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THE DEATH OF CUTHULLIN:

^ Poem.



ARGUMENT.

Cuthullin^ after the arms of Fingal had expelled Swaran

from Ireland^ continued to manage ike affairs ofthat King-

dom^ as the guardian of CormaCy the young king. In

the third year of Cuthullin's administration., Torlath,

the son of Cantela^ rebelled in Connaughty and advanced

to Temora to dethrone Cormac. Cuthullin marched

against him.) came up •with him at the lake of Lego .^ and

totally defeated his forces. Torlathfcll in battle by Cu-

thullin's hand ; but as he too eagerly pressed on the enemy
^

lie was mortally wounded. The affairs ofCormac, though

for sometime supported by Nathos^ as mentioned in thepre-

ceding poem., fell into confusion at the death of Cuthullin,

Cormac himselfwas slain by the rebel Cairbar ; and the

re-estahlishment of the royalfamily of Ireland by Fingal

furnishes the subject of the epic poem of Temora,



THE DEATH OF CUTHULLIN.

" Is the vnnd on the shield of Fingal ? Or is

the voice of past times in my hall ? Sing on, sweet

voice ! for thou art pleasant. Thou earnest away
my night with joy. Smg on, O Bragela, daughter

of Car-home Sorglan

!

" It is the white wave of the rock, and not Cu-
thullin's sails. Often do the mists deceive me, for

the ship of my love ! when they rise round some

ghost, and spread their gray skirts on the wind.

Wliy dost thou delay thy coming, son of the ge-

nerous Semo ? Foul' times has autumn returned

with its winds, and raised the seas of Togorma,*

since thou hast been in the roar of battles, and

Bragela distant fai-! Hills of the isle of mist!

when ^all ye answer to his hounds ! But ye are

dark in your clouds. Sad Bragela calls in vain !

Night comes rolling doAMi. The face of ocean

fails. The heath-cock's head is beneath his wing.

• Togorma, i. e. the island of blue waves, one of the Hebrides, was

subject to Connal, the son of Caithbat, Cuthullin's friend. He is some-

times called the son of Colgar, from one of that name who was the foun-

der of the family. Connal, a few days before the news of Torlath's re.

volt came to Temora, had sailed to Togorma, his native isle, where

he was detained by contrary winds during the war in which Cuthullin

was killed.



4 THE DEATH OF CUTHULLIN.

Cuthullin described listening to the songs of Carril.

The hind sleeps with the hart of the desert. They
shall rise with morning's light, and feed by the

mossy stream. But my tears return with the sun

;

my sighs come on with the night. When wilt

thou come in thine arms, O chief of Erin's wars ?"

Pleasant is thy voice in Ossian's ear, daughter

of car-bome Sorglan ! But retire to the hall of

shells; to the beam of the burning oak. Attend
to the murmur of the sea: it rolls at Dunscai's

Avails. Let sleep descend on thy blue eyes: Let
the hero arise in thy dreams.

Cuthullin sits at Lego's lake, at the dark rolling

of waters. Night is around the hero. His thou-

sands spread on the heath. A hundred oaks bum
in the midst. The feast of shells is smoaking
wide. Carril strikes the liai-jD beneath a tree.

His gray locks glitter in the beam. The rustling

blast of night is near, and lifts his aged hair. His
song is of the blue Togorma, and of its chief,

Cuthullin's fi-iend! " Why art thou absent, Con-
nal, in the days of the gloomy storm? The chiefs

of the south have convened against the car-borne

Cormac. The winds detain thy sails. Thy blue

waters roll around thee. But Cormac is not alone.

The son of Semo fights his wars! Semo's son his

battles fights ; the terror of the stranger ! He that

is like the vapour of death, slowly home by sultry

winds. The sun reddens in his presence: The
people fall around."

Such was the song of Carril, when a son of the

foe appeared. He threw doAvn his pointless spear.
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The herald of Torlath comes to offer battle to CuthuUin.

He spoke the words of Torlath! Torlath, chief

of heroes, from Lego's sable surge ! He that led

his thousands to battle, against car-bome Cormac.
Cormac who was distant far, in Temora's* echo-

ing halls ! he learned to bend the bow of his fa-

thers ; and to lift the spear. Nor long didst thou
lift the spear, mildly-shining beam of youth! death

stands dim behind thee, like the darkened half of

the moon behind its growing light ! CuthuUin rose

before the bard t, that came from generous Tor-
lath. He offered him the shell of joy. He ho-

noured the son of songs. " Sweet voice of Le-
go!" he said, " what are the words of Torlath?

Comes he to our feast or battle, the car-bome son

of Cantela:}:?"

" He comes to thy battle," replied the bard,
" to the sounding strife of speai*s. When morn-
ing is gi*ay on Lego, Torlath will fight on the

plain. Wilt thou meet him, in thine arms, king

of the isle of mist? Terrible is the spear of Tor-

lath ! It is a meteor of night. He lifts it, and the

people fall! Death sits in the lightning of his

The royal palace of the Irish kings ; Teamhrath, according to some

of the bards.

t The bards were the heralds of ancient times; and their persons

were sacred on account of their office. In later times they abused that

privilege ; and as their peisons were inviolable, they satirised and lam-

pooned so freely those who were not liked by their patrons, that they

became a public nuisance. Screened under the character of heralds,

they grossly abused the enemy, wheu he would not accept the terms

they otlered.

± Ccan-teola, head of a family.

A 2



6 THE DEATH OF CUTHULLIN.

CuthulUn passes, the night hearing the songs of his bards.

sword!" " Do I fear," replied Ciithullin, "the
spear of car-borne Torlath! He is brave as a
thousand heroes; but my soul delights in war!
The sword rests not by the side of Cuthullin, bard

of the times of old ! Morning shall meet me on
the plain, and gleam on the i)lue arms of Semo's
son. But sit thou, on the heath, O bard! and let

us hear thy voice. Partake of the joyful shell; and
hear the songs of Temora !

"

" This is no time," replied the bard, " to hear

the song of joy: when the mighty are to meet in

battle like the strength oftheAvaves of Lego. Why
art thou so dark, Slimora ! * with all thy silent

woods? No star trembles on thy top. No moon-
beam on thy side. But the meteors of death are

there: the gray watery forms of ghosts. Why art

thou dark, Slimora! with thy silent woods?" He
retired, in the sound of his song. Caml joined

liis voice. The music Avas like the memory of joys

that are past, pleasant and moiunful to the soul.

The ghosts ofdeparted bards heard on Slimora's side.

Soft sounds spread along the wood. The silent val-

leys of night rejoice. So, Avhen he sits in the silence

of the day, in tlie valley of his breeze, the himi-

ming of the mountain bee comes to Ossian's ear

:

the gale drowns it in its course; but the pleasant

sound returns again! Slant looks the sun on the

field! gradual grows the shade of the hill

!

" Raise," said Cuthullin, to his hundred bards,

* ijlia'iiior, fircat hill.
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The song of Carrll on the death of Calm ar.

" tlie song of the noble Fingal : that song which
he hears at night, when the dreams of his rest des-

cend ! when the bards strike the distant harp, and

the faint light gleams on Selma's walls. Or let

the grief of Lara rise : the sighs of the mother of

Calmar,* when he was sought, in vain, on his hills
;

when she beheld his bow in the hall. Carril, place

the shield of Caithbat on that branch. Let the

spear of Cuthullin be near ; that the sound of my
battle may rise, with the gray beam of the east."

The hero leaned on his father's shield : the song of

Lara rose ! The hundred bards were distant far :

Carril alone was near the chief. The words of the

song were his : the sound of his hai-p was mourn-
ful.

" Alcletha, t with the aged locks ! mother of

car-borne Calmar ! why dost thou look toward tbe

desert, to behold the return of thy son ? These
are not his heroes, dark on the heath : nor is that

the voice of Calmar. It is but the distant grove,

Alcletha ! but the roar of tbe mountain wind !

"

" Who;}: bounds over Lara's stream, sister of the

» Calmar, the son of Matha. His death is related at large in the third

book of Fingal. He was the only son of Matha : and the family was ex-

tinct in him. The scat of the family was on the banks of the river Lara

,

in the neighbourhood of Lego, and probably near the place where Cu-
thuUin lay ; which circumstance suggested to him the lamentation of

Alcletha over her son.

t Ald-cla'tha, decaying l>eaufy ; probably a poetical name given the

mother of Calmar, by the bard himself.

: Alclttlia speaks. Calmar had promised to return, by a certain day.
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Larmr arrives with the tidings of Cahnar's death.

noble Calmar? Does not Alcletha behold Lis

spear ? But her eyes are dim ! Is it not the son

of Matha, daughter of my love ?"

" It is but an aged oak, Alcletha !" replied the

lovely weeping Alona.* " It is but an oak, Al-

cletha, bent over Lara's stream. But who comes
along the plain ? sorrow is in his speed. He lifts

high the spear of Calmar. Alcletha, it is covered

with blood !" " But it is covered with the blood of

foes,-|- sister of car-borne Calmar ! His spear never

returned unstained with blood ! Nor his bow fi-om

the strife of the mighty. The battle is consumed
in his presence : he is a flame of death, Alona !

Youth X of the mom-nful speed ! where is the son

of Alcletha ? Does he return with his fame, in

the midst of his echoing shields ? Thou art dark

and silent ! Calmar is then no more ! Tell me
not, warrior, hoAV he fell. I must not hear of his

wounds !" Why dost thou look towards the de-

sert, mother of low-laid Calmar ?

Such was the song of Caml, when Cuthullin lay

on his shield. The baids rested on their hai-ps.

Sleep fell softly around. The son of Semo was a-

wake alone. His soul was fixed on wai\ The

and^his motherand his sister, Alona, are represented as looking, with im-

patience, towards that quarter where they expected Calmar should make
his first appearance.

• Alluine, exquisitely bcautijul.

t Alcletha speaks.

+ She addresses herself to Larnir, Calmar's friend, who had returned

with the news of his death.
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The ghost of Calinar appears to Cuthullin.

burning oaks began to decay. Faint red light is

spread around. A feeble voice is heard. The ghost

of Calmar came ! He stalked dimly along the

beam. Dark is the wound in his side. His hair

is disordered and loose. Joy sits pale on his face.

He seems to invite Cuthullin to his cave.

" Son of the cloudy night !" said the rising chief

of Erin. " Wliy dost thou bend thy dark brows
on me, ghost of the noble Calmar ? Wouldst thou

frighten me, O Matha's son ! from the battles of

Cormac ? Thy hand was not feeble in war : neither

was thy voice for peace. How art thou changed,

chief of Lara ! if thou now dost advise to fly ! But,

Calmar, I never fled. I never feared the gliosts of

night. Small is their knowledge, weak their hands

;

their dwelling is in the wind. But my soul gi'ows

in danger, and rejoices in the noise of steel. Re-
tire thou to thy cave. Thou art not Calmar's

ghost. He delighted in battle. His arm was like

the thunder of heaven !" He retired in his blast

with joy, for he had heard the voice of his praise.

The faint beam of the morning rose. The sound
of Caithbat's buckler spread. Green Erin's warri-

or's convened, like the roar of many streams. The
horn of war is heard over Lego. The mighty
Torlath came. " Why dost thou come 'wdth thy
thousands, CuthulHn ?" said the chief of Lego. " I

know the strength of thy arm. Thy soul is an un-

extinguished fire. Why fight me not on the plain,

and let our hosts behold our deeds ? Let them be-

hold us like roaring waves, that tumble round a
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Torlath challenges Cuthullin to single combat.

rock : the maiiners hasten away, and look on their

strife with fear."

" Thou risest, like the sun, on my soul," replied

the son of Semo. " Thine arm is mighty, O Tor-

lath ! and worthy of my wrath. Retire, ye men
of Ullin, to Slimora's shady side. Behold the chief

of Erin, in the day of his fame. Canil ! tell to

mighty Connal, if CuthuUin must fall, tell him I

accused the winds, which roar on Togorma's waves.

Never was he absent in battle when the strife of

my fame arose. Let his sword be before Cormac,

like the beam of heaven. Let his coimsel sound

in Temora, in the day of danger !"

He rushed, in the sound of his arms, like the

ten-ible spirit of Loda,* when he comes in tlie roar

of a thousand storms, and scatters battles from his

eyes. He sits on a cloud over Lochlin's seas.

His mighty hand is on his sword. Winds lift his

flaming locks ! The waning moon half-Hghts his

dreadful face. His features, blended in darkness,

arise to view. So terrible was Cuthullin in the

day of his fame. Torlath fell by liis hand. Le-
go's heroes mourned. They gather aiound the

chief, like the clouds of the desert. A thousand

swords rose at once ; a thousand arrows flew ; but

he stood like a rock in the midst of a roaring sea.

They fell around. He strode in blood. Dark

* Loda, in the third book of Fiiigal, is mentioned as a place of wor-
ship in Scandinavia : by the spirit of Loda, the poet probably means
Odin, the great deity of the northern nations. He is described here
with all its terror.
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Sliniora echoed wide. The sons of Ullin came.

The hattle spread over Lego. The cliif f of Erin

overcame. He returned over the field with his

fame. But pale he retunied ! The joy of his face

was dark. He rolled his eyes in silence. The
sword hung unsheathed in his hand. His spear

bent at every step

!

" Canil," said the chief in secret, " the strength

of Cuthullin fails. My days are with the years

that are past. No morning of mine shall arise.

They shall seek me at Temora, but I shall not be

found. Coimac v^iW weep in his hall, and say,

' Where is Erin's chief?' But my name is re-

nowned ! My fame in the song of bards. The
youth will say in secret, O let me die as Cuthullin

died. Renown clothed him like a robe. The
light of his fame is great. Draw the anow fiom

ray side. Lay Cuthullin beneath that oak. Place

tlie shield of Caithbat near, that they may behold

me amidst the arms of my fathers !"

" And is the son of Semo fallen ?" said Carril

with a sigh. " Mournful are Tura's walls. Sor-

row dwells at Dunscai. Thy spouse is left alone

in her youth. The son * of thy love is alone ! He
shall come to Bragela, and ask her why she weeps ?

He shall lift his eyes to the wall, and see his fa-

ther's sword. ' Whose sword is that ?' he will say.

* Conloch, who was afterwards very famous for his great exploits in

Ireland. He was so remarkable for his dexterity in handling the jave-

Un, that when a good marksman is described, it has passed into a pro -

verb, in the north of Scotland, He is unerring as the arm of Conloch,
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Song of the bards on raising CuthuUin's tomb

.

The soul of his mother is sad. Wlio is that, like

the hart of the desert, in the murmur of his course ?

His eyes look wildly round in search of his fiiend.

Connal, son of Colgar, where hast thou been, when
the mighty fell ? Did the seas of Cogorma roll

around thee ? Was the wind of the south in thy

sails ? The mighty have fallen in battle, and thou

wast not there. Let none tell it in Selma, nor in

Morven's woody land. Fingal will be sad, and
the sons of the desert mourn !"

By the dark rolling Avaves of Lego they raised

the hero's tomb. Luath, * at a distance, lies.

The song of bards rose over the dead.
" Blest -|- be thy soul, son of Semo ! Thou wert

mighty in battle. Thy strength was hke the

strength of a stream : thy speed like the eagle's

wing. Thy path in battle was temble : the steps

of death were behind thy sword. Blest be thy

soul son of Semo, car-borne chief of Dunscai

!

Thou hast not fallen by the sword of the mighty,

neither was thy blood on the spear of the brave.

The aiTOW came, like the sting of death in a blast

:

nor did the feeble hand which drew the bow per-

* It was of old the custom to bury the favourite dog near the master.

This was not peculiar to the ancient Scots, for we find it practised by
many other nations in their ages of heroism. There is a stone shown
still at Dunscai, in the isle of Sky, to which Cuthullin commonly bound
his dog Luath. The stone goes by his name to this day.

-f
This is the song of the bards over Cuthullin's tomb. Every stanza

Closes with some remarkable title of the hero, which was always the

custom in funeral elegies.
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Song of the bards continued.

ceive it. Peace to thy soul, in thy cave, chief of

the isle of mist
!"

" The mighty are dispersed at Temora : there

is none in Cormac's hall. The king mourns in his

youth. He does not hehold thy return. The sound
of thy shield is ceased : his foes are gathering round.

Soft be thy rest in thy cave, chief of Erin's wars !

Bragela will not hope for thy return, or see thy
sails in ocean's foam. Her steps are not on the

shore : nor her ear open to the voice of thy rowers.

She sits in the hall of shells. She sees the arms
of him that is no more. Thine eyes are full of

tears, daughter of car-borne Sorglan ! Blest be
thy soul in death, O chief of shady Tura !"





THE BATTLE OF LORA

:

^ Poem.



ARGUMENT.

