;iarshy field

* On screaming sea-fowl Ipoks, A boar's rough head
' Give to Can-dona, and his father's joy

* To him relate, when on his lifted s{)ear

* The bristly strength of loud I-thorno roll'd,' 70

• Not heedless of my fathers,' said Finga!,

' O'er ridgy seas my bounding course has been ;
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« Their's were the times of dangers, long ago

;

* Nor though Tm young amidst my spreading locks,

* Does darkness on me grow before the foes, 75

* O chief of Crathmo-craulo, courage take

—

* The field of night, ere long, will be my own !

Wide-bounding then o'er Turthor's echoing stream

That sent, by night, through Gormal's misty vale,

Its sullen roar : he rush'd in all his arms. 80

Upon a rock a glitt'ring moon-beam shone.

And, in the midst, appear'd a stately form :

A form mith floating locks, like Lochlin's maid

With bosom white. Unequal are her steps.

And short :—she throws on wind a broken song. S5

At times she tosses wid& her snow-white arms.

For grief corrosive in her soul abides.

* O Torcul-torno of hoar locks !' she said,

* Where now, by Lulan, are thy aged steps ?

* With steps unequal at thine own dark streams, 90

* O Conban-carglas' father, thou hast fail'd !

* But, when dark-skirted night along the sky

* Is dusky pour'd : then Lulan's aged chief

!

* By Loda's hall, thee sporting I behold,'

* The moon, sometimes, thou hidest with thy shield ;

* For dim in heav'n have 1 her brightness seen.

* Thou into meteors kindlest thy grey hair,

* And dreadful sail'st along the noon of night.

* O king of shaggy boars, why in my cave

* Dwell I forgotten?—Down from Loda's hall 100

* On lonely Conban-carglas cast thy eye !'

* Who art thou,' said Firtgal, * thou voice of night ?'—

Affrighted, she in tremors turn'd away.
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* Who art thou, in thy darkness ?' still he said.

But she, still trembling, shrunk into the cave. 105

From her fair hands the king untied the thong,

And of her fathers urg'd the fair to tell.

* At Lulan's foamy stream once dwelt,' she said

« Fam'd Torcul-torno :' there^ he dwelt—but now,

* In Loda's hall he shakes the sounding shell, 119

* He Starno, king of Lochlin, met in fight

* And long and deathful fought the dark-ey'd kings.—

* My sire, blue-shield Torcul-torno, fell.

* At Lulan's roaring waters, by a rock

* I jush had pierc'd the branchy, bounding roe. 115

* From off the stream of winds my floating hair

* My white hand gather'd : for 1 heard a noise,

* And upwards turn'd my eyes. Then high with joy

* 'Rose my soft breast. At Lulan, verging oa,

' To meet thee, Torcul-torno, was my step. 120

* 'Twas Starno, dreadful king ! He darkly came,

* And red on Coiiban-c.arglas roll'd his eyes !

* Above his gather'd smile of grimly shape

* Dark wav'd his shaggy brow.-^" Where is my sire,"

* I said,' " my father fam'd for might in war ?" 125

*' Among dread foes, in lonely solitude,

•' O Torcul-torno's daughter, thou art left
!"

* He took my hand,—then rais'd the bending sail,

* And in this cave, in darkness, he me plac'd.

* At times a gloomy cloud of mist he comes, 130

* And in my presence lifts my father's shield.

* And often, but far distant from my cave,

' Passes a beam of youth,—-Within the soul

' Of Torcul-torno's d4u^tef 'lone he dwells.'
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* O maid of Lulan,' then Fingal reply'cl, , 135

* White-handed Conban-carghis ; on thy soul

* A cloud, but mark'd with streaks of fire, is roll'd,

* Cast not thine eyes on that dark-robed moon,

' Nor yet on those bright meteors. For my steel

* O Torcul-torno's daughter, 'round thee gleams. HO

• 'Tis not the steel high-rais'd by feeble hands,

* Nor of the dark in soul. \Vithin our caves

* Of roaring streams the virgins are not shut

:

* Nor do they toss their snow-white arms alone.

* Within their Jocks, above high Selma's lyres, 145

* They brightly bend. Nor in the desert wild

* Young light of Torcul-torno, is their voicc.*^

Again, wide through the bosom of dark night,

To where, in squally winds, dark Loda's trees

High wav'd ; Fingal his steps of might advanc'd. 160

Three massy stones, with heads of moss, are there:

A stream, with foaming course ; and, them around,

Dreadful the dark-red cloud of Loda rolls.

Forward a ghost, of shadowy smoke half-form'd,

Look'd from its top. Amidst the roaring stream iS5

His voice, at times he pour'd.—His hollow words.

In posture bent beneath a blasted tree

Two heroes, near, dark Swaran of the lakes

And Starno foe of strangers, gladly heard.

On their dun shields in might they darkly lean'd, 160

And forward are their spears in darkness bent.

Shrill sounds the blast of darkness, as it blows

With heaving gusts in Starno's floating beard.

Vol. n. D a
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Fingal's bold tread they heard, and in thou- arms

The warriors rose.—Said Starno, in his pride ; 165

* Undaunted Swa.ian, lay that wand'rer lov/.

* Thy sire's shield take—it is a rock in war.'

His gleaming spear dark Swaran threw, and fix'd

In Loda's tree it stood.—Forth with bright swords

Then came the foes. Their rattling steel they mix'd. 170

Quite through the thongs of Swaran's heavy shield

The blade of Luno rush'd. Down fell the shield

llolling on earth. Cleft down the helmet fell.

The lifted steel Fingal stopt—and in wrath

Unarm'd stood Swaran. 'Round his livid eyes 17.5

He silent roH'd, and threw his sword on earth.

Then, slowly stalking o'er the sounding stream.

He, for vexation, whistled as he went.

Nor yet unseen is Swaran by his sire.

Away in wrath red Starno turn'd.—Above ISO

His gather'd rage dark wav'd his shaggy brows.

Dark Loda's tree he then, with all his might.

Struck with his spear—he rais'd the hum of songs.

Each dimly moving in his own dark path.

Like two ibam-cover'd streams, that from the valce 185

Of rain descend ; to Lochlin's host they came.

To Turthor's plain Fingal in haste return'd,

Amidst the beam fair rising from the east

That shone on Lochlin's spoils, with circling rays.

In the king's hand in glitt'ring triumph borne. 190'

Forth from her cave, in all her beauty came

Torcul-torno's daughter. She from Avind

Gather'd her hair, and wildly rais'd her song

The song of Lulan of resounding shells.

Where once her father in his splendour dwelt* 195
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The bloody shield of Sturno she beheld

And gladness on her face light-beaming rose.

But when young Swaran's helmet cleft she saw,

She shrunk—she darken'd, from the royal chief.

* And art thou fall'n, by all thy hundred streams I 200
* O love of Conban-carjflas ! art thou falTu !'

U-thorno, that in waters riscst high,

On whose dark side the mighty meteors glide !

The moon opaque, behind thy echoing woods.

Descending I behold.—And on thy top 203

Dwells misty Loda (house of ghosts of men.)

There, in the end of his dark, cloudy hall

Bends forward dark Cruth-loda, chief of swords,

Anrl thinly shaded in his wavy mist

His form is dimly seen. Upon his shield 210

Is his right hand, and in his left there is

'J'he shell half viewless; whilst with fires of night

The roof of his tremendous hall is mark'd.

Then on, a dusky ridge of formless shades,

Cruth-luda's race advance.—The sounding shell 215

He kindly gives to those, who shone in war.

But—thick between him and the weak, his shield

Bises a crust of darkness.—He appears

A setting meteor to the weak in arms.

Bright, as a rainbow on pellucid streams, 220

Came white-arm'd Conban-caiglas, soft in air.—

ExVD OF DUJN FIRST.
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ARGUMENT.
riN'OAL returning, with day, devolves the command of tliC army on Dufh-

iTiaruno, who engages the enemy, and drives iheni over tlie stream of Tur-
thor. Fingal, after recalling his people, congratulates Duth-matuno on his

success, but discovers that that hero was roorially wounded in the engage-
ment. Duth-maruno dies. Ullin, the bard, in honour of the dead, intro-

duces the episode of Colgorm and Spina-dona, with which the Duan coa-
c^^xdes.

DUAN II.

* SON of the king, what is of thee become ?

Said dark-hair'd Duth-maruno. Sehna's beam

* Of youthful splendor, say—where hast thou fail'd ?

* He comes not from the bosom of dark night

!

* And circling morn is on U-thorno spread, 6
* Whilst on his hill thro' mist soft gleams the sun,—

* Now in my presence warriors lift the shields ;

* For like a fire from heav'n, whose trackless place

* Unmark'd is on the ground ; he must not fall.

—

* As, from the skirts of his loud, squally wind, ]p,

* With pinions large the eagle flies ; he comes

!

* And in his hand bright shine the spoils of foes.

* F-or thee, O Selma's king ! our souls were sad !
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* Near us, O Diith-maruno, arc the foes.

< Forward they come,' he said, ' like waves in mist, 15

* When they, above the vapour sailing low,

* Their foamy tops, at intervals, crc^t.

* The trembling trav'ller on his journey shrinks,

^ Nor knows he where to fly.—But we, O chiefs,

* No trembling trav'llcrs are! Forth all your steel 20

* Ye sons of heroes call.—Now shall there 'rise

* Fingal's bright sword—or, shall a warrior lead ?'

* The deeds of old,' brave Duth-maruno said,

« Are, O Fingal, like paths unto our eyes

!

* Amidst his own dim years, still we discern 2

)

* Broad-shielded Trenmor. Nor did weakness mark

^ His royal soul. There, dark and in disguise

* Wander'd no deed. From all their hundi'ed streams

* To grassy Colglan-crona came the tribes.