Fingal^ on his return from Ireland,^ after he had expelled

Swaranfrom that kingdom^ made afeast to all his heroes ;

heforgot to invite Ma-ronnan and Aldo^ ttvo chiefs who

had not been along with him in fiis expedition. They resen-

ted his neglect ; and went over to Erragon^ king ofSora, a

country of Scandinavia, the declared enemy of Fingal.

The valour ofAldo soon gained him a great reputation in

Sora : and Lorma, the beautiful wife of Erragon, fell in

love with him. Hefound means to escape with her, and to

come to Fingal, who resided then in Selma on the western

coast. Erragon invaded Scotland, and was slain in battle

by Gaul the son ofMorni, after he had rejected terms of
peace offered him by Fingal. In this war Aldofell, in a

single combat, by the hands ofhis rival, Erragon, and the

unfortunate Lorma afterwards died ofgrief.



THE BATTLE OF LORA.

Son of the distant land, who dwellest in the

secret cell ! Do I hear the sound of thy grove ?

Or is it thy voice of songs ? The ton-ent was loud

in my ear; but I heard a tuneful voice. Dost
thou praise the chiefs of thy land ; or the spirits *

of the wind ? But, lonely dweller of rocks ! look

thou on that heathy plain. Thou seest green

tombs, with their rank whistling giass ; with their

stones of mossy heads. Thou seest them, son of

the rock, but Ossian's eyes have failed.

A mountain-stream comes roaring down, and
sends its waters round a green hill. Four mossy
stones, in the midst of \\dthered grass, rear their

heads on the top. Two trees which the stonns

have bent, spread their whistling branches around.

This is thy dwelling, Erragon f ; this thy narrow
house : The soimd of thy shells have been long

forgot in Sora. Thy shield is become dark in thy

hall. Erragon, king of sliips ! Chief of distant

Sora ! How hast thou fallen on our mountains ?

* Alluding to the religious hymns of the Culdees.

t Erragon, or Ferg-thonn, signihcs the rage of the waves j probably

a poetical name given him by Ossian himself; for he goes by the name
of Annir in tradition.
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Fingal's feast after Swaran's expulsion.

How is the mighty low ! Son of the secret cell

!

dost thou delight in song** ? hear the battle of Lora.

The sound of its steel is long since past. So thun-

der on the darkened hill roars and is no more.

The sun returns \vith his silent beams. The glit-

tering rocks, and green heads of the mountains

smile.

The bay of Cona received om- sliips * from
Erin's rolling waves. Oui- white sheets hung
loose to the masts. The boisterous winds roared

behind the groves of Morven. The horn of the

king is sounded ; the deer start from their rocks.

Our an-ows flew in the woods. The feast of the

hill is spread. Our joy was great on our rocks,

for the fall of the tenible Swaran. Two heroes

were forgot at oui' feast. The rage of their bosoms
burned. They rolled their red eyes in secret.

The sigh bursts from their breasts. They were
seen to talk together, and to throw their spears on
earth. They were two dark clouds, in the midst
of our joy ; like pillars of mist on the settled sea.

They glitter to the sun, but the mariners fear a
storm.

" Raise my white sails," said Ma-ronnan, " raise

them to the winds of the west. Let us rush, O
Aldo! through the foam of the northern wave.
We are forgot at the feast : But our arms have
been red in blood. Let us leave the hills of Fin-

gal, and serve the king of Sora. His countenance

is fierce. War darkens around his spear. Let us

t This was at ringal's return from liis war against Swaran.
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The wife of Erragon e opes with Aldo.

be renowned, O Aldo, in the battles of other

lands
!"

They took their swords, their shields of thongs.

They iiished to Lumar's resounding bay. They
came to Sora's haughty king, the chief of bounding
steeds. Enagon had returned from the chase.

His spear was red in blood. He bent his dark

face to the gi'ound ; and whistled as he went. He
took the strangers to liis feasts : They fought and
conquered in his wars.

Aldo returned with his fame towards Sora's lofty

walls. From her tower looked the spouse of Er-

ragon, the humid, rolling eyes of Lorma. Her yel-

low hair flies on the wind of ocean. Her white

breast heaves, like snow on heath ; when the gentle

winds arise, and slowly move it in the light. She
saw young Aldo, like the beam of Sora's setting

sun. Her soft heart sighed. Tears filled her eyes.

Her white arm supported her head. Tlu-ee days

she sat within the hall, and covered her grief with

joy. On the fourth she fled with the hero along

the troubled sea. They came to Cona's mossy
towers, to Fingal king of spears.

" Aldo of the heait of pride !" said Fingal rising

in wi-ath, " Shall I defend thee from the rage of

Sora's injured king ? Who will now receive my
people into their halls ? Who will give the feast

of strangers, since Aldo, of the Uttle soul, has dis-

honouied my name in Sora? Go to thy hills,

thou feeble hand ! Go : hide thee in thy caves.

Moiunful is the battle we must fight with Sora's
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Krragon pursues the fugitives to Scotland.

gloomy king. Spirit of tlie noble Trenmor ! When
will Fingal cease to fight? I was bom in the

midst of battles *, and my steps must move in

blood to the tomb. But my hand did not injure

the weak, my steel did not touch the feeble in arms.

I behold thy tempests, O Morven ! which will

overturn my halls ; when my children are dead in

battle, and none remains to dwell in Selma. Then
will the feeble come, but they will not know my
tomb. My renown is only in song. My deeds

shall be as a dream to future times
!"

His people gathered around Erragon, as the

storms round the ghost of night; when he calls

them, from the top of Morven, and prepares to

pour them on the land of the stranger. He came
to the shore of Cona. He sent his bard to the

king : to demand the combat of thousands ; or the

land of many hills ! Fingal sat in his hall with the

friends of his youth around him. The young he-

roes were at the chase, far distant in the desert.

The gray-haired chiefs talked of other times ; of the

actions of their youth ; when the aged Nartmor -j-

came, the chief of streamy Lora.
" This is no time, " said Nartmor, " to hear the

songs of other years ; Erragon frowns on the coast,

and lifts ten thousand swords. Gloomy is the king

* Comhal, the father of Fingal, was slain in battle, against the tribe of
Morni, the very day that Fingal was born : so that he may, with propri-

ety, be said to have been born in the midst of battles.

t Ncart-mor, grent strength' Lora, noisy.
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Fingal offers to the king of Bora the peace of heroes

among his chiefs ! He is like the darkened moon
amidst the meteors of night ; wlien tliey sail along

her skirts, and give the Hght that has failed o'er her

orb." " Come, " said Fingal, " from thy hall,

rome daughter of my love : Come from thy hall,

Bosmina,* maid of streamy Monen ! Nartmor,
take the steeds of the strangers. Attend the

daughter of Fingal ! Let her bid the king of Sora
to our feast, to Selma's shaded wall. Offer him,

O Bosmina ! the peace of heroes, and the wealth

ofgenerous Aldo. Our youths are far distant. Age
is on our trembling hands."

She came to the host of Erragon, like a beam of

light to a cloud. In her right hand was seen a
sparkling shell. In her left an anow of gold. The
first, the joyful mark of peace ! The latter the sign

of war. Erragon brightened in her presence as a

rock, before the sudden beams of the sun ; when
they issue from a broken cloud, divided by the

roaring wind !

" Son of the distant Sora, " began the mildly

blushing maid, " come to the feast of Morven's
king, to Selma's shaded walls. Take the peace of

heroes, O Avanior ! Let the dark sAvord rest by
thy side. Chusest thou the wealth of kings ?

Then hear the words of generous Aldo. He gives

to Erragon an hundred steeds, the children of tlie

rein : An hundred maids from distant lands : An
hundred hawks with fluttering wing, that fly across

• Bos-mhina, sqft aiul tender hand. She was the youngest of Fingal *s

children.
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The king of Sola refuses Fingal»s conditions of i>eace.

the sky. An hundred * girdles shall also be thine,

to bind high-bosomed maids. The friends of the

births of heroes. The cure of the sons of toil.

Ten shells studded Avith gems shall shine in Sora's

towers : The bright water trembles on their stars,

and seems to be sparkling Avine. They gladdened

once the kings of the world -|- in the midst of their

echoing halls. These, O hero ! shall be thine ; or

thy white-bosomed spouse. Lorma shall roll her

bright eyes in thy halls ; though Fingal loves the

generous Aldo : Fingal ! who never injured a hero,

though his arm is strong."

" Soft voice of Cona !" replied the king, " tell

him he spreads his feast in vain. Let Fingal pour
his spoils around me. Let him bend beneath my
power. Let him give me the sAvords of his fathers

;

the shields of other times ; that my children may
behold them in my halls, and say, ' these are the

arms of Fingal.'" " Never shall they behold them
in thy halls !

" said the rising pride of the maid.
*' They are in the hands of heroes, Avho never

yielded in Avar. King of echoing Sora ! the storm

is gathering on our hills. Dost thou not foresee

the fall of thy people, son of the distant land ?"

* Sanctified girdles, till very lately, were kept in many families in the
north of Scotland ; they were bound about women in labour, and were
supposed to alleviate their pains, and to accelerate the birth. They
were impressed with several mystical figures, and theceremony of bin-
ding them about the women's waist was accompanieil with words and
gestures, which showed the custom to have come originally from the
Druids.

t The Roman emperors.
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Kinpil'aberoes prepare to meet the foe.

She came to Selma's silent halls. The king

hehekl her downcast eyes. He rose from his place,

in his strength. He shook his aged locks. He
took the sounding mail of Trenmor. The dark-

hrown shield of his fathers. Darkness filled Selma's

hall, when he stretched his hand to his spear : the

ghosts of thousands Avere near, and foresaw the

death of the people. Tenible joy rose in the face

of the aged heroes. They rushed to meet the foe.

Their thoughts are on the deeds of other years

;

and on the fame that rises from death !

Now at Trathal's ancient tomb the dogs of the

chase appeared. Fingal knew that his young
heroes followed. He stopped in the midst of his

course. Oscar appeared the first ; then Morni's

son, and Nemi's race. Fercuth * showed his

gloomy form. Dermid spread his dark hau* on
wind. Ossian came the last. I hummed the song

of other times. My spear supported my steps

over the little streams. My thoughts were of

mighty men. Fingal struck his bossy shield ; and
gave the dismal sign of war. A thousand swords

at once unsheathed, gleam on the wav-ing heath.

Three gray-haired sons of song raise the tuneful,

mournful voice. Deep and dark, with sounding

steps, we rush, a gloomy ridge, along ; like the

shower of a storm, when it pours on anan'ow vale.

The king of Morven sat on his hill. The sun-

* Fear-cuth, the same with Fergus, the vian of the word, or a com-
mander of an army.
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Aldo is killed in battle bj his rival, Erragon.

beam of battle flew on the Tvdnd. The friends of

his youth are near, with all their waving locks of

ao-e. Joy rose in the hero's eyes when he beheld

his sons in war : when he saw us amidst the light-

ning of swords, mindful of the deeds of our fathers.

Erragon came on, in his strength, like the roar of

a winter stream. The battle falls around his steps

:

death dimly stalks along by his side !

" Who comes," said Fingal, " like the bounding

roe—^like the hart of echoing Cona ? His shield

glitters on his side. The clang of his armour is

mournful. He meets with Erragon in the strife !

Behold the battle of the chiefs ! It is like the

contending of ghosts in a gloomy storm. But
fallest thou, son of the hill, and is thy white bosom
stained with blood? Weep, unhappy Lorma, Aldo
is no more !" The king took the spear of his

strength. He was sad for the fall of Aldo. He
bent his deathful eyes on the foe : but Gaul met
the king of Sora. Who can relate the fight of the

chiefs ? The mighty stranger fell

!

" Sons of Cona !" Fingal cried aloud, " stop the

hand of death. Mighty was he that is low. Much
is he mom'ned in Sora ! The stranger will come
towards his hall, and wonder why it is so silent.

The king is fallen, O stranger ! The joy of his

house is ceased. Listen to the sound of his woods.
Perhaps his ghost is murmuring there. But he is

far distant, on Morven, beneath the sword of a

foreign foe." Such were the words of Fingal, when
the bard raised the song oT peace. We stopped
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Lorma mourns the absence of Aldo.

our uplifted swords. We spared tlie feeble foe.

We laid EiTag:on iu a tomb. I raised the voice

of giief. The clouds of night came rolling down.
The ghost of Erragon appeared to some. His face

was cloudy and dark ; a half-formed sigh is in his

breast. Blest be thy soul, O king of Sora! Thine

arm was teiTible in war !

Lorma sat in Aldo's hall. She sat at the light

of a flaming oak. The night came down, but he

did not return. The soul of Lorma is sad. " What
detains thee, hunter of Cona ? Thou didst promise

to return. Has the deer been distant far ? Do
the dark winds sigh round thee, on the heath ? I

am in the land of strangers ! who is my friend, but

Aldo ? Come from thy sounding hills, O my best

beloved !"

Her eyes are turned toAvard the gate. She lis-

tens to the rustling blast. She thinks it is Aldo's

tread. Joy rises in her face. But son'ow returns

again, like a thin cloud on the moon. " Wilt thou

not return, my love ? Let me behold the face of

the hill. The moon is in the east. Calm and
bright is the breast of the lake. When shall I be-

hold his dogs, returning from the chase ? When
shall I hear his voice, loud and distant on the wind?
Come from thy sounding hills, hunter of woody
Cona !" His thin ghost appeared on a rock, like

a wateiy beam of feeble hght ; when the moon
rushes sudden from between two clouds, and the

midnight shower is on the field- She followed the

empty form over the heath. She knew that her
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Death ofLorma, and address of Ossian to a Culdee.

hero fell. I heard her approaching cries on the

wind, like the mournful voice of the breeze, when
it sighs on the grass of the cave !

She came. She found her hero. Her voice

was heard no more. Silent she rolled her eyes.

She was pale and Avildly sad ! Few were her

days on Cona. She sunk into the tomb. Fingal

commanded his bards ; they sung over the death of

Lorma. The daughters of Morven mourned her,

for one day in the year, when the dark Avinds of

autumn returned

!

Son of the distant land ! * Thou dwellest in

the field of fame ! O let thy song arise, at times,

in praise of those who fell. Let their thin ghosts

rejoice around thee ; and the soul of Lorma come
on a feeble beam : f when thou liest down to rest,

and the moon looks into thy cave. Then shalt

thou see her lovely ; but the tear is still on her

cheek !

The poet addresses himself to the Culdee.

f Be thou on a moonbeam, O Morna, near the window of my rest

when my thoughts are of peace , and the din of anus is past.—Fingal

B.I.
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ARGUMENT.

Cairbar, the son of Borbar-duthal, lord of Atha in Con-
naught, the most potent chief of the race of the Firholg,
having murdered, at Temora, the royal palace, Cormuc tJie

son ofArtha, the young king ofIreland, usurped the throne.

Cormac was lineally descended from Connar, the son of
Trenmor, the great grandfather of Fingal, king of those

Caledonians who inhabited the western coast of Scotland.
Fingal resented the behaviour of Cairbar, and resolved to

pass over into Ireland, with an army, to re-establish the

royalfamily on the Irish throne. Early intelligence of
his designs coming to Cairbar, he assenibled some of his

tribes in Ulster, and at the same time ordered his b? other

Cathmor tofollowhim speedily with an armyfrom Temora.
Such was the situation of affairs when the Caledonian in-

vaders appeared on the coast of Ulster.

Thepoem opens in the morning. Cairbar is represented as
retiredfrom the rest of the army, when one of his scouts
brought him news of the landing ofFingal. He assembles
a council of his chiefs. Foldath, the chief of Moma,
haughtily despises the enemy : and is repremanded warm-
ly by Malthos. Cairbar, after hearing their debate, orders
a feast to be prepared, to which, by his bard Olla, he in-

vites Oscar, the son ofOssian; resolving topick a quarrel
with that hero, and so have some pretextfor killing him.
Oscar came to thefeast ; the quanel happened ; thefol-
lowers of bothfought, and Cairbar and Oscar fell by mu-
tual wounds. The noise of the battle reached FingaCs
army. The king came on, to the reliefof Oscar, and the

Irish fell back to the army ofCathmor, who was advanced
to the banks ofthe river Lubar, on the heath ofMoi-lena.
Fingal, after mourning over his grandson, ordered Ullin

the chiefofhis bards to carry his body to Morven, to be

there interred. Night coming on, Althan, the son ofCon-
nachar, relates to the King the particulars ofthe murder
ofCormac. Fillan, the son of Fingal, is sent to observe
the motions of Cathmor by night, which concludes the ac-

tion of thefirst day. The scene ofthis book is a plain near
the hill ofMora, which rose on the borders of the heath of
Moi-lena in Ulster.



TEMORA

:

BOOK FIRST.