* Their chiefs before them, as they stately strode, 30

* Each strove to lead the war. And oft unsheath'd

* Their swords appear'd. Red roH'd their eyes of rage

* They stood apart, and humm'd their surly songs

:

*' Why should they to each other yield ?" * they said:*

** For their forefathers equal rank'd in war." 5.5

' With all his people, bright in youthful locks

* Brave Trenmor stood. He saw th' advancing foe,

* And high the grief of his great soul arose.

^ He bade the chiefs to lead by turns. They led—

•

< But they were roll'd away. Then from his hill 40

< Down came blue-shielded Trenmor, and himself

« Wide skirted battle led.—The strangers fail'd.—

* Around him, then, the dark-brow'd warriors came,

* And struck the shield of joy.—Like a sweet gale,

* The words of pow'r from royal Selma rush'd.

—

45

? Yet, in strife, by turns, the chieftaias fled

;
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* Till miglity danger rose : then was the hour

* The royal hour, to conquer in the field,'

* Nor yet unknown,' said Cromma-glas of sliields.

* Are our forefather's deeds. But who of us 50

* Shall lead the war, before the race of kings ?

* On these four dusky hills mist dimly lours ;—

»

* Within it let each warrior strike his shield.

* Amidst the darkness spirits may descend,

* And mark us for the conduct of the war.' 5>

They went—each hero, to his hill of mist

:

And bards observant mark'd the bossy sounds ;

But loudest, Duth- maruno, rung thy boss,

And it thy province was to le^d the v,-ar.

Then like the murmur of resounding streams, 60

With stately steps down came U-thorno's race.

The lines of battle swarthy Starno led,

And dasky Swaian of the isles of storms.

!Forward from shields of iron they fiercely look'd

With aspect like Cruth-loda fiery-ey'd 65

When from behind the darken 'd moon he looks,

And in his anger strews his signs on night.

By Turthor's stream the hostile armies met.

And intermix'd, like ridgy waves they heav'd.

Their ccho'ng strokes are anix'd, and o'er the hosts 7Q

Peath shadowy flies. They were as clouds of hail,

With squally winds in their storm-bearing skirts.

Their show'rs united roar, whilst underneath

Tempestuous swells the darkly-rolling deep.

O dark U-thorno's strife ! why should I mark 75

Thy direful wounds ? Thou with the years long past
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Rcmain'st, and thou art fading on my soul.

Forward his skirt of war dark Starno brought,

And angry Swanm led his own dark wing.

Nor harmless burns brave Duth-maruno's sword, 80

And o'er her streams is Lochlin roll'd at length

Folded in thoughts the wrathful kings remain.

And o'er the flight of their aftrighted land

They roll their silent eyes.—Again, is heard

Fingal's loud horn ; and woody Albion's sons 85

To fight return'd. But, silent in their blood.

By Turthor's streaming waters many lay.

' Brave chief of Crom-charn,' said the royal voice,

* Stern Dath-maruno, hunter of the boar !

* Not without harm to the dark, haughty ranks 90
* Returns my eagle from the field of foes.

* For this white-bosom'd Lanal at her streams

* Shall brighten, when the welcome news arrives ;

* Can-dona, when she hears of thy vast deeds,

* At rocky Crathmo-craulo shall rejoice.' 9.")

* Colgorm,' repiy'd the chief, * in Albion was

' The first of all my race:—Colgorm the great

!

* Ocean's rider through its wat'ry vales .'

* In high I-thorno he his brother slew,

* And left his father's land. In silence he 108

' By rocky Crathmo-craulo chose his place.

* His race came forth, progressive in their years—
* They came to battle, but they always fell.

* And now, O King of Morven's echoing isles,

* The wound of my forefathers is my own.* 1Q5

He from Ill's side an arrow drew, and pale

Fell in a land unknown. His soul came forth

To his forefathers, to their stormy iaie.
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There they, along the skirts of winds, pursu'd

Boars form'd of mist.—The chiefs stood silent round, 110

As Loda's stones grey-rising on their hill.

Them, through the twilight, from his lonely path

The traveller beholds. He thinks them ghosts

Of hero's dead, concert ing future wars.

Night came down on U-thorno.—In their grief 115

Still stood the chiefs.—Through ev'ry warrior's hair

Hiss'd, by turns, the wand'ring of the ulast.

From the deep musing of his thoughtful soul

Fingal, at length, burst forth. Aloud he call'd

Ullin of harps, and bade the song to rise. 120

* No falling fire,' he said, ' that just appears,

* And then retires in night ; no meteor faint

* Was Crathmo-craulo's chief :—but, like the sun

* Strong-beaming, long-rejoicing on his hill.—

* Name his forefathers, from their dwellings old.' 129

* I-thorno,' said the bard, ' that risest green

* Midst ridgy seas ! \Vhy, in the ocean's mist

* So gloomy is thy head i" From thy low vales,

* Fearless as thy strong-winged eagles soar

* Came forth a race, dwellers of Loda's hall

;

130

* The race of Colgorm chief of iron shields.

* With airy height 'rose Lurthan, streamy hill,

' In Tormoth's echoing isle. Its woody head

' Above a silent vale it waving bent.

* There dwelt where foamy Cruruth's streams do rise, 13.3

* Rurmar, stout hunter of rough, woodland boars,

* His daughter, fair as beams the sunny ray,

< The snow-white bosom'd Strina-dona shone

!
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* Many a king of heroes fam'd in war;

' Many a hero of dark iron shields

;

liO

' And many a youth of dark and heavy locks

;

' To Rurmar's echoing hall, high-bounding came.

' They came to woo the maid of matchless charms,

The stately huntress of green Tormoth wild.

But from thy steps thou, in thy graceful mien, 145

Iligh-bosom'd Strina-dona, careless look'st

!

* If on the heath she mov'd, her breast arose

Whiter than waves the reedy Cona's down

If on the sea-beat shore she took her way.

She then outvy'd the rolling ocean's foam. 150

Her sparkling eyes were two bright stars of light,

Her beauteous face was heav'ns grand bow in show'rs ;

Whilst dark around it, like the streaming clouds,

Her raven-hair in nature's ringlets flow'd.

Thou wert the dweller of heroic souls, 155

White-handed Strina-dona, charming maid !

* In his high-bounding ship young Colgorm came.

And Corcul-suran, mighty king of shells.

To woo the sun-beam of wild Tormoth's isle,

The brothers:—each from green I-thorno came, 160

In all their echoing steel she them beheld,

And firm on blue-ey'd Colgorm fix'd her soul.

On her, in look'd UMochlin's nightly eye.

And s:iw fair Strina-dona's tossing arms.

* In wrath, the brothers on each other frown'd, 16B
And their red-flaming eyes in silence met.

—

They turn'd away. They struck their sounding shields.

And on their swords their trembling hands they laid.

Into the strife of heroes with their might.

For long-hair'd Strina-dona, fierce they rush'd. 170

VoL^ II. E e
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* At length, in blood great Corcul-suran fell ;

* And on his isle, enraged with the deed,

* His father's strength to measures gave effect,

* At large to wander on the various winds,

* From low I-thorno's isle Colgorm he turn'd. 175
* And then for refuge, near a foreign stream

* In Crathmo-eraulo's rocky field he dwelt.

* Nor gloom'd the king alone : that beam of light

* Echoing Tormoth's daughter was at hand,

* White-armed Strina-dona, matchless fair
!'

ISO

END OF DUAN SECOND.
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A POEM.

ARGUMENT.
OSSTAN, after some general reflections, describes tliesituaiion of Fingal, and

tlie position of the army of Loclilin. Tlie conversation of Starnoand Swaran.
The episode of Cromar-trunar and loinar-bragal. Starno, from liis own ex-
ample, recommends to Swaran, to surprise i'ingal, who had retired alone to

a neighbouring lull. Upon Swaran's refusal, btarno undertat;es the enter-

prize himself, is overcome, and taken prisoner, by 1 ingal. He i^ dismissed,
after a serious reprimand for his cruelty.

DUAN III.

WHENCE is the stream of years ? Where do they flow?

Where have they hid amidst the veil of mist

Tlieir many coloured sides ? Back I attempt

Into the times of old to look, but dim

To Ossian's eyes they seem, like the faint light 5

Of moon-beams answer'd on a distant lake.

Here, rise the redd'ning beams of war ! And tJieref

In silence dwells a feeble race of men

!

With deeds of fame, as slow they pass along,

No years they mark.—Thou, that between the shields 10

Mak'st thine abode ; thou, that the failing soul
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:

To life awak'st ; from tliy ag'd wall descend,

Thou lyre of Cona, with thy voices three !

Come with that sound which kindles up the past,

W'itli all their actions on their dark-brown years 15

And to my view up-rcar the forms of old !

U-thorno, hill of storms, upon thy side

My race I see.—O'er Duth-maruno's tomb

iMUi^al is bending, in the dusk of night.

Near him the steps of his brave chiefs abide, 20

Stern hunters of the boar. And deep in shades

By Turthor's stream I Lochlin's host behold.

On two near hills dark stood the wrathful kings

And forward from their bossy shields they look'd.—

<

They looked forward on the stars of night, 25

Red-wand'ring in the West. Enrob'd in clouds.

And like a meteor red, of form devoid ;

Cruth-loda bends from high. He sends abroad

The winds, and marks them with his fiery signs.

That Morven's king was ne'er to yield in war 30

Starno foresaw, and with vexation burn'd.

In wrathful anger twice he struck the tree

:

He sudden rush'd before his son : then humm'dj

A surly song ; and heard his hair in wind.

Turn'd from each other, like two oaks they stood, 35.

Which different winds had bent. Each hov'ring leans

Above its own loud rill with spreading shade,

And shakes its branches in the course of blasts.

* Annir,' said Starno, swarthy king of lakes,

' A wa?tive fire of old large-wand'ring rag'd. 40

* Death from his eyes, along the striving fields,

* He pour'd. His joy was in the fall of men.

« Blood was to him sweet as a summer-stream,
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* Tliat from a mossy rock, to withcr'd vales

* Reviving rolls. Forth to Luth-cormo*3 lake 45
* He came, to meet the tall Corman-trunar,

* From Urlor's streams dweller of battle's wing.'