The blue waves of Erin roll in light. The
mountains are covered -with day. Trees shake
their dusky heads in the breeze. Gray torrents

pour their noisy streams. Two green hills, with
aged oaks, surround a nan-ow plain. The blue

course of a stream is there. On its banks stood

Caiibar * of Atha. His spear supports the king

:

the red eye of his fear is sad. Cormac rises in his

soul, with all his ghastly wounds. The gi-ay form
of the youth appears in darkness. Blood pours
from his airy sides. Cairbar thrice threw his spear

on earth. Thrice he stroked his beard. His steps

are short. He often stops. He tosses his sinewy
arms. He is like a cloud in the desert varying its

form to every blast. The valleys are sad around,

* Cairbar, the son of Borbar-duthal, was descended lineally from
Lathon, the chief of the Firbolg, the first colony who settled in the

south of Ireland. The Gael were in possession of the northern coast

of that kingdom, and the first monarchs of Ireland were of their race.

Hence arose those differences between the two nations, which termi-

nated, at last, in the murder of Cormac, and the usurpation of Cairbar,

lord of Atha, who is mentioned in this place.

c 2
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Cairbar's scout announces the approach of Fingal.

and fear, by turns, the shower. The king, at

length, resumed his soul. He took his pointed

spear. He turned his eye to Moi-lena. The
scouts of blue ocean came. They came with steps

of fear, and often looked behind. Cairbar knew
that the mighty were near! He called his gloomy
chiefs.

The sounding steps of his warriors came. They
drew, at once, their swords. There Morlath *

stood, with darkened face. Hidalla's long hair

sighs in wind. Red-haired Cormar bends on his

spear, and rolls his sidelong looking eyes. Wild
is the look of Malthos, from beneath two shaggy
brows. Foldath stands, like an oozy rock, that

covers its dark sides with foam. His spear is like

Slimora's fir, that meets the wind of heaven. His
shield is marked Avith the strokes of battle. His
red eye despises danger. These, and a thousand

other chiefs, surrounded the king of Erin, when
the scout of ocean came, Mor~annal,f from streamy

Moi-lena. His eyes hang forward from his face.

His lips are trembling pale.

" Do the chiefs of Erin stand," he said, " silent

• Mor-lath, great in the day of battle. Hidalla', mildly-looking hero.

Cor-mar, expert at sea. Ma!th-os, slaw to speak, Foldatli, generous.

Foldath, who is here strongly marked, makes a great figure in the

sequel of the poem. His fierce, uncomplying character, is sustained

througliout. He seems, from a passage in the second book, to have

been Cairbar's greatest confidant, and to have had a principal hand in

the conspiracy against Cormac, king of Ireland. His tribe was one of

the most considerable of the race of the I-'irbolg.

t Mor-annal, strong breath, a very proper name for;i scout.
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The terrible appearance ofFingal described.

as the grove of evening ? Stand they, like a silent

wood, and Fingal on the coast ? Fingal, who is

terrible in battle, the king of streamy Morven !"

" Hast thou seen the warrior ?" said Cairbar, with

a sigh. " Are his heroes many on the coast ?

Lifts he the spear of battle ? Or comes the king

in peace ?" " In peace he comes not, king of Erin!

I have seen his forward spear.* It is a meteor of

death. The blood of thousands is on its steel. He
came first to the shore, strong in the gray hair of

age. Full rose his sinewy limbs, as he strode in

his might. That sword is by his side, which gives

no second ^vound. t His shield is terrible, like

the bloody moon, ascending through a stonu.

Then came Ossian, king of songs. Then Morai's
son, the first of men ! Connal leaps forward on
his spear. Dermic! spreads his dark-brown locks.

Fillan bends his bow, the young hunter of streamy
Momth. But who is that before them, like the

terrible course of a stream ! It is the son of Os-
sian, bright between his locks ! His long hair falls

on his back. His dark brows are half inclosed in

* Mor-annal here alludes to the particular appearance of Fingal'a

spear. If a man, upon his first landing in a strange country, kept the
point of his spear forward, it denoted, in those days, that he came in a

hostile manner, and, accordingly, he was treated as an enemy ; if he

kept the point behind him, it was a token of friendship, and he was im-

mediately invited to the feast, according to the hospitality of the times.

t This was the famous sword of Fingal, made by Luno, a smith of
Lochlin, and after him poetically called the son o/Lunvj it is said of
this sword, that it killed a man at every stroke ; and that Fingal never
used it but in times of the greatest danger.
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Disputes among the chiefs of Cairliar.

steel. His sword hangs loose on his side. His
spear glitters as he moves. I fled ft'om his terrible

eyes, king of high Temora !"

" Then fly, thou feeble man," said Foldath's

gloomy Avratli. " Fly to the gray streams of thy

land, son of the little soul ! Have not I seen that

Oscar ? I beheld the chief in war. He is of the

mighty in danger; but there are others who lift the

spear. Erin has many sons as brave, king of Te-
mora of groves ! Let Foldath meet him in his

strength. Let me stop this mighty stream. My
spear is covered with blood. My shield is like the

wall of Tura
!"

" Shall Foldath * alone meet the foe?" replied

the dark-browed Malthos. " Are they not numerous
on our coast, like the waters of many streams ?—Are
not these the chiefs who vanquished Swaran, when
the sons of gi-een Erin fled ?—Shall Foldath meet
their bravest hero ?—Foldath of the heart ofpride !

Take the strength of the people ! and let Maltlios

come. My sword is red with slaughter—but who
has heard my -j- words ?"

" Sons of green Erin," said Hidalla, X
" let not

* The opposite characters of Foldath and Malthos arc strongly

marked in subsequent parts of the poem. They appear always iu oi>-

position. The feuds between their families, which were the source of

their hatred to one another, are mentioned in other poems.

t That is, who has heard my vaunting ? He intended the expression

as a rebuke to the self-praise of Foldath,

t Hidalla was the chief of Clonra, a small district on the banks of the

lake of Lego. The beauty of his person, his elocjucnce, and genius for

poetry, are afterwards mentioned.
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Cairbar invites Oscar, the son of Ossian, to the feast.

Fingal hear your words. The foe miglit rejoice,

and his arm he strong in the land. Ye are hrave,

O warriors !—Ye are tempests in war. Ye are

Hke storms, which meet the rocks without fear,

and overturn the woods. But let us move in our

strength, slow as a gathered cloud ! Then shall

the mighty tremble ; the spear shall fall from die

hand of the valiant. ' We see the cloud of death,'

they \vill say, while shadows fly over their face.

Fingal will mourn in his age. He shall behold his

flying fame. The steps of his chiefs will cease

in Morven. The moss of years shall giow in

Selma."

Cairbar heard their words in silence ; like the

cloud of a shower—it stands dark on Cromla, till

the lightning bursts its side. The valley gleams

with heaven's flame ; the spirits of the storm rejoice.

So stood the silent king of Temora : at length his

words broke forth. " Spread the feast on Moi-lena.

Let my hundred bards attend. Thou, red-haired

OUa, take the harp of the king. Go to Oscar,

chief of swords. Bid Oscar to our joy. To-day
we feast and hear the song : to-morrow brealc the

spears ! Tell him that I have raised the tomb of

Cathol ; * that bards gave his ft-iend to the winds.

• Cathol, the son of Maronnan, or Moran, was murdered by Cairbar,

for his attachment to the family of Cormac. He had attended Oscar to

the wars of Inis-thona, where they contracted a great friendship for one
another. Oscar, immediately after the death of Cathol, had sent a

formal challenge to Cairbar, which he prudently declined, but con-

ceived a secret hatred against Oscar, and had, beforehand, contrived

to kill him at the feast, to which he here invites him.
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mrder Oscar at tlie ft-a

Tell him that Cairbar has heard of his fame, at the

stream of resounding Carun. * Cathmor, -|- my
brother, is not here. He is not here with his

thousands, and our arms are weak. Cathmor is a
foe to strife at the feast. His soul is bright as

that sun ! But Cairbar must fight with Oscar,

chiefs of woody Temora ! His words for Cathol

were many : the wrath of Cairbar bums. He shall

fall on Moi-lena. My fame shall rise in blood."

Their faces brightened round with joy. They
spread over Moi-lena. The feast of shells is pre-

pared. The songs of bards arise. The chiefs of

Selma heard their joy. J We thought that mighty

' He alludes to the battle of Oscar against Cares, king of ships ; who
is supposed to be the same with Carausius, the usurper.

t Cathmor, grc-at in battle, the son of Borbar-duthul, and brother of

Cairbar, king of Ireland, had, before the insurreetion of the Firbolg,

passed over into Inis-huna, supposed to be a part of South Britain, to

assist Conmor, king of that place, against his enemies, Cathmor was

successful in the war, but, in the course of it, Conmor was either killed

or died a natural death. Cairbar, upon intelligence of the designs of

Fingal to dethrone him, had despatched a messenger for Cathmor, who
returned into Ireland a few days before the opening of the poem.

Cairbar here takes advantage of his brother's absence to perpetrate

his ungenerous designs against Oscar ; for the noble spirit of Cathmor,

had he been present, would not have permitted the laws of that hospi-

tality, for which he was so renowned himself, to be violated. The
brothers form a contrast ; we do not detest the mean soul of Cairbar

more than wc admire the disinterested and generous mind of Cathmor.

X Fingal's army heard the joy that was in Cairbar's camp. The cha-

racter given of Cathmor is agreeable to the times. Some, through os-

tentation, were hospitable ; and others fell naturally into a custom

handetl down from their ancestors. But what marks strongly the
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Oscar goes to the feast of CairUir.

Catliinor came. Cathmor, the friend of strangers

!

the brotlier of red-haired Cairbar. Then- souls

were not the same. The Hglit of heaven was in

the bosom of Cathmor. His towers rose on the
banks of Atha ; seven paths led to Iiis halls. Seven
chiefs stood on the paths, and called the stranger

to the feast. But Cathmor dwelt in the Avood, to

shun the voice of praise.

011a came with his songs. Oscar went to Cair-

bar's feast. Three hundred A\arriors strode along
Moi-lena of the streams. The gray dogs bounded
on the heath : their howling reached afai*. Fingal

saw the departing hero. The soul of the king was
sad. He dreaded Caiibar's gloomy thoughts, amid

character of Cathmor, is his aversion to praise; for he is represented

to dwell in a wood to avoid the thanks of his guests ; which is still a

higher degree of generosity than that of Axylus in Homer ; for the poet

does not say, but the good man might, at the head of his own table,

have heard with pleasure the praise bestowed on him by the people he

entertained.

No nation in the world carried hospitality to a greater length than

the ancient Scots. It was even infamous, for many ages, in a man of

condition, to have the door of his house shut at all, lest, asthe bards ex-

press it, the stranger should come and behold his contracted soul. Some

of the chiefs were possessed of this hospitable disposition to an extrava-

gant degree ; and the bards, perhaps upon a private account, never

failed to recommend it in their eulogiums. Ccan-uia' na dai', or the

point to ivhich all the roads of the strangers lead, was an invariable epi-

thet given by them to the chiefs ; on the contrary, they distinguish the

inhospitable by the title of the cloud which the strangers shun. This

last, however, was so uncommon, that in all the old poems 1 have ever

met with, I found but one man branded with this ignominious appel-

lation ; and that, perhaps, only founded upon a private quarrel, which

subsisted between him and the patron of the bard who wrote the poem.
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Cairbar quarrels with Oscar, at the feast.

the feast of shells. My son raised high the spear

of Cormac. A hundred bards met him with songs.

Cairbar concealed, with smiles, the death that Avas

dark in his soul. The feast is spread. The shells

resound. Joy brightens the face of the host. But
it was like the parting beam of the sun, when he

is to hide his red head in a storm

!

Cairbar rises in his arms. Darkness gathers on
his brow. The hundred harps cease at once. The
clang of * shields is heard. Far distant on the

heath, 011a raised a song of woe. My son knew
the sign of death ; and rising, seized his spear.

" Oscar," said the dark-red Cairbar, " I behold

the spear f of Erin. The spear of Temora -^ glit-

ters in thy hand, son of woody Morven ! It was
the pride of a hundred § kings. The death of

heroes of old. Yield it, son of Ossian, yield it to

car-borne Cairbar
!"

* When a chief was determined to kill a person already in his power,

it was usual to signify that his death was intended, by the sound of a
shield struck with the blunt end of a spear; at the same time that a

bard at a distance raised the death song.

t Cormac, the son of Arth, had given the spear, which is here the

foundation of the quarrel, co Oscar, when he came to congratulate him
upon Swaran's being expelled from Ireland.

i Ti*mor-i, the house of the great king, the name of the royal palace

of the supreme kings of Ireland.

§ Hundred, here, is an indefinite number, and is only intended to ex-

press a great many. It was probably the hyperbolical phrases of the

bards, that gave the first hint to the Irish senachies to place the origin

of their monarchy in so remote a period as they have done.
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Oscar is attacked by Cairbar and his chiefs.

" Shall I yield," Oscar replied, " the gift of

Erin's injured king: the gift of fair-haired Cormac,
when Oscar scattered his foes ? I came to Cor-

mac's halls of joy, when Swaran fled ft'om Fingal.

Gladness rose in the face of youth. He gave the

spear of Temora. Nor did he give it to the feeble,

neither to the weak in soul. The darkness of thy

face is no storm to me : nor are thine eyes the

flame of death. Do I fear thy clanging shield ?

Tremble I at Olla's song ? No : Caii-bar, frighten

the feeble : Oscar is a rock !"

" Wilt thou not yield the spear ! " replied the

rising pride of Cairbar. " Are thy words so

mighty, because Fingal is near? Fingal, with
aged locks, from Morven's hundred groves ! He
has fought with little men. But he must vanish

before Cairbar, like a thin pillar of mist before the

winds of Atha !" * " Were he who fought with
little men, near Atha's haughty chief, Atha's chief

would yield green Erin to avoid his rage ! Speak
not of the mighty, O Cairbar ! Turn thy sword
on me. Our strength is equal : but Fingal is re-

nowned : the first of mortal men !"

The people saw the darkening chiefs. Their
crowded steps are heard around. Their eyes roll

in fire. A thousand swords are half unsheathed.

Red-haired OUa raised the song of battle. The
trembling joy of Oscar's soul arose : the wonted

* Ath^f shallow river ; the name of Cairbar's seat in Connaught.
VOL II. D
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lortally wounded, kills the treacherous Cairbar.

jo}' of his soul when Fingal's horn was heard.

Dark as the sweUing; wave of ocean before the

rising winds, when it bends its head near the coast,

came on the Iiost of Cairbar

!

Daughter of Toscar! * why that tear? He is not

fallen yet. Many were the deaths of his arm be-

fore my hero fell

!

Behold, they fall before my son, hke groves in

the desert—when an angry ghost rushes thiough

night, and takes their green heads in his hand !

Morlath falls. Maronnan dies. Conachar trembles

in his blood. Cairbar shrinks before Oscar's sword.

He creeps in darkness behind a stone. He lifts

the spear in secret; he pierces my Oscar's side! he
falls forward on his shield : his knee sustains the

chief. But still his spear is in his hand. See,

gloomy Cairbar f falls ! The steel pierced his

• Malvina, the daughter of Toscar, to whom is addressed that part

of the poem which related to the death of Oscar, her lover.

t The Irish historians place the death of Cairbar ia the latter end of

the third century ; they say he was killed in the battle against Oscar,

the son of Ossian, but deny that he fell by his hand.

It is certain, however, that the Irish bards disguise, in some measure,

this part of their history. An Irish poem on this subject, which, un-

doubtedly, was the source of their information concerning the battle of

Gabbra, where Cairbar fell, is just now in my hands. As a translation

cf the poem, (which, though evidently no very ancient composition,

does not want poetical merit,) would extend this note to too great a

length, I shall only give the story of it in brief, with some extracts from
the original Irish.

Oscar, says the Irish bard, was invited to a feast at Temora, by Cair-

bar, king of Ireland. A dispute arose between the two heroes, con-

cerning the exchange of spears, which was usually made between the
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Fingal and Ossian put Cairbar's army to flight.

forehead, and divided his red hair behind. He lay

like a shattered rock which Cromla shakes from its

shag-gy side ; when the green-vallied Erin shakes

its mountains from sea to sea

!

But never more shall Oscar rise ! He leans on

his bossy shield. His spear is in his terrible hand.

Erin's sons stand distant and dark. Their shouts

arise like crowded streams. Moi-lena echoes wide.

Fingal heard the sound. He took the spear of

Sehina. His steps are before us on the heath. He

guests and their host, upon such occasions. In the course of their al-

tercation, Cairbar said, in a boastful manner, that he would hunt on

the hills of Albion, and carry the spoils of it into Ireland, in spite of all

the eflTorts of its inhabitants. The original words are :

—

Briathar buan sin ; Briatharbuan

A bheireadh an Cairbre rua',

Gu'n tuga' se sealg agus creach

A h'ALBiN an la'rna rahaireach.

Oscar replied, that the next day he himself would carry into Albion the

spoils of the five provinces of Ireland, in spite of the opposition of

Cairbar :—

Briathar eile an aghai' sin

A bheirea' an t' Oscar, og, calma

Gu'n tugadh se sealg agus creach

Do dh' Albin an la'r na mhaireach, &c.

Oscar, in consequence of his threats, began to lay waste Ireland : but as

he returned with the spoil into Ulster, through the narrow pass of Gha-

bra, (Caoil Gklen Ghabhra) he was met by Cairbar, and a battle ensued

in which both the heroes fell by mutual wounds. The bard gives a

very curious list of the followers of Oscar, as they marched to battle.

They appear to have been five hundred in number, commanded, as

the poet expresses it, by five heroes of the blood of kings. This poem
mentions Fingal, as arriving from Scotland, before Oscar died of his

wounds

.
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Fingal's lamentation over the dying Oscar.

spoke the words of woe. " I hear the noise of

war. Young Oscar is alone. Rise, sons of Mor-
ven : join the hero's sword !"

Ossian rushed along the heath. Fillan bounded
over Moi-lena. Fingal strode in his strength. The
light of his shield is temble. The sons of Erin

saw it far distant. They trembled in their souls.

They knew that the wrath of the king arose : and
they foresaw their death. We first arrived. We
fought. Erin's chiefs withstood our rage. But
when the king came, in the sound of his course,

what heart of steel could stand ! Erin fled over

Moi-lena. Death pursued their flight. We saw
Oscar on his shield. We saw his blood around.

Silence darkened every face. Each turned his

back and wept. The king strove to hide his tears.

His gi'ay beard whistled in the wind. He bends

his head above the chief. His words are mixed
with sighs.

" Art thou fallen, O Oscar! in the midst of thy

com'se. The heart of the aged beats over thee

!

He sees thy coming wars ! The wars which ought

to come he sees ! They are cut oflf fi'om thy fame

!

When shall joy dwell at Selma? When shall grief

depart fiom Morven ? My sons fall by degrees :

Fingal is the last of his race. My fame begins to

pass away. Mine age will be without friends. I

shall sit, a gray cloud, in my hall. I shall not

hear the return of a son, in his sounding arms.

Weep, ye heroes of Morven ! never more shall

Oscar rise
!"
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Oscar's dying address to his friends.

And they did weep, O Fingal ! Dear was the

hero to their souls. He went out to battle, and
the foes vanished. He retmned in peace, amidst

their joy. No father mourned his son, slain in

youth ; no brother, liis brother of love They fell

%vithout tears, for the chief of the people is low

!

Bran * is howling at his feet—gloomy Luath is

sad, for he had often led them to the chase—to the

bounding roe of the desert !

When Oscar saw his friends around, his heaving

breast arose. " The gi'oans," he said, " of aged

chiefs; the howling of my dogs; the sudden
bursts of the song of grief have melted Oscar's

soul. My soul, that never melted before. It was
like the steel of my sword. Ossian, carr)^ me to

my hills ! Raise the stones of my renoA^Ti. Place

the horn of a deer; place my sword by my side.

The torrent, hereafter, may raise the earth: the

honter may find the steel and say, ' This has been

Oscar's sword, the pride of other years!' " " Fall-

est thou, son of my fame! Shall I never see

thee Oscar ! When others hear of their sons, shall

I not hear of thee ? The moss is on thy four gray

stones. The mournful wind is there. The battle

shall be fought without thee. Thou shalt not pur-

sue the dark-broAvn hinds. When the warrior re-

turns from battles, and tells of other lands, ' I have

seen a tomb,' he will say, ' by the roaring stream,

the dark dwelling of a chief. He fell by car-home

* Bran was one of Fingal's dogs. Bran signifies a mountain stream^

D 2
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o his chiefs on Oscar's death.

Oscar, the first of mortal man.' I, perhaps, shall

hear his voice. A beam of joy will rise in my
soul."

Night would have descended in sorrow, and
morning returned in the shadow of giief. Our
chiefs would have stood, like cold dropping rocks

on Moi-lena, and have forgot the war; did not the

king disperse his grief, and raise his mighty voice.

The chiefs, as new-awakened from dreams, lift up
their heads around.

" How long on Moi-lena shall Ave weep? How
long pour in Erin our tears? The mighty will

not return. Oscar shall not rise in his strength.

The valiant must fall in their day, and be no
more known on their hills. Where are our fatliers,

O warriors! the chiefs of the times of old? They
have set like stars that have shone. We only

hear the sound of their praise. But they were
renowned in their years: the terror of other times.

Thus shall we pass away, in the day of our fall.

Then let us be renowaied when we may; and leave

oiu" fame behind us, like the last beams of the sun,

when he hides his red head in the west. The
traveller mounis his absence, thinking of the flame

of his beams. UUin, my aged bard ! take thou the

ship of the king. Carry Oscar to Selma of harps.

Let the daughters of Morven weep. We must
fight in Erin, for the race of fallen Cormac.
The days of my years begin to fail. I feel

the weakness of my arm. My fathers bend from

their clouds to receive their gray-haired son. But



AN EPIC POEM. 43

Account of the death ofCormac, joung king of Ireland.

before I go hence, one beam of fame shall rise.

My days shall end, as my years begun, in fame.

My life shall be one stream of light to bards of

other times."

Ullin raised his white sails. The wind of the

south came forth. He bounded on the waves to-

wards Selma. I remained in my grief, but my
words were not heard. The feast is spread on

Moi-lena. An hmidred heroes reared the tomb of

Cairbar. No song is raised over the chief. His

soul had been dark and bloody. The bards re-

membered the fall of Cormac! what could they

say in Cairbar's praise?

Night came rolling down. The light of an hun-

dred oaks arose. Fingal sat beneath a tree. Old
Althan * stood in the midst. He told the tale of

fallen Cormac. Althan, the son of Conachar, the

friend of car-borne Cuthullin. He dwelt with

Cormac in windy Temora, when Semo's son fell at

Lego's stream. The tale of Althan was mournful.

The tear was in his eye when he spoke.

-|- " The setting sun Avas yellow on Dora. 1^

Gray evening began to descend. Temora's woods

» Althan, the son of Conachar, was the chief bard of Arth, king of

Ireland. After the death of Arth, Althan attended his son Cormac,

and was present at his death. He had made his escape from Cairbar,

by the means of Cathmor, and coming to Fingal, related as here, the

death of his master, Cormac.

t Althan speaks.

i Doira, the tvoody side of a mountain ; it is here a hill in the ueigh-

bourhood of Temora.
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of the death of C

shook with the blast of the inconstant wind. A
cloud gathered in the west. A red star looked
from behind its edge. I stood in the wood alone.

I saw a ghost on the darkening air! His stride

extended from hill to hill. His shield was
dim on his side. It was the son of Semo. I

knew the wamor's face. But he passed away
in his blast; and all was dark around! My
soul was sad. I went to the hall of shells. A
thousand lights arose. The hundred bards had
strung the harp. Cormac stood in the midst, like

the morning star, when it rejoices on the eastern

hill, and its young beams are bathed in showers.

Bright and silent is its progress aloft, but the

cloud that shall hide it is near! The sword of

Artho* was in the hand of the king. He looked

with joy on its polished studs: thrice he attempted

to draw it, and thrice he failed; his yellow locks

are spread on his shoulders; his cheeks of youth

are red. I mourned over the beam of youth, for

he was soon to set I

" ' Althan
!

' he said, with a smile, * didst thou

behold my father! Heavy is the sword of the

king; surely his arm was strong. O that I were

like him in battle, when the rage of his wrath

arose ! then would I have met with Cuthullin, the

car-borne son of Cantella! But yeais may come
on, O Althan! and my arm be strong. Hast thou

heard of Semo's son, the ruler of high Temora ?

* Arth, or Artho, the father of Cormac, king of Ireland.
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Account of the death of Cormac.

He might have returned with his fame. He pro-

mised to return to-night. My bards wait him
with songs. My feast is spread in the hall of

kings.'

" I heard Cormac in silence. My tears began
to flow. I hid them with my aged locks. The
king perceived my grief. ' ISon of Conachar!' he

said, ' is the son of *Semo low? Why bursts the

sigli in secret? Why descends the tear! Comes
the car-borne Torlath? Comes the sound of

red-haired Cairbar? They come! for I behold

thy grief. Mossy Tura's chief is low! Shall I

not rush to battle? But I cannot lift the spear!

O had mine arm the strength of Cuthullin, soon

Avould Cairbar fly; the fame of my fathers would
be renewed ; and the deeds of other times !

*

" He took his bow. The tears flow down from

both his sparkling eyes. Grief saddens round.

The bards bend forward from their hundred harps.

The lone blast touched theu- trembling strings.

The sound t is sad and low ! A voice is heard at

a distance, as of one in grief. It was Carril of

other times, who came from dark Slimora.
:{: He

' Cuthullin is called the king of Tura, from a castle of that name on
the coast of Ulster, where he dwelt, before he undertook the manage-
ment of the affairs of Ireland, in the minority of Cormac.

t That prophetic sound, mentioned in other poems, which the harp&
of the bards emitted before the death of a person worthy and re-

nowned. It is here an omen of the death of Cormac, which, soon
after, followed.

? Slimora, a hill in Connaught, near which Cuthullin was killed.
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Account of the death of Cormac.

told of the fall of Cuthullin. He told of his mighty
deeds. The people were scattered round his

tomb. Their arms lay on the ground. They
had forgot the war, for he, their sire, was seen no
more!

" ' But who, ' said the soft-voiced Carril, ' who
comes like bounding roes ? Their stature is like

young trees in the valley, growing in a shower !

Soft and ruddy are their cheeks ! Fearless souls

look forth from their eyes ! Who but the sons of

Usnoth, * chief of streamy Etha ? The people
rise on every side. Like the strength of an half-

extinguished fire, when the winds come sudden
from the desert, on their rustling wings. Sudden
glows the dark brow of the hill ; the passing mari-
ner lags, on his winds. The sound of Caithbat'sf
shield was heard. The warriors saw Cuthul-

• Usnoth, chief of Etha, a district on the western coast of Scotland,

had three sons, Nathos, Althos, and Ardan, by Slissama, the sister of

Cuthullin. The three brothers, when very young, were sent over to

Ireland, by their father, to learn the use of arms under their uncle,

whose military fame was very great in that kingdom. They had just

arrived in Ulster when the news of Cuthullin 's death arrived. Na-
thos, the eldest of the three brothers, took the command of Cuthul-

lin's army, and made head against Cairbar, the chief of Atha. Cair-

bar having, at last, murdered young king Cormac, at Temora, the

army of Nathos shifted sides, and the brothers were obliged to return

into Ulster, in order to pass over into Scotland. Tlie sequel of their

mournful story is related at large in the poem of Darthula.

t Caithbat was grandfather to Cuthullin ; and his shield was made
use of to alarm his posterity to the battles of the family.
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Account of the death of Cormac.

lin* in Nathos. So rolled his sparkling eyes ! his steps

were such on heath ! Battles are fought at Lego,
The sAvord of Nathos prevails. Soon shalt thou

hehold him in thy halls, king of Temora of

groves !

'

" * Soon may I behold the chief!' replied the

blue-eyed king. ' But my soul is sad for Cuth-
ullin. His voice was pleasant in mine ear. Of-

ten have we moved, on Dora, to the chase of the

dark-brown hinds. His bow was unerring on the

hills. He spoke of mighty men. He told of the

deeds of my fathers. I felt my rising joy. But
sit thou at the feast, O Canil! I have often

heard thy voice. Sing in praise of Cuthullin.

Sing of Nathos of Etha!' f
Day rose on Temora, with all the beams of the

east. Crathin came to the hall, the son of old

Gellama." :j:
' I behold,' he said, ' a cloud in the

desert, king of Erin! a cloud it seemed at first,

but now a crowd of men! One strides before

them in his strength. His red hair flies in wind.

His shield glitters to the beam of the east. His
spear is in his hand.' ' Call him to the feast of

Temora,' replied the brightening king. ' My hall

is the house of strangers, son of generous Gella-

ma! It is, perhaps, the chief of Etha, coming in

• That is, they saw a manifest likeness between the persons of Nathos

and Cuthullin.

t Nathos, the son of Usnoth.

t Geal-lamha, ivhite-handed.
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Cairbar imprisons the bards of Cormac.

all his renown. Hail, mighty * stranger ! art

thou of the friends of Cormac? But, CaiTil,

he is dark and unlovely. He draws his sword.

Is that the son of Usnoth, bard of the times of

old?'

" ' It is not the son of Usnoth!' said Carril.

' It is Cairbar, thy foe. Why comest thou in thy

arms to Temora, chief of the gloomy brow? Let
not thy sword rise against Cormac!—Wliither

dost thou turn thy speed ?
' He passed on in dark-

ness. He seized the hand of the king. Cormac
foresaw his death ; the rage of his eyes arose.

' Retire, thou chief of Atha! Nathos comes with

war. Thou art bold in Cormac's hall, for his arm
is weak.' The sword entered the side of the

king. He fell in the halls of his fathers. His
fair hair is in the dust. His blood is smoking
round.

" ' Art thou fallen in thy halls?' + said Carril.

' O son of noble Artho !—The shield of CuthuUin

was not near, nor the spear of thy father. Mourn-
ful are the mountains of Erin, for the chief of the

people is low!—Blest be thy soul, O Cormac!
Thou art darkened in thy youth.'

" His words came to the ears of Cairbar. He
closed J us in the midst of daikness. He feared

* From this expression, we understand that Cairbar had entered the

palace of Temora, in the midst of Cormac's speech,

t Althan speaks.

t That is, himself and Carril, as it afterwards appears.
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Cathmor reproaches Cairbar for the murder of Cormac.

to Stretch his sword to the hards, * though his soul

was dark. Long we pined alone ! At length the

nohle Cathmor f came. He heard our voice from

the cave. He turned the eye of his wrath on

Cairbar.

" ' Brother of Cathmor,' he said, ' how long

wilt thou pain my soul? Thy heart is a rock.

Thy tlioughts are dark and bloody! But thou art

the brother of Cathmor; and Cathmor shall shine

in thy war. But my soul is not like thine: thou

feeble hand in fight! The light of my bosom is

stained with thy deeds. Bards will not sing of

my renown: they may say, ' Cathmor was brave,

but he fought for gloomy Cairbar.' They will pass

over my tomb in silence. My fame shall not be

heard. Cairbar! loose the bards. They are the

sons of future times. Their voices shall be heard

in other years, after the kings of Temora have

failed.' We came forth at the words of the chief.

We saw him in his strength. He was like thy

youth, O Fingal! when thou first didst lift the

spear. His face was like the plain of the sun,

when it is bright. No darkness travelled over his

• The persons of the bards were so sacred, that even he who had

just murdered his sovereign, feared to kill them.

t Cathmor appears tlie same disinterested hero upon every occa-

sion. His humanity and generosity were unparalleled : in short, he had

no fault but too much attachment to so bad a brother as Cairbar-

His family connection with Cairbar prevails, as he expresses it, over

every other consideration, and makes him engage in a war of which
he does not approN-e.

VOL. II. E
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Fiiigal orders Fillan to watch the ei

brow. But he came with his thousands, to aid

the red-haired Cairbar. Now he comes to re-

venge his death, O king of woody Morven !*

" Let Cathmor come," replied the king, " I

love a foe so great. His soul is bright. His arm
is strong. His battles are full of fame. But the

little soul is a vapour that hovers round the marshy-

lake. It never rises on the green hill, lest the

wind should meet it there. Its dwelling is in the

cave, it sends forth the dart of death ! Our young
heroes, O waniors ! are hke the renown of our fa-

thers. They fight in youth. They fall. Their

names are in song. Fingal is amid his darkening

years. He must not fall as an aged oak, across a

secret stream. Near it are the steps of the hunter,

as it lies beneath the wind. ' How has that tree

fallen?' he says, and, whistling strides along.

Raise the song of joy, ye bards of Morven! Let
our souls forget the past. The red stars look on
us from clouds, and silently descend. Soon shall

the gray beam of the morning rise, and show us

the foes of Cormac. Fillan, my son! take thou

the spear of the king. Go to Mora's dark-brown

side. Let thine eyes travel over the heath. Ob-
sei"ve the foes of Fingal. Observe the course of

generous Cathmor. I hear a distant sound, like

falling rocks in the desert. But strike thou thy

shield, at times, that they may not come through

night, and the fame of Morven cease. I begin to

be alone, my son. I dread the fall of my rtnown!'*

The voice of baids arose. The king leaned on
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Conclusion of Book First.

the shield of Trenmor. Sleep descended on his

eyes. His future battles arose in his dreams. The
host are sleeping around. Dark-haired Fillan

observes the foe. His steps are on a distant hill.

We hear, at times, his clanging shield.
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:

BOOK SECOND



ARGUMENT.