* High-bounding with his darkly-bosom'd ships

* The chief of Urlor had to Cormul come,

* He Foinar-bragal with the snow-white arms, 50
* The daughter of Annir saw.—Her he iov'd:—

•

* Nor on the rider of rough, stormy waves

* Roli'd she her eyes with heedless unconcern.

* She, like a moon-beam through a nightly vale,

* Fled to his ships in darkness. O'er the deep 65
* Annir pursu'd. He call'd the winds of heav'ii,

* Nor was the king alone,—for by his side

* Was Starno.—Like U-thorno's eagle young,

* I on my father turn d my darting eyes.

• We came to roaring Urlor : and oppos'd 60'

' Came with his people Corman-trunar tall.

* We fought,—^but, in the strife, the foe prevail'd.

* Then in his wrath stood Annir king of lakes.

—

* He the young trees, in wrath, lopp'd with his sword,

* And in his rage red look'd his fiery eyes. 65
* I mark'd the royal soul—I went in night—

^

* And from the field a broken helmet took :

—

* Likewise a shield that pierced was with steel,

* And pointless was the jav'lin in my hand,

* Accoutred thus, I went to find the foe, 70

* Tall on a rock, beside his burning oak,

* Sat Corman-trunar ; and, beneath a tree,

* Near him deep-bosom'd Foinar-bragal sat,

* Before her face my broken shield I threw

I And spoke the wofds of peace, [[ Not distant far 75
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** Beside tlie eddies of his rolling sea,

" Lies Annir of many lakes. In bnttling strife,

" The king was pierc'd : and it to Starno falls

" His lofty mound of up-heap'd earth to raise.

" Me, who am of the sons of Loda great, $0
** To Foinar-bragal of white hands, he sends

;

*• To bid her send a lock of her fine hair,

** With her dead father low in earth to rest.

" And thou, O king of echoing Urlo's roar,

" Till Annir, from Cruth-loda fiery-ey'd, 85

" Receive the shell ; let now the battle cease."

' Amidst a sudden flood of tears she 'rose,

* And from her hair dishevel'd tore a lock

—

* A lock which wander'd, in the waving blast,

* Along her heaving breast. The sounding shell 90

* Great Corman-trunar gave, and to rejoice

* Before him me enjoin'd. In silence then

* I rested in the voiceless gloom of night,

* And hid my face within my helmet deep.

* Sleep on the foe descended—up I rose 95

* In semblance like a stalking ghost of night.

* Then Corman-trunar's side I pierc'd. Nor did

* Fair Toinar-bragal e'en herself escape:

* But roll'd her bosom snowy-white in blood.

* Why then, O daughter of heroes, my rage lOf)

* Didst thou awake? Bright-beaming morn arose,

* And far the foe, like vanish'd mist, were fled.

* His bossy shield struck Annir, and aloud

* Call'd his dark-hair'd son.— I, at his call,

* With wand'ring blood bcstreak'd, obedient came, 105

* Thrice rose the royal shout. So, from a cloud,

* By night, bursts forth a sudden squall of wind,

* Above the dead, three festive days we spent,

' And call'd the huwks of heav'n.—From all their winds.
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* To feast on Annir's fallen foes, thev came. 110

* Swaran ! Fingal upon his hill of night

* Alone abides.—Let thy bright ; deathful spear

* In secret pierce the king. Then my glad soul,

* Like aged Annir's, also shall rejoice.'

* Gormalian Annir's son ! Then Swaran said, 115

* Never in shades will Swaran warriors slay.

* In light I issue, when from all their winds

' Forth rush the hawks. They my resistless course,

* Nut without arm through war, are wont to trace,'

Then burning rose the anger of the king, 120

And his bright-gleaming jav'lin thrice he rais'd.

But starting back, as he the blow prepar'd,

He spar'd his son : and rush'd into the night.

By Turthor's stream a lonely cave is dark

Th' abode of Conban-carglas. There he laid 125

The royal helmet, and call'd Lilian's maid ;

But far, in Loda's sounding hall, she dwelt.

Swelling with rage, to where Fingal alone

Was laid ; he strode.—On his own secret hill

On his broad shield the royal chief repos'd. 1 30

But, O stern hunter of strong, shaggy boars,

No feeble virgin is before thee laid ;

Nor boy, defenceless on his ferny bed,

By Turthor's murm'ring stream. Here spreads the couch

On which the mighty lie, and whence they rise 15^

To grace their mem'ry by the deeds of death.

Wake not the dreadful :—hunter of rough boars.

On, Starno murm'ring came. Fingal in arms

Arose, and said :
' WHio art thou, son of night ?'

Silent he threw the spear. Their gloomy strife 140
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They mix'd. The shield of Starno, cleft in twain.

In pieces fell. He to an oak is bound.