This book opens^ lee may suppose^ dbmit midnight^ with a to-

liloquy of Ossian^ ivho had retiredfrom the rest of the ar-

my^ to mourn for his son Oscar. Upon hearing the noise

of Cathmor''s army approaching^ he went to find out his

brother Fillan, who kept the watch on the hill ofMora^ in

thefront ofFingaVs army. In the conversation ofthe bro-

thers^ the episode of Conar^ the son of Trenmor^ who was
the first king of Ireland^ is introduced^ which lays open

the origin of the contests between the Cael and the Fir~

bolg, the two nations who first possessed themselves of that

island. Ossian kindles afire on Mora ; tipon which Cath-
mor desistedfrom the design he had formed of surprising

the army of the Caledonians. He calls a council of his

chiefs ; reprimands Foldath for advising a night-attack

^

as the Irish army were so much superior in number to the

enemy. The bard Fonar introduces the story of Crothar.,

the ancestor of the king^ which throwsfurther light on the

history of Irelattd^ and the original pretensions of thefa-
mily ofAtha 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 the two heroes is described.

Cathmor obtains a promise from Ossian^ to order a fune-

ral elegy to be sung over the grave of Cairbar; it being

the opinion of the times that the souls of the dead could no i

be happy till their elegies were sung by a bard. Morning
comes. Cathmor and Ossian part; and the latter ca-

sually meeting with Carril the son of Kinfena, sends that

bard with afuneral song to the tomb of Cairbar.
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BOOK SECOND.

* Father of heroes! O Trenmor! High
dweller of eddying winds! where the dark-red

thunder marks the troubled clouds! Open thou

thy stormy halls. Let the bards of old be near.

Let them draw near, with songs and their

half viewless harps. No dweller of misty valley

comes ! No hunter unknown at his streams ! It

is the car-home Oscar, from the fields of war.

Sudden is thy change, my son, from what thou
wert on dark Moi-lena! The blast folds thee in

its skirt, and rustles through the sky! Dost thou
not behold thy father, at the stream of night? The

* Though this book has little action, it is not the least important part

of Temora. The poet, in several episodes, runs up the cause of the

war to the very source. The first population of Ireland, the wars be-

tween the two nations who originally possessed that island, its first

race of kings, and the revolutions of its government, are important

facts, and are delivered by the poet with so little mLsture of the fabu-

lous, that one cannot help preferring his accounts to the improbable

fictions of the Scotch and Irish historians. The ililesian fables bear

about them the marks of a late invention. To trace their legends to

their source would be no difficult task : but a disquisition of this sort

would extend this note too far.
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Ossian goes to protect young FiUan.

chiefs of Morven sleep far distant. They have lost

no son. But ye have lost a hero, chiefs of re-

sounding Morven ! Who could equal his strength,

when battle rolled against his side, like the dark-

ness of crowded waters ? Why this cloud on Os-
sian's soul? It ought to bum in danger. Erin is

near with her host. The king of Sehna is alone.

Alone thou shalt not be, my father, while I can

lift the spear

!

I rose in all my arms. I rose and listened to

the wind. The shield of Fillan * is not heard. I

tremble for the son of Fingal. " Why should the

foe come by night ? Wliy should the dark-haired

waiTior fail ?" Distant, sullen murmers rise : like

the noise of the lake of Lego, when its waters

shrink, in the days of frost, and all its bursting ice

resounds. The people of Lara look to heaven, and

foresee the storm ! My steps are forward on the

* We understand, from the preceding book, that Cathmor was near

with an army. When Cairbar was killed, the tribes who attended him
fell back to Cathmor : who, as it afterwards appears, had taken a resolu-

tion to surprise Fingal by night. Fillan was dispatched to the hill of

Mora, which was in the front of the Caledonians, to observe the motion

of Cathmor. In this situation were affairs when Ossian, upon hearing

the approach of the enemy, went to find out his brother. Their conver-

sation naturally introduces the episode concerning Conar, the son of
Trenmor, the first Irish monarch, which is so necessary to the under-

standing the foundation of the rebellion and usurpation of Cairbar and
Cathmor Fillan was the youngest of the sons of Fingal, then living.

He and Bosmina, mentioned in the battle of Lora, were the only child*

ren of the king, by Clatho, the daughter,of Cathulla, king of Inis-tore,

whom he had taken to wife, after the death of Ros-crana, the daughter

of Cormac Mac Conar, king of Ireland.



AN EPIC POEM. 57

The conversation between Os&iaii and Fillan.

heath. The spear of Oscar is in my hand ! Red
stars looked from on high. I gleamed, along the

night.

I saw Fillan silent before me, bending forward

from Mora's rock. He heard the shout of the foe.

The joy of his soul arose. He heard my sounding

tread, and turned his lifted spear. " Comest thou,

son of night, in peace ? Or dost thou meet my
wrath ? The foes of Fingal are mine. Speak, or

fear my steel. I stand not, in vain, the shield of

Morven's race." " Never mayst thou stand in

vain, son of blue-eyed Clatho ! Fingal begins to

be alone. Darkness gathers on the last of his

days. Yet he has two * sons who ought to shine

in war. Who ought to be two beams of light near

the steps of his departure."
" Son of Fingal, " replied the youth, " it is not

long since I raised the spear. Few are the marks
of my sword in war. But Fillan's soul is fire !

• That Is, two sons in Ireland. Fergus, the second son of Fingal, was,

at that time, on an expedition, which is mentioned in one of the lesser

poems. He, according to some traditions, was the ancestor of Fergus,

the son of Ere or Arcath, commonly called Fergus the second in the

Scotch histories. The beginning of the reign of Fergus over the Scots

is placed, by the most approved annals of Scotland, in the fourth year

of the fifth age ; a full century after the death of Ossian. The genealo-

gy of his family is recorded thus by the Highland Senachies; Fergus

Mac-arth, Mac-Chonghael, Mac-Fergus, Mac-Fion-gael na buai ; i. e_

Fergus the son of Arcath, the son of Congal, the son of Fergus, the son

of Fingal, the victorious. This subject is treated more at large, in the

disseitation annexed to the poem.



58 TEMORA,

of the forefathers of Cormac, king of Ireland.

The chiefs of Bolga * crowd around the shield of

generous Cathmor. Their gathering is on that

heath. Shall my steps approach their host? It

yielded to Oscar alone, in the strife of the race of

Cona ?"

" Fillan, thou shalt not approach their host, nor

fall before thy fame is known. My name is heard

in song ; when needful I advance. From the skirts

of night I shall view them over all their gleaming

tribes. Why, Fillan, didst thou speak of Oscar !

Why awake my sigh ? I must forget f the war-

rior, till the storm is rolled away. Sadness ought

not to dwell in danger, nor the tear in the eye of

war. Our fathers forgot their fallen sons, till the

noise of arms was past. Then soitow returned to

the tomb, and the song of bards arose." The me-
mory of those who fell, quickly followed the de-

parture of war : When the tumult of the battle

is past, the soul, in silence, melts away for the

dead.

* The southern parts of Ireland went for some time under the name
of Bolga, from the Fir-bolg or Belgae of Britain, who settled a colony

there, ^o/g- signifies o quiver, from which proceeds Fir-bolg i. e. bow

men ; so called from their using bows more than any of the neighbour-

ing nations.

t After this passage, Oscar is not mentioned in all Temora. The si-

tuation of the characters who act in the poem are so interesting, that

others, foreign to the subject, could not be introduced with any lustre.

Though the episode, which follows, may seem to flow naturally enough
from the conversation of the brothers, yet I have shown, in a preceding

note, and more at large, in the dissertation annexed to this collection*

that the poet had a farther design in view.
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Account of the forefathers of young Cormac.

Conar * was the brother of Trathal, first of mor-

tal men. His battles were on every coast. A
thousand streams rolled down the blood of his foes.

His fame filled <xreen Erin, like a pleasant gale.

The nations gathered in Ullin, and they blessed

the king ; the king of the race of their fathers, fiom
the land of Selma.

The chiefs f of the south were gathered in the

darkness of their pride. In the homd cave of

Muma they mixed their secret words. Thither of-

ten, they said, the spirits of their fathers came
;

showing their pale forms from the chinky rocks :

reminding them of the honour of Bolga. " Why
should Conar reign, " they said, " the son of re-

sounding Morven ?"

• Conar, the first king of Ireland, was the son of Trenmor, the great

grandfather of Fingal. It was on account of this family-connection*

that Fingal was engaged in so many wars in the cause of the race of

Conar. Though few of the actions of Trenmor are mentioned, he was

the most renowned name of antiquity. The most probable opinion

concerning him, is, that he was the first who united the tribes of the

Caledonians, and commanded them in chief, against the incursions of

the Romans. The genealogists of the noithhave traced his family far

back, and given a list of his ancestors to Cuanmor nan Ian, or Conmor
of the swords,who, according to them, was the first who crossed thegreat

sea to Caledonia, from which circumstance his name proceeded, which

signifies Great Ocean. Genealogies of so ancient a date, however, are

little to be depended upon.

t The chiefs of the Fir-bolg, who possessed themselves of the south

of Ireland, prior, perhaps, to the settlement of the Cael of Caledonia,

and the Hebrides in Ulster. From the sequel, it appears that the Fir-

bolg were, by much, the most powerful nation ; and it is probable that

the Cael must have submitted to them, had they not received succours

from their mother-country, imder the command of Conar.
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Account of the forefathers of young C

They came forth, like the streams of the desert,

with the roar of their hundred tribes. Conar was
a rock before them : broken they rolled on every

side. But often they returned, and the sons of

Selma fell. The king stood among the tombs of

his w^ari'iors. He darkly bent his mournful face.

His soul was rolled into itself: and he had marked
the place Avhere he Avas to fall ; when Trathal came
in his strength, his brother from cloudy Morven.
Nor did he come alone. Colgar * was at his side

;

Colgar the son of the king and of white-bosomed

Solincorma.

As Trenmor, clothed with meteors, descends

from the halls of thunder, pouring the dark storm

before him over the troubled sea : so Colgar descend-

ed to battle, and wasted the echoing field. His
father rejoiced over the hero : but an arrow came !

His tomb was raised without a tear. The king

was to revenge his son. He lightened forward in

battle, till Bolga yielded at her streams !

When peace returned to the land : When his

blue waves bore the king to Morven : then he re-

membered his son, and poured the silent tear.

Thrice did the bards, at the cave of Furmono, call

* CoVgax, fiercely looking warrior. Suliii-corma, blue et/es. Colgar
was the eldest of the sons of Trathal : Comhal, who was the father of
Fingal, was very young when the present expedition to Ireland hap-
pened: It is remarkable, that of all the ancestors of Fingal, tradition

makes the least mention of Comhal ; which probably proceeded from
the unfortunate life and untimely death of that hero. From some pas-
sages, concerning him, wc learn, indeed, that he was brave, but he
wanted conduct.
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the soul of Collar. They called him to the hills

of his land. He heard them in his mist. Trathal

placed his sword in the cave, that the spirit of his

son might rejoice.

" Colgar *, son of Trathal !" said Fillan, " thou

wert renowned in youth ! But the king hath not

marked my sword, bright streaming on the field.

I go forth with the crowd. I return without my
fame. But the foe approaches, Ossian ! I heard

their min-mur on the heath. The sound of their

steps is like thunder, in the bosom of the ground,

when the rocking hills shake their groves, and not

a blast pours from the darkened sky
!"

Ossian turned sudden on his spear. He raised

the flame of an oak on high. I spread it large on

Mora's wind. Cathmor stopped in his course.

Gleaming he stood, like a rock, on whose sides are

the wandering of blasts ; which seize its echoing

streams, and clothe them over with ice. So stood

the friend t of strangers ! The winds lift his heavy

locks. Thou art the tallest of the race of Erin, king

of streamy Atha

!

• The poem begins here to mark strongly the character of Fillan, who

is to make so great a figure in the sequel . He has the impatience, the

ambition, and fire, which are peculiar to a young hero. Kindled with

the fame of Colgar, he forgets his untimely fall. From FiUan's expres-

sions in this passage, it would seem that he was neglected by Fingal, on

account of his youth.

t Cathmor is distinguished by this honourable title, on account of his

generosity to strangers, which was so great as to be remarkable even in

those days of hospitality.

VOL. II. F
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Cathraor disapproves of the conduct of Foldath.

" First of bards, " said Cathmor, " Fonar *, call

the chiefs of Erin. Call red-haired Cormar : dark-

browed Malthos: the side-long looking gloom of

Maranon. Let the pride of Foldath appear. The
red-rolling eye of Turlotho. Nor let Hidalla be
forgot ; his voice, in danger, is like the sound of a

shower, when it falls in the blasted vale, near

Atha's falling stream. Pleasant is its sound, on
the plain, whilst broken thunder travels over the

sky !"

They came, in their clanging arms. They bent

forward to his voice, as if a spirit of their fathers

spoke from a cloud of night. Dreadful shone they

to the light ; like the fall of the stream of Brumo t
when the meteor lights it, before the nightly stran-

ger. Shuddering, he stops in his journey, and
looks up for the beam of the morn

!

" Why
"l

delights Foldath, " said the king, " to

pour the blood of foes by night ? Fails his arm in

battle, in the beams of day? Few are the foes

* Fonar, the man of song- Before the introduction of Christianity a

name was not imposed upon any person, till he had distinguished him-

self by some remarkable action, from which his name should be deriv-

ed.

t Brumo was a place of worship (Fing. B. 6.) in Craca, which is sup-

posed to be one of the isles of Shetland. It was thought that the spirits

of the deceased haunted it by night, which adds more terror to the de-

scription introduced here. The horridfircle of Brumo, where often, they

said, the ghosts ofthe dead howled round the stone offear.

$ From this passage, it appears, that it was Foldath who had advised

the night-attack. The gloomy character of Foldath is properly con-

trasted to the generous, the open Cathmor.
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before us, why should we clothe us in shades ?

The valiant delight to shine in the battles of their

land ! Thy council was in vain, chief of Moma !

The eyes of Morven do not sleep. They are

watchful, as eagles on their mossy rocks. Let
each collect, beneath his cloud, the strength of his

roaring tribe. To-morrow I move, in light, to meet
the foes of Bolga ! Mighty * was he that is low,

the race of Borbar-Duthul
!"

" Not unmarked !
" said Foldath, " were my

steps before thy race. In light I met the foes of

Cairbar. The warrior praised my deeds. But his

stone was raised without a tear ! No bard -j- sung

over Erin's king. Shall his foes rejoice along their

mossy hills ? No : they must not rejoice ! He
was the friend of Foldath ! Our words were mixed,

in secret, in Moma's silent cave ; whilst thou, a boy
in the field, pmsuedst the thistle's beard. With
Moma's sons I shall msh abroad, and find the foe,

on his dusky hills. Fingal shall lie, without his

song, the gray-haired king of Selma."
" Dost thou think, thou feeble man, " replied

Cathmor, half enraged : " Dost thou think Fingal

can fall, without his fame, in Erin? Could the

bards be silent at the tomb of Selma's king ? The
song would burst in secret ! the spirit of the king

* By this exclamation, Cathmor intimates that he intends to revenge

the death of his brother, Cairbar.

t To have no funeral elegy sung over his tomb, was,; among the

Celtse, one of the greatest misfortunes that could befal a man ; as his

soul could not otherwise be admitted to the airy hail of his fathers.



64 TEMORA,

The song of Fonar, Cathmcr's bard.

would rejoice ! It is when thou shalt fall, that the

bard shall forget the song. Thou art dark, cliief

of Moma, though thine arm is a tempest in war.

Do I forget the king of Erin, in his nairow house ?

My soul is not lost to Cairbar, the brother of my
love ! I marked the bright beams of joy, which

travelled over his cloudy mind, when I returned,

with fame, to Atha of the streams."

Tall they removed, beneath the words of the

king. Each to his own dark tribe ; where, hum-
ming, they rolled on the heath, faint-glittering to

the stars : like waves, in a rocky bay, before the

nightly wind. Beneath an oak lay the chief of

Atha. His shield, a dusky round, hung high. Near
him, against a rock, leaned the fair stranger * of

Inis-huna : that beam of light, with wandering locks

from Lomon of the roes. At a distance rose the

voice of Fonar, with the deeds of the days of old.

The song fails, at times, in Lubar's growing roar

!

" Crotliar -j-
," begun the bard, " first dwelt at

* By the stranger of Inis-huna, \s meant Sulmalla, the dauRhter of

Conmor, king of Inis-huna, the ancient name of that part of South

Britain whieh is next to the Irish coast. She had followed Cathmor in

disguise. Her story is related at large in the fourth book.

t Crothar was the ancestor of Cathmor, and the first of his family

who had settled in Atha. It was, in his time, that the first wars were

kindled between the Fir-bolg and Cael. The propriety of the episode

is evident ; as the contest which originally rose between Crothar and

Conar, subsisted afterwards between their posterity, and was the fouu-

dation of the story of the poem.
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The song of Fonar continued.