—

The early beam arose.—On Gormal's kin^

Fingal then look'd. Awhile his silent eyes

About he roll'd. He thought of other days 145

When, like the graceful music of the song,

White-bosom'd Agandecca sweetly mov'd

:

And from his captive hand the thong she loos'd

* O son of Annir, hence retire,' he said,

* A beam once set, back on my mem'ry comes 150

* Thy daughter of white-breasts 1 bear in mind ;

* Away, O dreadful king ! From hence retire

!

* Go to thy troubled dwelling, cloudy foe

* Of all the lovely! Hence aAvay retire!

* Let the wise stranger thee with caution shun, 155

* ThoH gloomy in the hall I'—An ancient tale!

END OF CATILLODA,
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ARGTTMKNT.
AFTER an address to Malvina, the daughter of Toscar, Ossiaii proceeds to re-

Jate his owa expedition to Fuarfed, an island of Scandinavia. Mal-orchol,

king of Fuarfed, being hard pressed in war, by Ton-thormod, chief of Sar-

dronlo, (who had demanded, in vain, the daughter of Mal-orcliol_,in marriage)

Fingal sent Ossian to his aid. Ossian, on the day after his arrival, came to

battle with Ton-lhormod, and took liim prisoner. Mal-orchol offers his

daughter Oina-inorul to Ossian; but he, discovering her passion for Ton-
tiiormod, geneiously surrenders her to her lover, and brings about a recgn-

ciliation between the two kings.

AS flics th' inconstant sun, with variant beams

Across the phiins : 'inidst Larmon's grassy hills

:

So pass, amidst the silence of the night,

The tales of old along my pensive soul.

When to their place the tuneful bards are gone : 5

When dulcet harps in Selma's hall are hung:

A voice to Ossian comes, and 'wakes his soul.

It is the promptive voice of years now past,

That with their num'rous deeds before me roll.

Whene'er those deeds across my mem'ry pass 10

I seize them straight, and pour them forth in song.

Nor is the royal song a troubled stream,

But like the swells from Lutha of the strings

—

Lutha of many strings of sweetest note .'

Vol. II.' F f
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Nor are tliy streamy rocks rlevoid of sound 15

Kesponsive to the warblings of the lyre,

When on it fair Malvina's fingers move.

Light of the shadowy Ihouglits, that in distress

Assistive fly across my troubled soul

—

Daughter of Toscar of the helmets fam'd 20

Wilt thou not pay attention to the song

!

The pleasing years, now long since roH'd away,

We, maid of Lutha, back to mem'ry call

!

'Twas in the days when shone the royal chief,

While yet my thick and spreading locks were young, 25

That I, on high from ocean's nightly wave,

Amidst my course the bright Con-cathlin mark'd.

Fuarfed, woody dweller of the seas.

Was then the isle to which my course was bent.

Mal-orchol, wild Fuarfed's royal chief 30

To aid, was my direction from Fingal :

For round him war with all its fury rag'd

And our forefathers at the feast had met.

Ere long I in Col-coiled bound my sails,

And to Mal-orchol sent my fav'rite sword. 35

That king of shells the sign of Albion knew

And at the sight his bright'ning joy arose.

Prom his own tow'ring hall direct he came.

And eager sciz'd upon my hand in grief.

* Why comes' (he said) ' to aid a falling king 40

* The race of heroes ? Chief of many spears

* Ton-thormod is, and from Sar-dronlo comes,

* The isle of many waves. He saw and lov'd

* My daughter Oina-Morul, lovely fair,

* With snow-white breast, and for her made his suit. 45

* The virgin 1 deny'd ;— for former foes

^ Our race had been. Then with the strength of war.
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* He to Fuarfcd came. And now away

* My hosts are roU'd. Why therefore comes as aid,

* The race of heroes to a falling king ? 50

* To be, boy-like, spectator of the strife

* I come not here :' I then to him rcply'd.

* Mal-orchol, and his hospitable liall,

* That welcomes strangers still Fingal well knows.

* Down from his waves npon thy woody isle 55

* The warrior came. Nor like a stormy cloud

* Wert thou before him. With the voice of songs

* Thy feast was spread. For this my sword shall rise ;

* And thy proud foes ere long perhaps may fail.

* When danger threatens, by no means forgot 60

* (Though distant is our land) our friends remain.'

Mal-orchol said :
' Great as Cruth-loda's voice,

* When downward bending from his broken cloud,

* Strong dweller of the sky ! In pow'r he speaks ;

* Son of the daring Trenmor are thy words

!

65

* Aforetime many of my feasts have joy'd,

* But they Mal-orchol now have all forgot.

* Tow'rds all the winds in hopes of aid I look'd

* But look'd in vain ! White sails were no where seen,

* And in my halls, where festive sports went round 70

* Dire steel resounds : and not the joyful shells.

* Dark-skirted night with all its gloom is near ;

* Race of brave heroes, to my dwelling come }

* And from the virgin of Fuarfed wild

' In raptures hear the dulcet voice of songs.' 75

We went—and on the sweetly-warbling lyre

The albid hands of Oina-morul 'rose.

Her own sad tale big with the words of woe,

From ev'ry trembling string, she mournful 'wak'd.
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:

I still in silence stood : for in her locks SO

Bright shone the daughter of the many isles.

As, looking forward through a rushing show'r

Two stars are seen, her sparkling eyes appear

Aloft, with joy, th' observant sailor stands ;

As, blessing th' lovely beams, he on them looks, S5

To fight, to Torraul's loud-resounding stream,

With morn we rush'd : when to the bossy sound

Of great Ton-thormod's shield the foe advanc'd :

And soon the strife froln wing to wing was mix'd,

Sardronlo's angry chief I met, and soon, 90

Wide flew his broken steel. Amidst the fight

I seiz'd the king.—His hand, bound fast with thongs

To ag'd Mal-orchol, of the shells, I gave.

Then at Fuarfed's feast, when fail'd the foe.

Delight arose. His face Ton-thormod straight 95

From Oina-morul of the islands turn'd.

• Son of Fingal,' Mal-orchol then begun,

* Nor shalt thou now forgotten by me pass.

* Within thy ship from hence a light shall dwell,

* Fair Oina-Morul of slow-rolling eyes ! 100

' Along each avenue of thy great soul

* Enkindling joy shall make its bright'ning way,

' Nor in the mansions of the royal house,

* Unheeded shall the maid in Selma move.*

Within the splendid hall in night I lay, JOS

And with soft sleep half were my eye-lids clos'd.

Then to my ear, ('twas like the rising breeze,

That whirls at first the thistle's beard ; then flies

Dark-shadowy, o'er the grass) soft music came.

It was the virgin of Fuarfed wild, 1 10

Raising the nightly song :—my soul, she knew.

Was like a stream, that flow'd at pleasant sounds,
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* With form majestic from liis airy cliff

* Who looks,' she said, * on ocean's closing mist ?
j

' His locks are jetty as the raven's wing, 115
{

* Large-wand'ring on the blast. In depth of grief

* His steps are stately. Starting from his eyes
;

' The tears are seen ; whilst o'er his bursting soul

* His manly breast is heaving. Ah ! retire—

.

,;

« Afar 1 wander, and in lands unknown ! 120 !

* Though I'm surrounded by the race of kings,
i

* Yet my sad soul is dark. Ton-thormod why :

—

* Thou love of maids, why were our fathers foes !'
•

* Thou softest warbler of the streamy isle,

* Why dost thou mourn by night ?' then I reply'd. 125 |

* Not dark in soul are daring Trenmor's race.
j

* Never a wand'rer by loud streams unknown
\

* Shalt thou, O blue-ey'd Oina-Morul, be.

* Within this bosom is a voice ; nor comes

* The same to other ears—but, Ossian bids 130

" To hear the hapless in their hour of woe," \

* Retire, soft singer by the mournful night !
,;

* Ton-thormod never on his rock shall mourn.*
,

The royal hand I, with the morning loos'd,
'

And gave the long-hair'd maid. My words of peace 135 '

Amidst his echoing halls. Mal-orchol hea'rd. \

' King of Fuarfed wild,' 'twas then I said,
\

' Why should Ton-thormod mourn ? He, by descent,' •

* Is born a hero, and a flame in war. 1

* Your fathers have been foes, but now in death 140

' In peace ally'd their shady ghosts rejoice. I

* To the same shell in Loda's lone abode
j

* Their airy arms of dusky mist they stretch. '

* Henceforth forget, ye warriors brave, their rage ! ';

' It was the angry cloud of other years. 145
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Such, In the flays now past, were Ossian's deeds'

Though with the beams of lovehness enrob'd

The daughter of the isles in splendor shone :

While yet his thick and spreading locks were young.

The pleasing years now long since roll'd away 150

We, maid of Lutha, back to inem'ry call !

END OF OINA'MORUL.
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A POEM.

ARGUMENT.
FINGAL dispatches Oss'ian and Toscar, to raise a stone, on the banks of tlie

stream ofCrona, to perpetuate the memory of a victory, which he had ob-

tained in tliat place. Wlien they were emjiloyed in that work, Car-ul, a

neighbouring chief, invited them to a feast. They went: and Toscar fell

desperately in love with Colna-doiia, the daughter of Car-ui. Colna-dona
became no less enamoured of Toscar. An incident at a hunting patty brings

their loves to an happy issue.

NEAR Car-ul's echoing halls, between the trees ;

Col-amon, wand'rer dark of distant vales,

Tiiy winding course of troubled streams I see.

There, Colna-dona, bright in all her charms, • '-

The daughter of the king in splendor dwelt. 5

Like sister-stars her sparkling eyes were roll'd :

And her white arms were like the foam of streame.

Slowly to sight, like ocean's heaving wave,

Her breast arose ; and like a stream of light

Her soul within her shone. Among the maids lO

Who ? with the love of heroes could compare ?

Beneath the echo of the royal voice

To murm'ring Crona of the streams we mov'd—

Toscar of grussy Lutha join'd the train
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And Ossian, young in fields. Three bards with songs

On us attendance gave. Three bossy shields

Were borne before us. For, of past exploits

The monumental stone we were to raise.