Atha's mossy stream ! A thousand * oaks, from

the mountains, formed his echoing hall. The ga-

thering of the people was there, around the feast

of the blue-eyed king. But who, among his chiefs,

was Hke tlie stately Crothar ? Warriors kindled

in his presence. The young sigh of the virgins

rose. In Alnecma f was the warrior honoured :

the first of the race of Bolga.
" He pursued the chase in Ullin, on the moss-

covered top of Drumardo. From the wood looked

the daughter of Cathmin, the blue-rolling eye of

Con-lama. Her sigh rose in secret. She bent her

liead, midst her wandering locks. The moon look-

* From this circumstance we may learn, that the art of building

with stone was not known in Ireland so early as the days of Crothar.

When the colony were long settled in the country, the arts of civil life

began to increase among them, for we find mention made of the towers

qf Atha in the time of Cathmor, which could not well be applied to

wooden buildings. In Caledonia they began very early to build with
stone. None of the houses of Fingal, excepting Ti-foirmal, were of

wood. Ti-foirmal was the great hall where the bards met to repeat

their compositions annually before they submitted them to the judg-

ment of the king in Selma. By some accident or other, this wooden
house happened to be burnt, and an ancient bard, in the character of
Ossian, has left us a curious catalogue of the furniture which it con-

tained. The poem is not just now in my hands, otherwise I would lay

here a translation of it before the reader. It has little poetical merit,

and evidently bears the marks of a later period.

t Alnecma, or Alnecmacht, was the ancient name of Connaught.
Ullin is still the Irish name of the province of Ulster. To avoid the
multiplying of notes, I shall here give the signification of the names
in this episode. Drumardo, high ridge. Cathmin, calm in battle.

Con-lamha, soft hand. Turloth, inan of the rjviver. Cormul, blue

«ye.
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Song of Fonar continued.

ed in, at night, and saw the white tossing of her

arms; for she thought of the mighty Crothar, in

the season of dreams.
" Three days feasted Crothar with Cathmin.

On the fourth they awaked the hinds. Con-lama
moved to the chase, with all her lovely steps. She
met Crothar in the narrow path. The bow fell at

once from her hand. She turned her face away,
and half hid it with her locks. The love of Cro-

thar rose. He brought the white-bosomed maid
to Atha. Bards raised the song in her presence.

Joy dwelt round the daughter of Cathmin.
" The pride of Turloch rose, a youth who loved

the white-handed Con-lama. He came, with battle,

to Alnecma; to Atha of the roes. Cormul went
forth to the strife, the brother of car-borne Cro-

thar. He went forth, but he fell. The sigh of

his people rose. Silent and tall, across the stream,

came the darkening strength of Crothar : he rolled

the foe from Alnecma. He returned, midst the

joy of Con-lama.
" Battle on battle comes. Blood is poured on

blood. The tombs of the valiant rise. Erin's

clouds are hung round with ghosts. The chiefs of

the south gathered round the echoing shield of

Crothai*. He came, A^dth death, to the paths of the

foe. The virgins wept, by the streams of Ullin.

They looked to the midst of the hill : no Imnter

descended from its folds. Silence darkened in the

land. Blasts sighed lonely on grassy tombs.
" Descending like the eagle of heaven, with all
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Song (if Fonar concluded.

his rustling wings, when he forsakes the blast, with

joy, the son of Trenmor came; Conar, arm of

death, from Morven of the groves. He poured his

might along green Erin. Death dimly strode be-

liind his sword. The sons of Bolga fled, from his

course, as from a stream, that bursting from the

stormv desert, rolls the fields together, with all

their echoing woods. Crothar * met him in battle,

but Alnecma's wamors fled. The king of Atha
slowly retired, in the giief of his soul'. He after-

wards shone in the south; but dim as the sun of

autumn, when he visits, in his robes of mist, Lara

of dark streams. The withered grass is covered

with dew; the field, though bright, is sad !"

" Why wakes the bard before me," said Cath-

mor, " the memory of those who fled ? Has some
ghost, from his dusky cloud, bent forward to thine

ear, to frighten Cathmor from the field, with the

tales of old. Dwellers of the skirts of night, your

voice is but a blast to me; which takes the gray

• The delicacy here with regard to Crothar, is proper. As he was the

ancestor of Cathmor, to whom the episode is addressed, the bard

softens his defeat, by only mentioning that his people fled. Cathmor

took the song of Fonar in an unfavourable light. The bards, being of

theorder of the Druids, who pretended to a foreknowledge of events,

were supposed to have some supernatural prescience of futurity. The

king thought that the choice of Fonar's song proceeded from his fore-

seeing the unfortunate issue of the war ; and that his own fate was

shadowed out in that of his ancestor, Crothar. The attitude of the

bard, after the reprimand of his patron, is picturesque and aft'ecting.

We admire the speech of Cathmor, but lament the effect it has on the

feeling soul of the good old poet.
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Cathmor Is displeased with the song of his baid.

thistle's head, and strews its beard on streams.

Within my bosom is a voice. Others hear it not.

His soul forbids the king of Erin to shrink back

from war."

Abashed the bard sinks back in night ; retired

he bends above a stream. His thoughts are on the

days of Atha, when Cathmor heard his song with

joy. His tears came rolling down. The winds
are in his beard. Erin sleeps around. No sleep

comes down on Cathmor's eyes. Dark, in his

soul, he saw the spirit of low laid Cairbar. He
saw him, without his song, rolled in a blast of

night. He rose. His steps were round the host.

He struck, at times, his echoing shield. The
sound reached Ossian's ear, on Mora's mossy
brow.

" Fillan," I said, " the foes advance. I hear the

shield of war. Stand thou in the naiTow path.

Ossian shall mark theii- course. If over my fall the

host should pour, then be thy buckler heard. A-
wake the king on his heath, lest his fame should

fly away." I strode in all my rattling arms ; wide-
bounding over a stream that darkly winded in a
field, before the king of Atha. Green Atha's king,

with lifted spear, came forward on my com'se. Now
would we have mixed in honid fray, hke two con-

tending ghosts, that bending forward, from two
clouds, send forth the roaring winds ; did not Os-
sian behold, on high, the helmet of Erin's kings.

The eagle's wing spread above it, rusthng in the
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Conference of the heroes.

breeze. A red star looked through the plumes.

I stopt the lifted spear.

" The helmet of kings is before me ! Who ai't

thou, son of night ? Shall Ossian's spear be re-

nowned, when thou art lowly laid ? At once he

dropt the gleaming lance. Growing before me
seemed the form. He stretched his hand in night.

He spoke the words of kings.

" Friend of the spirits of heroes, do I meet thee

thus in shades ? I have wished for thy stately

steps in Atha, in the days of joy. Why should my
spear now arise ? The sun must behold us, Os-
sian, when we bend, gleaming in the strife. Futiu-e

wamors shall mark the place : and, shuddering,

think of other years. They shall mark it, like

the haunt of ghosts, pleasant and dreadful to the

soul."

" Shall it then be forgot," I said, " where we
meet in peace ? Is the remembrance of battles

always pleasant to the soul ? Do not we behold,

with joy, the place where our fathers feasted?

But our eyes are full of tears, on the fields of their

war. This stone shall rise, with all its moss, and
speak to other years. ' Here Cathmor and Ossiau
met: the waniors met in peace !' When thou, O
stone, shalt fail. When Lubar's stream shall roll

away! then shall the traveller come, and bend,

here, perhaps, in rest. When the darkened moon
is rolled over his head, our shadowy forms may
come, and, mixing with his dreams, remuid him of
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Cathmor presents Ossian with his dagger, in token of friendship.

this place. But why tumest thou so dark away,
son of Borbar-duthul ?" *

" Not forgot, son of Fingal, shall we ascend
these Avinds. Our deeds are streams of light, be-

fore the eyes of bards. But darkness is rolled on
Atha : the king is low, without his song : still

there was a beam towards Catlmior from his stormy
soul ; like the moon, in a cloud, amidst the dark
red course of thunder."

*' Son of Erin," I replied, " my WTath dwells not

in his earth f. My hatred flies, on eagle-wing,

from the foe that is low. He shall hear the song

of bards. Cairbar shall rejoice on his winds."

Cathmor's swelling soul arose. He took the

dagger fi'om his side; and placed it gleaming in my
hand. He placed it, in my hand, with sighs, and,

silent, strode away. Mine eyes followed liis de-

parture. He dimly gleamed, like the form of a

ghost, which meets a traveller, by night, on the

dark-skirted heath. His words are dark, like songs

of old : with morning strides the unfinished shade

away

!

•* Borbar-duthul, the surly warrior of the dark-brown eyes. That

his name suited well with his character, we may easily conceive, from

the story delivered concerning him, by Malthos, toward the end of the

sixth book. He was the brother of that Colculla, who is mentioned

in the episode which begins the fourth book.

f This reply abounds with thesentimentsof a noble mind. Though,

of all men living, he was the most injured by Cairbar, yet he lays

aside his rage as the foe was tow. How different is this from the be-

haviour of the heroes of other ancient poems ? Cynthias aurcm veUit,
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* Who comes from Lubar's vale? From the

skirts of the morning- mist ? The drops of hea-

ven are on his head. His steps are in the paths

of the sad. It is Carril of other times. He comes
from Tura's silent cave. I behold it dark in the

rock, through the thin folds of mist. There, per-

haps, Cuthullin sits, on the blast which bends its

trees. Pleasant is the song of the morning from
the bard of Erin !

" The waves crowd away," said Canil. " They
crowd away for fear. They hear the sound of thy

coming forth, O sun ! Terrible is thy beauty, son

of heaven, when death is descending on thy locks :

when thou roUest thy vapours before thee, over the

blasted host. But pleasant is thy beam to the

hunter, sitting by the rock in a storm, when thou
showest thyself from the parted cloud, and bright-

enest his dewy locks: he looks dowTi on the streamy
vale, and beholds the descent of roes! How long

shalt thou rise on war, and roll, a bloody shield,

through heaven ? I see the deaths of heroes, dark-

wandering over thy face
!"

" Why wander the words of Carril?" I said.

* The morning of the second day, from the opening of the poem,

comes on. After the death of Cuthullin, Carril, the son of Kinfena,

his bard, retired to the caves of Tura, which was in the neighbourhood

of Moi-lena, the scene of the poem of Temora. His casual appear-

ance here enables Ossian to fulfil immediately the promise he had

made to Cathmor, of causing ihe funeral song to be pronounced over

the tomb of Cairbar. This book takes up only the space of a few

hours.
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Conclusion of Book Second.

" Does the sun of heaven mourn? He is un-
stained in his course, ever rejoicing in his fire.

Roll on, thou careless light. Thou too, perhaps,

must fail. Thy darkening hour may seize thee,

stiTiggling, as thou rollest through thy sky. But
pleasant is the voice of the bard : pleasant to Os-
sian's soul. It is like the shower of the morning,

when it comes through the rustling vale, on which
the sun looks through mist, just rising from his

rocks. But this is no time, O bard! to sit down,
at the strife of song. Fingal is in arms on the vale.

Thou seest the flaming shield of the king. His
face darkens between his locks. He beholds the

wide rolling of Erin. Does not Caml behold that

tomb, beside the roaring stream? Three stones

lift their gray heads, beneath a bending oak. A
king is lowly laid! Give thou his soul to the

wind. He is the brother of Cathmor ! Open his

airy hall ! Let thy song be a stream of joy to

Cairbar's darkened ghost
!"
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BOOK THIRD,



ARGUMENT.

Morning coming on, Fingal., after a speech to his people^

devolves the command on Gaul, the son ofMorni ; it being

the custom of the times that the king should not engage,

till the necessity of affairs required his superior valour and

conduct. The kingand Ossian retire to the rock of Cor?nul,

which overlooked the field of battle. The bards si?ig the

imr-song. The general conflict is described. Gaul, the

son of Morni, distinguishes himself; kills Turlathon,

chiefof Moruth, and other chiefs of lesser name. On the

other hand, Foldath, who commanded the Irish army, (for

Cathmor, after the example ofFingal, kept himselffrom
battle) fights gallantly ; kills Connal, chief of Dunlora,

atid advances to engage Gaul Imnsclf. Gaul, in the mean
time, being wounded in the hand hy a random arrow, is

covered by Fillan, the son of Fingal, who performs prodi-

gies of valour. Night comes on. The horn ofFingal

recalls his army. The bards ineet them with a congratu-

latory song, in which thepraises ofGaulandFiUan are par.'

ticularly celebrated. The chiefs sit down at a feast ;

Fingal misses Connal. The episode of Connal and Duth-

carron is introduced ; which throzvs further 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 dayfrom the opening of the poem.
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BOOK THIRD.

Who is that, at blue streaming Lubar ? Who,
by the bending hill of roes ? Tall, he leans on an

oak torn from high, by nightly wmds. Who but

Comhal's son, brightening in the last of his fields ?

His gray hair is on the breeze. He half unsheaths

the sword of Luno.
His eyes are turned to Moi-lena, to the dark

moving of foes. Dost thou hear the voice of the

king ? It is like the bursting of a stream in the

desert, when it comes, between its echoing rocks,

to the blasted field of the sun

!

" Wide skirted comes down the foe ! Sons of

woody Selma, arise ! Be ye like the rocks of our

land, on Avhose brown sides are the rolling of

streams. A beam of joy comes on my soul. I

see the foe mighty before me. It is when he is

feeble, that the sighs of Fingal are heard : lest

death should come without renown, and darkness

dwell on his tomb. Who shall lead the war against

the host of Alnecma ? It is only when danger

glows that my sword shall shine. Such was the

custom, heretofore, of Trenmor, the iTiler of winds '
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IS his armj to battle.

and thus descended to battle the blue-shielded

Trathal
!"

The chiefs bend toward the king. Each darkly

seems to claim the war. They tell, by halves,

their mighty deeds. They turn their eyes on
Erin. But far before the rest the son of JVIonii

stands. Silent he stands ; for who had not heard
of the battles of Gaul? They rose within his

soul. His hand, in secret, seized the sword. The
sword which he brought from Strumon, when the

strength of Momi failed. *

• Strumon, stream of the hill, the name of the seat of the family of
Gaul, in the neighbourhood of Selma. During Gaul's expedition to

Tromathon, mentioned in the poetn of Oithona, Momi, his father, died.

Momi ordered the sward of Strumon, (which had been preserved in

the family as a relique from the days of Colgach, the most renowned

of his ancestors) to be laid by his side, in the tomb : at the same time,

leaving it in charge to his son, not to take it from thence till he was
reduced to the last extremity. Not long after, two of his brothers being

slain in battle, by Coldaronnan, chief of Clutha, Gaul went to his

father's tomb to take the sword. His address to the spirit of the de-

ceased hero is the subject of the following short poem.

Gaul.—" Breaker of echoing shields, whose head is deep in shades;

bear me from the darkness of Clora, O son of Colgach, hear !

•' No rustling, like the eagle's wing, comes over the course of ray

streams. Deep bosomed in the midst of the desert, O king of Strumon,
hear!

" Dwellest thou in the shadowy breeze, that pours its dark wave
over the grass? Cease to strew the beard of the thistle; O chief of

Clora, hear!

' Or ridest thou on a beam, amidst the dark trouble of clouds ?

Pourest thou the loud wind on seas, to roll their blue waves over isles ?

hear me, father of Gaul, amidst thy terrors, hear !

" The rustling of eagles is heard, the murmuring oaks shake their
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Interesting appearance of joung Fillan.

On his spear leans Fillan of Selma, * in the

Avandering of his locks. Thrice he raises his eyes

to Fin<^al : his voice thrice fails him, as he speaks.

My brother could not boast of battles : at once he

strides away. Bent over a distant stream he

stands : the tear hangs in his eye. He strikes, at

times, the thistle's head, with his inverted spear.

Nor is he unseen of Fingal. Sidelong he beholds

his son. He beholds him, with bursting joy, and
turns, amid his crowded soul. In silence turns

the king to\vards Mora of woods. He hides the

big tear with his locks. At length his voice is

heard.
" First of the sons of Morni ! Thou rock that

deliest the storm ! Lead thou my battle, for the

heads on the hills ; dreadful and pleasant is thy approach, friend of

the dwelling of heroes.

MoRNi.—" Who awakes me, in the midst of my cloud, where my
locks of mist spread on the winds ? Mixed with the noise of streams,

why rises the voice of Gaul ?

GAUL.— " My foes are around me, Morni; their dark ships descend
from their waves. Give the sword of Strumon, that beam which thou
hidest in the night.

MoRM.—" Take the sword of resounding Strumon ; I look on thy
war, my son ; I look, a dim meteor, from my cloud : Blue-shielded
Gaul, destroy."

• Clatho was the daughter of Cathulla, king of Inistore. Fingal,
in one of his expeditions to that island, fell in love with Clatho, and
took her to wife, after the death of Roscrana, the daughter of Cormac,
king of Ireland.

Clatho was the mother of Ryno, Fillan, and Bosmina, mentioned in
the battle of Lora. Fillan is often called the son of Clatho, to distin-

guish him from those sons which Fingal had by Uos-erana.

G 2
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Fingal devolves the cummand of his armj oi

race of low-laid Cormac. No boy's staff is thy

spear : no harmless beam of light thy sword. Son
of Momi of steeds, behold the foe ! Destroy !

Fillan, observe the chief! He is not calm in strife:

nor bums he heedless in battle. My son, observe

the chief ! He is strong as Lubar's streams, but

never foams and roars. High on cloudy Mora,
Fingal shall behold the war. Stand, Ossian, *

near thy father, by the falling stream. liaise the

voice, O bards ! Selma, move beneath the sound.

It is my latter field. Clothe it over with light."

As the sudden rising of winds ; or distant roll-

ing of troubled seas, when some dark ghost, in

wrath, heaves the billows over an isle: an isle, the

seat of mist, on the deep, for many dark-brown
years ! So terrible is the soimd of the host, wide-

moving over the field. Gaul is tall before them.

The streams glitter within his strides. The bards

raise the song by his side. He strikes his shield

between. On the skirts of the blast the tuneful

voices rise.

" On Crona," said the bards, " there bursts a

stream by night. It swells in its own dark course,

till morning's early beam. Then comes it white

from the hill, with the rocks and their hundred

groves. Far be my steps from Ciona. Death is

tumbling there. Be ye a stream from Mora, sons

of cloudy Morven
!"

» Ullin being sent to Morven with the body of Oscar, Ossian at-

tends hii father, in quality of chief bard.
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The war song of the bards of Fingal.

" Who rises, from his car, on Clutha? The
hills are troubled before the king ! The dark

woods echo round, and hghten at his steel. See

him amidst the foe, like Colgach's * sportful

ghost : when he scatters the clouds, and rides the

eddying winds! It is Morai t of bounding steeds !

Be like thy father, O Gaul!"
" Selma is opened wide. Bards take the tremb-

ling hai-ps. Ten youths bear the oak of the feast.

A distant sun-beam marks the hill. The dusky

waves of the blast fly over the fields of grass. W by

art thou silent, O Selma ? Tlie king retunis with

all his fame. Did not the battle roar
;
yet peace-

* There are some traditions, but, I believe, of late invention, that

this Colgach was the same with the Galgacus of Tacitus. He was the

ancestor of Gaul, the son of Morni, and appears, from some really

ancient traditions, to have been king of Vergobretus, of the Caledo-

nians ; and hence proceeded the pretensions of the family of Morni

to the throne, which created a good deal of disturbance, both to

Comhal and his son Fingal, The first was killed in battle by that

tribe ; and it was after Fingal was grown up that they were reduced

to obedience. Colgach signifies fiercely looking ; which is a very pro-

per name for a warrior, and is probably the origin tf Galgacus; though

I believe it a matter of mere conjecture, that the Colgach here men-
tioned was the same with that hero. I cannot help observing, that

the song of the bards is conducted with propriety- Gaul, whose ex-

perience might have rendered his conduct cautious in war, has the

example of his father just rushing to battle, set before his eyes. Fillan,

on tile other hand, whose youth might make him impetuous and un-

guarded in action, is put in mind of the sedate and serene behaviour

of Fingal upon like occasions.

+ The expedition of Morni to Clutha, alluded to here, is handed

down ht tradition.
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Fingal and Ossian retire to the hill of Moi

fill is his brow ?—It roared, and Fingal overcame.

—Be like thy father, O Fillan !"

They move beneath the song. High wave their

arms, as rushy fields, beneath autumnal winds.

On Mora stands the king in arms. Mist flies

round his buckler abroad ; as, aloft, it hung on a

bough, on Cormul's mossy rock. In silence I

stood by Fingal, and turned my eyes on Cromla's *

wood : lest I should behold the host, and rush

amid my swelling soul. My foot is forward on
the heath. I glittered, tall in steel : like the fall-

ing stream of Tromlo, which nightly winds bind

over with ice. The boy sees it on high, gleaming

to the early beam : toward it he turns his eai', and
wonders why it is so silent

!

Nor bent over a stream is Cathmor, like a

youth in a peaceful field. Wide he drew forward

the war, a dark and troubled wave. But when
he beheld Fingal on Mora; his generous pride

arose. " Shall the chief of Atha fight, and no
king in the field ? Foldath, lead my people forth.

Thou art a beam of fire."

Forth issues Foldath of Moma, like a cloud,

the rolje of ghosts. He drew his sword, a flame

from his side. He bade the battle move. The
tribes, like ridgy waves, dark pour their strength

around. Haughty is his stride before them. His

* The mountain Cromla was in the neighbourhood of the scene of

this poem ; which was nearly the same with that of Fingal.
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Catlimor devolves the command on Foldath.

red eye rolls in wrath. He calls Coraiul, chief of

Duiiratho ; * and his words were heard.

" Cormul, thou beholdest that path. It winds

preen behind the foe. Place thy people there

;

lest Selma should escape from my sword. Bards

of green valleyed Erin, let no voice of yours arise.

The sons of Morven must fall without song. They
are the foes of Cairbar. Hereafter shall the tra-

veller meet their dark, thick mist, on Lena, where
it wanders, with their ohosts, beside the reedy

lake. Never shall they rise, without song, to the

dwelling of winds."

Cormul darkened, as he went. Behind him
rushed his tribe. They sunk beyond the rock.

Gaul spoke to Fillan of Selma ; as his eye pur-

sued the course of the dark-eyed chief of Dun-
ratho. " Thou beholdest the steps of Cormul

!

Let thine arm be strong I When he is low, son

of Fingal, remember Gaul in war. Here I fall

fonvard into battle, amid the ridge of shields."

The sign of death ascends ; the dreadful sound

of Morni's shield. Gaul pours his voice between.

Fingal rises on Mora. He saw them from wing

t Dun-ratfio, a kill, with a plain on its top. Corm-uil, blue-eye.-

Foldath dispatches here Cormul to lie in ambush behind the army of

the CaleJonians. This speech suits with the character of Foldath,

which is, throughout, haughty and presumptuous. Towards the

latter end of this speech, we find the opinion of the times, concerning

the unhappjness of the souls of those who were buried without the fu-

neral song. This doctrine was inculcated by the bards, to make their

order respectable and necessary.
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The deeds of Gaul described.

to wing, bending at once in strife. Gleaming on
his own dark hill, stood Cathmor of streamy Atha.

The kings were like two spirits of heaven, stand-

ing each on his gloomy cloud : when they pour

abroad the winds, and lift the roaring seas. The
blue-tumbling of waves is before them, marked
with the paths of whales. They themselves are

calm and bright. The gale lifts slowly their locks

of mist

!

What beam of light hangs high on air ! What
beam, but Morni's dreadful sword ! Death is strewed

on thy paths, O Gaul ! Thou foldest them together

in thy rage. Like a young oak falls Tur-lathon, *

with his branches round him. His high-bosomed
spouse stretches her white arms in dreams, to the

returning chief, as she sleeps by gurgling Moruth,
in her disordered locks. It is his ghost, Oichoma.
The chief is lowly laid.

Hearken not to the whids for Turlathon's echo-

ing shield. It is pierced, by his streams. Its

sound is past away.
Not peaceful is the hand of Foldath. He winds

his course in blood. Connal met him in fight.

They mixed their clanging steel. Why should

mine eyes behold them ! Connal, thy locks are

gray ! Thou wert the friend of strangers, at the

moss-covered rock of Dunlora. When the skies

*TuT-lathon,broadtrunkofatree. 'Moruth, great stream. Oich-

aoma, tnild maid, Dun-lora, the hill of the noisy ttrcam, Duth-caron,

dark-brown man.
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Foldath kills the aged h

were rolled together : then thy feast was spread.

The stranger heard the wmds without: and re-

joiced at thy burning oak. Why, son of Duth-
caron, art thou laid in hlood ! The blasted tree

bends above thee. Thy shield lies broken near.

Thy blood mixes with the stream ; thou breaker

of the shields

!

Ossian took the spear in his wrath. But Gaul
i-ushed forward on Foldath. The feeble pass by
his side : his rage is turned on INIoma's chief. Now
they had raised their deathful spears : unseen an

arrow came : It pierced the hand of Gaul. His
steel fell sounding to earth. Young Fillan came, *

with Cormul's shield ! He stretched it large be-

fore the chief. Foldath sent his shouts abroad,

and kindled all the field : as a blast that hfts the

wide-winged flame over Lumon's echoing groves, f
" Son of blue-eyed Clatho," said Gaul, " O

Fillan ! thou art a beam from heaven, that, coming
on the troubled deep, binds up the tempest's wing.

Cormul is fallen before thee. Early art thou in

the fame of thy fathers. Rush not too far, my
hero. I cannot lift the spear to aid. I stand

harmless in battle : but my voice shall be poured

• Fillan had been dispatched by Gaul to oppose Cormul, who had

been sent by Foldath to lie in ambush behind the Caledonian army.

It appears that Fillan had killed Cormul, otherwise he could not be

supposed to have possessed himself of the shield of that chief.

t Lumon, bending hill; a mountain in Inis-huna, or that part of

South Britain which is over-against the Irish coast.
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s the life of Gaul, and puts to flight the enemy.

abroad. The sons of Selma shall hear, and re-

member my former deeds."

His terrible voice rose on the wind. The host

bends forward in fight. Often had they heard

him, at Strumon, when he called them to the

chase of the hinds. He stands tall amid the war,

as an oak in the skirts of a storm, which now is

cloathed on high, in mist : then shows its broad,

waving head. The musing hunter lifts his eye,

from his own rushy field !

My soul pursues thee, O Fillan ! through the

path of thy fame. Thou rolledst the foe before

thee. Now, Foldath, perhaps, may fly : but night

comes down with its clouds. Cathmor's horn is

heard on high. The sons of Selma hear the voice

of Fingal, from Mora's gathered mist. The bards

pour their song, like dew, on the returning war.
" Who comes from Strumon," they said, " amid

her wandering locks? She is mournful in her steps,

and lifts her blue eyes toward Erin. Why art

thou sad, Evir-choma ? * Who is like thy chief

in renown ? He descended dreadful to battle ; he
returns, like a light from a cloud. He raised the

sword in wrath : they shrunk before blue-shielded

Gaul!
" Joy, like the rustling gale, comes on the soul

of the king. He remembers the battles of old

;

the days wherein his fathers fought. The days of

• Evir-choama, mild and stately maid, the wife of Gaul. She wag

the daughter of Casdu-conglass, chief of I-dronlo, one of the Hebrides,
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Song of the bards in honour of Gaul and Fillan.

old return on Fingal's mind, as he beholds the re-

nown of his son. As the sun rejoices from his

cloud, over the tree his beams have raised, as it

shakes its lonely head on the heath ; so joyful is

the king over Fillan !

" As the rolling of thunder on hills, when
Lara's fields are still and dark. Such are the steps

of Selma, pleasant and dreadful to the ear. They
return with their sound, like eagles to their dark-

browed rock, after the prey is torn on the field,

the dun sons of the bounding hind. Your fathers

rejoice from their clouds, sons of streamy Selma."

Such wa5f the nightly voice of bards, on Mora
of the hinds. A flame rose, from an hundred oaks,

which winds had torn from Cormul's steep : The
feast is spread in the midst; around sat the gleam-

ing chiefs. Fingal is there in his strength. The
eagle-wing * of his helmet sounds. The rustling

blasts of the west unequal rush through night.

Long looks the king in silence round: at length,

his words are heard.
" My soul feels a want in our joy. I behold a

breach among my friends. The head of one tree

is low. The squally wind pours in on Selma.

Where is the chief of Dun-lora ? Ought Connal

to be forgot at the feast? When did he forget the

stranger, in the midst of his echoing hall ? Ye
are silent in my presence ! Connal is then no

» The kings of Caledonia and Ireland had a plume of eagle's fea-

thers, by way of ornament, in their helmets. It was from this dis-

tinguished mark that Ossian knew Cathmor, in the second book.

VOL II. II
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Fingal laments the death of his friend, Coiinal.

more. Joy meet thee, O wamor ! like a stream
of light. Swift be thy course to thy fathers along
the roaring winds ! Ossian, thy soul is fire ; kin-

dle the memory of the king. Awake the battles

of Connal, when first he shone in war. The locks

of Connal were gray. His days of youth * were
mixed with mine. In one day Duthcaron first

strung our bows against the roes of Dun-lora.
" Many," I said, " are our paths to battle, in

green valleyed Erin. Often did our sails arise,

over the blue tumbling waves ; when we came, in

other days, to aid the race of Conar. The strife

roared once in Alnecma, at the foam-covered
streams of Duth-ulaf. With Cormac descended
to battle Duthcaron from cloudy Selma. Nor de-

scended Duthcaron alone, his son was by his side,

the long-haired youth of Connal, lifting the first of

his spears. Thou didst command them, O Fingal

!

to aid the king of Erin.

" Like the bursting strength of ocean, the sons

* After the death of Comhal, and during the usurpation of the tribe

of Morni, Fingal was educated in private by Duthcaron. It was then

he contracted that intimacy with Connal, the son of Duthcaron,

which occasions his regretting so much his fall. When Fingal was

grown up, he soon reduced the tribe of Morni; and, as it appears

from the subsequent episode, sent Duthcaron and his son Connal, to

the aid of Cormac, the son of Conar, king of Ireland, who was driven

to the last extremity by the insurrections of the Firbolg. Thi»

episode throws farther light on the contests between the Gael and

Firbolg.

t Duth-ula, a river in Connaught ; it signifies dark rushing water-
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Song of Ossian in honour of Connal

,

of Bolga rushed to war. Colc-ulla * was before

them, the chief of blue-streaming Atha. The bat-

tle was mixed on the plain. Cormac f shone in

his own strife, bright as the forms of his fathers.

But, far before the rest, Duthcaron hewed down
the foe. Nor slept the arm of Connal by his

fatlier's side. Colc-ulla prevailed on the plain

;

like scattered mist, fled the people of Cormac :{;.

" Then rose the sword of Duthcaron, and the

• Colc-ulla, firm look in readiness. He was the brother of Bor-

bar.duthu], the father of Cairbar and Cathmor, who, after the death

of Cormac, the son of Artho, successively mounted the Irish throne.

t Cormac, the son of Conar, the second king of Ireland, of the

race of the Caledonians. This insurrection of the Firbolg happened

towards the latter end of the long reign of Cormac. He never pos-

sessed the Irish throne peaceably. The party of the family of Atha

had made several attempts to overturn the succession of the race of

Conar, before they effected it, in the minority of Cormac, the son of

Artho. Ireland, from the most ancient accounts concerning it, seems

to have been always so disturbed by domestic commotions, that it is

difBculc to say, whether it ever was, for any length of time, subject to

one monarch. It is certain, that every province, if not every small

district, had its own king. One of these petty princes assumed, at

times, the title of king of Ireland, and, on account of his superior

force, or in cases of public danger, was acknowledged by the rest as

such; but the succession, from father to son, does not appear to have

been established. It was the divisions amongst themselves, arising

from the bad constitution of their government, that, at last, subjected

the Irish to a foreign yoke.

X The inhabitants of Ullin, or Ulster, who were of the race of the

Caledonians, seem alone to have been the firm friends to the succes-

sion in the family of Conar. The Fir-bolg were only subject to them

by constrtunt, and embraced every opportunity to throw off their

yoke.
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Song of Ossian continued.

steel of broad-shielded Connal. They shaded their

flying fi-iends, like two rocks, with their lieads of

pine. Night came down on Duth-ula; silent

strode the chiefs over the field. A mountain-
stream roared across the path, nor could Duth-
carron bound over its course. ' Why stands my
father?' said Connal. ' I hear the rushing foe.'

" ' Fly, Connal,' he said, ' Thy father's strength

begins to fail. I come wounded from battle. Here
let me rest in night.' ' But thou shalt not re-

main alone,' said Connal's bursting sigh. ' My
shield is an eagle's wing to cover the king of Dun-
lora.' He bends dark above his father. The
mighty Duthcaron dies.

" Day rose, and night returned. No lonely bard
appeared, deep musing on the heath : and could

Connal leave the tomb of his father, till he should

receive his fame ? He bent the bow against the

roes of Duth-ula. He spread the lonely feast.

Seven nights he laid his head on the tomb, and
saw his father in his dreams. He saw him rolled

dark, in a blast, like the vapour of reedy Lego.
At length the steps of Colgan * came, the bard of

• Colgan, the son of Cathmul, was the principal bard of Cormae,

king of Ireland. The following dialogue, on the loves of Fingal and

Ros-crana, may be ascribed to him :

—

Ros-CRANA.—By night, came a dream to Ros-crana ! I feel my
beating soul. No vision of the forms of the dead came to the blue

eyes of Erin. But, rising from the wave of the north, I beheld him
bright in his locks. I beheld the son of the king. My beating soul

is high. I laid my head down in night; again descended the form*

Why dclayest thou thy coming, young rider of stormy waves !
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Fingal orders his bards to raise the tombs of the fallen.

high Temora. Duthcaron received his fame, and
brightened, as he rose on the wind."