By Crona's mossy course his mighty foes

Fingal had scatter'd. Like a troubled sea, 20

Them he away by dint of arms had roH'd.

Directly to the place of fame we came,

And from the mountains night descended 'round.

I from its hills an oak high tow'ring tore,

And rais'd a flame on high.—Down from their hall 25

Of clouds aerial my ancestors dead

I bade to look ; for on the wings of winds

They brighten at the lustre of their race.

Amidst the song of bards, I from the stream

Up took a stone, and curdled in its ooze 30

Hung this thick blood of brave Fingal's fulPn foes.

Three bosses from the orbed shields of foes

As rose or fell the sound of Ullin's song

By night, beneath, at intervals, I plac'd.

A dagger, and a mail of sounding steel 35

Brave Toscar laid in earth ; we 'round the stone

Rais'd mould ar^d bade il speak to other years.

Daughter of streams when Selma's race have fail'd

Speak to the feeble from thy lofty state.

Thou oozy stone !—Prone, from the stormy night, 40

The trav'ller by thy side himself shall Jay :

Amidst his dreams, thy whistling moss shall sound;

And to his miixl the years long-past return.

Before him battles rise, and down to war

Blue-shielded kings shall come. The darken'd moon 45

Looks down from heav'n upon the troubled field.

With morning he from dreams of might shall burst.
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And the lone tombs of warriors 'round him see,

AI)OUt the stone he shall enquiries make,

And ansvv'ring, thus the aged will reply : 50

* By Ossian, once a chief, in other years

* This stone, with all its grizly moss was rais'd ?

Then from amidst Col-amon*s waving trees—

From Car-ul, friend of strangers, came a bard.

He to the feast of kings bade us repair— 55

To where the beauteous Colna-dona dwelt;

And to the hall of harps we took our way.

There, when the children of his friend he saw.

Like two young trees in all their foliage clad,

fright 'tween his locks of age old Car-ul grew. 60

* Sons of the mighty ! back the days of old

' Ye bring,' he said, * when first I from the wave

* Of Selma's streamy vale made my descent.

* I Duthmo-carglas, dwell'r of o'cean's wind,
*• Went forth to meet. Our fathers had been foes 65
* We met by Clutha's stream. He fled by sea,

* And wide my sails were white behind him spread.
' On me night, on the deep, deceptive came ;

* And to the dwelling of brave kings direct

* (To Selma of high-bosom'd maids,) I came ; 70
* Then forth, attended by his bards, Fingal ;

* And Conloch, arm of death, with greetings cam^
* Three days I spent within the festive hall,

* And saw blue-ey'd Ros-crana, Erin's pride,

* Daughter of heroes, light of Cormac's race: 75
* Nor yet forgotten did my sleps depart :

—

* The royal chiefs their shields to Ca'-ul gave,
"

* Pbxed on high, in mem'ry of the past,

* They monumental in Col-am m hang.
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* To my remembrance the past days of old

* Sons of the daring kings, ye now recal.' 80

Car-ul then plac'd the oak of feasts, and took

Two bosses from OL>r shields. Them he in earth

Deposited beneath a massy stone,

To speak in future to tlie hero's race.

* When load the battle,' said the king, * shall roar; 85

* And in the time to come in direful wrath

* Our sons, whilst they the deathful spear prepare,

* Their eyes upon this stone perhaps may cast.

" Have not our fathers heretofore," * they'll say,*

*' Here peaceful met ?—and lay aside the shield." 90

Night came—and in her long and tressy locks

Car-ul's daughter mov'd. Mixed with the lyre

The voice of white ai*m'd Colna-dona 'rose;.

Before the love of heroes, in his place,

Dark Toscar grew. Upon his troubled soul 95

Bright as a beam to ocean's dusky swells,

When all at once from a dark cloud it bursts

And lights a billow's foamy side, she came.

With dawn of day, the echoing woods we wak'd

And forvyard on the path of roebucks hung

;

100

And shortly by their wonted streams they fell.

Through Crona's winding valley we return'd.

Then, with a shield and pointless spear, a youth

Came forward from the wood. * The flying beam

* Whence does it come?' Luthanian Toscar said. 105

' Around bright Colna-donu of the lyres

* At green Col-amons groves, say—dwells there peace ?
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* By green Col-amon of the lucid streams,'

The youth reply'd, ' bright Cohia-dona dwelt.

* She dwelt—but now attended by the son 110

* Of the great king, he, that her secret soul

* As through the hall it wander'd, carried off

* Amidst wild deserts is her lonely way.'

* Stranger of tales, hast thou the warrior's course

* Observant mark'd ?' said Toscar. ' He must fall. 115

* To me deliver thou that bossy shield.'

In wrath he took the shield. Behind it fair.

White as the bosom of a plumy swan

Large rising on the swiftly-rolling waves,

A virgin's breasts with matchless heavings rose, T^O

'Twas Colna-dona of sweet sounding lyres.

The daughter of the king. He azure eyes

Had roU'd on Toscar, and her love arose.
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