" Pleasant to the ear," said Fingal, " is the

praise of the kings of men, when their bows are

strong in battle ; when they soften at the sight of

the sad. Thus let my name be renowned, when
bards shall lighten my rising soul. Caml, son of

Kinfena ! take the baids and raise a tomb. To-
night let Connal dwell within his narrow house.

Let not the soul of the vahant wander on the

winds. Faint glimmers the moon on Moi-lena,

But, there, far-distant, he comes ; where seas roll their green ridges

in niist ! Young dweller of my soul; why dost thou delay

—

Fingal.—It was the soft voice of Moi-lena ! the pleasant breeze of

the valley of roes ! But why dost thou hide thee in shades ? Young
love of heroes, rise. Are not thy steps covered with light ? In thy

groves thou appearest, Roscrana, like the sun in the gathering of

clouds. Why dost thou hide thee in shades ? Young love of heroes,

rise.

Ros-CRANA.—My fluttering soul is high ! Let me tvaa from the

steps of the king. He has heard my secret voice, and shall my blue

eyes roll in his presence? Roe of the hill of moss, toward thy
dwelling I move. Meet me, ye breezes of Mora ! as I move through

the valley of winds. But why should he ascend his ocean ? Son of

heroes, my soul is thine ! My steps shall not move to the desert : the

light of Ros-crana is here.

Fingal.—It was the light tread of a ghost, the fair dweller of ed-

dying winds. Why deceivest thou me, with thy voice ? Here let me
rest in shades. Shouldst thou stretch thy white arm from thy grove,

thou sun-beam of Cormac of Erin !

Ros-CRANA.—He is gone ! and my blue eyes are dim ; faint-rolling,

in all my tears. But, there, I behold him, alone ; king of Selma, my
soul is thine. Ah me! what clanging of armour I Colc-ulla of Atha
is i>ear

!

H 2
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Fingal praises the braverj- of young Fillan.

through the broad-headed groves of the hill ! Raise

stones, beneath its beam, to all the fallen in war.

Though no chiefs were they, yet their hands were
strong in light. They were my rock in danger.

The mountain fiom which I spread my eagle-

wings. Thence am I renowned. Canil forget

not the low
!"

Loud, at once, from the hundred bards, rose

the song of the tomb. Carril strode before them,

they are the murmur of streams behind his steps.

Silence dwells in the vales of Moi-lena, where
each, with its own dark rill, is winding between
the hills. I heard the voice of the bards, lessen-

ing, as they moved along. I leaned forward fiom

my shield, and felt the kindling of my soul. Half-

formed, the words of my song burst forth upon
the wind. So hears a tree, on the vale, the voice

of spring around. It poui-s its green leaves to the

sun. It shakes its lonely head. The hum of the

mountain bee is near it: the hunter sees it, with

joy, from the blasted heath.

Young Fillan at a distance stood. His helmet

lay glittering on the gi'ound. His dark hair is

loose to the blast. A beam of light is Clatho's

son! He heard the words of the king, with joy.

He leaned forward on his spear.

" My son," said car-borne Fingal ;
" I saw thy

deeds, and my soul was glad. The fame of our

fathers, I said, bursts from its gathering cloud.

Thou art brave, son of Clatho ! but headlong in

the strife. So did not Fingal advance, though he
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Conclusion of Book Third.

never feared a foe. Let thy people be a ridge be-

hind. They are thy strength in the field. Then
shalt thou be long renowned, and behold the tombs
of the old. The memory of the past returns, my
deeds in other years; when first I descended from

ocean on the green-valleyed isle."

We bend towards the voice of the king. The
moon looks abroad from her cloud. The gray-

skirted mist is near : the dwelling of the ghosts !





TEMORA:

BOOK FOURTH



ARGUMENT.

The second night continues. Fingal relates at the feast^ Ms
own first expedition into Ireland^ and his marriage with

Ros-crana, the daughter of Cormac, king of that island.

The Irish chiefs convene in the presence of Cathmor. The

situation of the king described. The story of Sulmalla,

the daughter ofConmor^ king ofInis-huna^ wJw, in the

disguise of a young warrior, hadfollowed Cathmor to the

•war. The sullen behaviour of Foldath, who had com-

manded in the battle of the preceding day, renews the

difference between him and Malthos ; but Cathmor, inter-

posing, ends it. The chiefs feast, and hear the song of
Fonar the bard. Cathmor returns to rest, at a distance

from the army. The ghost of his brother Cairbar ap-

pears to him in a dream ; and obscurely foretells the issue

of the war. The soliloquy of the king. He discovers

Sul-malla. Morning comes. Her soliloquy closes the

look.



TEMORA

:

BOOK FOURTH.

* " Beneath an oak/' said the king, " I sat

on Selma's streamy rock, when Connal rose, from

the sea, with the broken spear of Duth-caron.

Far distant stood the youth. He turned away his

eyes. He remembered the steps of his father, on

his ovni gieen hills. I darkened in my place.

Dusky thoughts flew over my soul. The kings

of Erin rose before me. I half-unsheathed the

sword. Slowly approached tlie chiefs. They
lifted up their silent eyes. Like a ridge of clouds,

they wait for the bursting forth of my voice. My
voice was, to them, a wind from heaven to roll the

mist away.
" I bade my white sails to rise before the roar

* This episode has an immediate connection with the story of Connal

and Duth-caron, in the latter end of the third book. Fingal, sitting

beneath an oak, near the palace of Selma, discovers Ccnnal just land-

ing from Ireland. The danger which threatened Cormac, king of
Ireland, induces him to sail immediately to that island. The story is

introduced, by the king, as a pattern for the future behaviour of

Fillan, whose rashness in the preceding battle is reprimanded.
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of Cona's wind. Three hundred youths looked

fi'om their waves on Fingal's bossy shield. High
on the mast it hung, and marked the dark-blue

sea. But when night came down, I struck, at

times, the warning boss : I struck, and looked on

high for fiery-haired Ul-erin. * Nor absent was
the star of heaven. It travelled red between the

clouds. I pursued the lovely beam, on the faint-

gleaming deep. With morning Erin rose in mist.

We came into the bay of Moi-lena, where its blue

waters tumbled, in the bosom of echoing woods.

Here Cormac, in his secret hall, avoids the strength

of Colc-ulla. Nor he alone avoids the foe. The
blue eye of Ros-crana is there: Ros-crana,f Avhite-

handed maid, the daughter of the king

!

" Gray, on his pointless spear, came forth the

aged steps of Cormac. He smiled from his waving
locks ; but gi'ief was in his soul. He saw us few
before him, and his sigh arose. ' I see the arms
of Trenmor,' he said ;

' and these are the steps of

the king ! Fingal ! thou art a beam of light to

Cormac's darkened soul. Early is thy fame, my

* Ul-erin, the guide to Ireland, a star known by that name in the

days of Fingal, and very useful to those who sailed by night from the

Hebrides, or Caledonia, to the coast of Ulster.

t Ros-crana, the beam of the rising sun : she was the mother of Os-

sian. The Irish bards relate strange fictions concerning this princess.

Their stories, however, concerning Fingal, if they meant him by Fion

Mac Comnal, are so inconsistent and notoriously fabulous, that they

do not deserve to be mentioned ; for they evidentl y bear along with

them the marks of late invention.
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Meeting of Fingal with Cormac.

son : but strong; are the foes of Erin. They are

like the roar of streams in the land, son of car-

borne Conihal !' Yet they may be rolled * away,

I said in my rising soul. We are not of the race

of the feeble, king of blue-shielded hosts ! Why
should fear come an)ono:st us, like a ghost of night?

The soul of the valiant gi'ows, when foes increase

in the field. Koll no darkness, king of Erin, on

the young in war !

" The bursting tears of the king came down.

He seized my hand in silence. ' Race of the

daring Trenmor
!

' at length be said, 'I roll no

cloud before thee. Thou bumest in the fire of thy

fathers. I behold thy fame. It marks thy course

in battle, like a stream of light. But wait the

coming of Caiibar;f my son must join thy sword.

He calls the sons of Erin, from all their distant

streams.'

" We came to the hall of the king, where it

• Cormae had said that the foes were like the roar of streams, and

Fingal continues the metaphor. The speech of the young hero is spi-

rited, and consistent with that sedate intrepidity, which eminently dis-

tinguishes his character throughout.

t Cairbar, the son of Cormac, was afterwards king of Ireland. His

reign was short. He was succeeded by his son Artho, the father of

that Cormac who was murderedby Cairbar, the son of Borbar-duthul.

Cairbar, the son of Cormac, long after his son Artho was grown to

man's estate, had, by his wife Beltanno, another son, whose name was

Ferrad-artho. He was the only one remaining of the race of Conar,

the first king of Ireland, when Fingal's expedition against Cairbar,

the son of Borbar-duthul happened. See more of Ferrad-artho in

the eighth book.

VOL. II. I
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Fingal»s interview with Ros-c:

rose in the midst of rocks, on whose dark sides

were the marks of streams of old. Broad oaks

bend around with their moss. The thick Ijirch

is waving near. Half-hid, in her shady grove,

Ros-crana raises the song. Her white hands move
on the harp. I beheld her blue-rolling eyes. She
was like a spirit * of heaven, half-folded in the

skirt of a cloud !

* The attitude of Ros-crana is illustrated by this simile ; for the

ideas of those times, concerning the spirits of the deceased, were not

so gloomy and disagreeable, as those of succeeding ages. The spirits

of women, it was supposed, retained that beauty which they pos-

sessed while living, and transported themselves from plac to place

with that gliding motion, which Homer ascribes to the i;ods. The
descriptions which poets, less ancient than Ossian, have left us of

those beautiful figures, that appeared sometimes on the hills, are

elegant and picturesque. They compare them to the rainbow or

strea?ns ; or, the gilding of sun-beams on the hills.

A chief who lived three centuries ago, returning from the war, un-

derstood that his wife or mistress was dead. A bard introduces him
speaking the following soliloquy, when he came within sight of the

place where he had left her at his departure:

" My soul darkens in sorrow. I behold not the smoke of my hall.

No gray dog bounds at my streams. Silence dwells in the valley of

trees.

" Is that a rainbow on Crunath ? It flies : and the sky is dark.

Again, thou movest, bright, on the heath, thou sun-beam clothed in

a shower ! Hah ! it is she, my love ! her gliding course on the bosom

of winds !"

In succeeding times the beauty of Ros-crana passed into a proverb;

and the highest compliment that could be paid to a woman, was to

compare her person with the daughter of Cor/nac

•S tu fcin an Ros-crana.

Siol Chormaec na n'ioma Ian,
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Fingal's marriage with Ros-crana.

" Three days we feasted at Moi-lena. She
rises bright in my troubled soul. Cormac beheld

me dark. He gave the white-bosomed maid. She
comes with bending eye, amid the wandering of

her heavy locks. She came ! straight the battle

roared. Colc-ulla appeared : I took my spear.

My sword rose, with my people, against the ridgy

foe. Alnecma fled. Colc-ulla fell. Fingal re-

turned Avith fame.
" Renowned is he, O Fillan ! who fights in the

strength of his host. The bard pursues his steps

through the land of the foe. But he who fights

alone ; few are his deeds to other times ! He shines

to-day a mighty light. To-morrow, he is low.

One song contains his fame. His name is on one

dark field. He is forgot ; but where his tomb
sends forth the tufted giass."

Such are the words of Fingal, on Mora of the

roes. Three bards, from the rock of Cormul, pour

doAvn the pleasing song. Sleep descends, in the

sound, on the broad-skirted host. Canil returned

with the bards, from the tomb of Dun-lora's chief.

The voice of morning shall not come to the dusky
bed of Duthcaron. No more shalt thou hear the

tread of roes, around thy narrow house

!

As roll the troubled clouds round a meteor of

night, when tiiey brighten their sides with its light,

along the heaving sea, so gathers Erin around the

gleaming form of Cathmor. He, tall in the midst,

careless, lifts, at times, his spear : as swells or falls
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Account of Sulmalla, the love of Cathmur.

the sound of Fonar's distant harp. * Near him
leaned, against a rock, Suhnalla, f of blue eyes,

the white-bosomed daughter of Conmor, king of

Inis-huna. To his aid came blue-shielded Cathmor;
and rolled his foes away. Sul-malla beheld him
stately in the hall of feasts. Nor careless rolled

the eyes of Cathmor on the long-haired maid

!

The third day arose, when Fithil | came from

« In order to illustrate this passage, I shall give here the history on

which it is founded, as I have gathered it from tradition. The nation

of the Fir-bolg wlio inhabited the south of Ireland, being originally

descended from the Belga?, who possessed the south and south-west

coast of Britain, kept up, for many ages, an amicable correspondence

with their mother-country ; and sent aid to the British Belgae, when
they were pressed by the Romans or other new comers from the con-

tinent. Con-mor, king of Inis-huna, (that part of South Britain

which is over-against the Irish coast) bemg attacked, by what enemy
is not mentioned, sent for aid to Cairbar, lord of Atha, the most

potent chief of the Fir-bolg. Cairbar dispatched his brother Cathmor
to the assistance of Con-mor. Cathmor, after various vicissitudes of

fortune, put an end to the war, by the total defeat of the enemies of

Inis-huna, and returned in triumph to the residence of Con-mor»

There, at a feast, Sulmalla, the daughter of Con-mor, fell desperately

in love with Cathmor, who, before her passion was disclosed, was re-

called to Ireland by his brother Cairbar, upon the news of the intended

expedition of Fingal, to re-establish the family of Conar on the Irish

throne. The wind being contrary, Cathmor remained, for three days,

in a neighbouring bay, during which time Sul-malla disguised herself

in the habit of a young warrior, and came to offer him her service in

the war. Cathmor accepted of the proposal, sailed for Ireland, and

arrived in Ulster a few days before the death of Cairbar.

t Sul-malla, slowly-rolling eyes. Caon-mor, mild and tall. Inis-

huna, green island.

\ Fithil, an inferior bard. It may either be taken here for the
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Sulnialla follows Cathmor, disguised as a warrior.

Erin of the streams. He told of the lifting up of

the shield * in Selma : he told of the danger of

Cairbar. Cathmor raised the sail at Cluba : but

the winds were in other lands. Three days he

remained on the coast, and turned his eyes on
Conmor's halls. He remembered the daughter of

strangers, and his sigh arose. Now, when the

winds awaked the wave, from the hill came a

youth in arms, to lift the sword with Cathmor, in

his echoing fields. It was the white-armed Sul-

malla. Secret she dwelt beneath her helmet. Her
steps were in the path of the king : on him her

proper name of a man, or in the literal sense, as the bards were the

heralds and messengers of those times. Cathmor, it is probable, was

absent, when the rebellion of his brother Cairbar, and the assassination

of Cormac, king of Ireland, happened. Cathmor and his followers

had only arrived, from Inis-huna, three days before the death of Cair-

bar, which sufficiently clears his character from any imputation of

being concerned in the conspiracy, with his brother.

• The ceremony which was used by Fingal, when he prepared for an

expedition, is related thus in tradition : A bard at midnight, went to

the hall, where the tribes feasted upon solemn occasions, raised the

tvar song, and thrice called the spirits of their deceased ancestors to

come, on their clouds, to behold the actions of their children. He then

fixed the shield of Trenmor, on a tree on the rock of Selma, striking

it, at times, with the blunt end of a spear, and singing the war-song

between. Thus he did for three successive nights, and, in the mean
time, messengers were dispatched to call together the tribes; or, to

use an ancient expression, to call them from all their strecmis. This

phrase alludes to the situation of the residences of the clans, which

were generally fixed iu valleys, where the torrents of the neighbouring

mountains were collected into one body, and became large streams or

rivers. The lifting up of the shield, was the phrase for beginning a

I 2
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Surly attitude of Foldath described.

blue eyes rolled with joy, when he lay by his roar-

ing streams ! But Cathmor thought that, on Lu-
mon, she still pursued the roes. He thought that,

fair on a rock, she stretched her white hand to the

wind ; to feel its course from Erin, the gieen

dwelling of her love. He had promised to return,

with his white-bosomed sails. The maid is near

thee, O Cathmor ! leaning on her rock.

The tall forms of the chiefs stand around ; all

but dark-browed Foldath. * He leaned against

a distant tree, rolled into his haughty soul. His
bushy hair whistles in wind. At times, bursts the

hum of a song. He struck the tree, at length, in

wrath ; and rushed before the king ! Calm and
stately, to the beam of the oak, arose the form of

young Hidalla. His hair falls round his blushing

cheek, in wreaths of waving light. Soft was his

voice in Clon-ra,t in the valley of his fathers. Soft

was his voice when he touched the hai-}), in the

hall, near his roaring streams.
" King of Erin," said Hidalla, " now is the

time to feast. Bid the voice of bards arise. Bid

* The surly attitude of Foldath is a proper preamble to his after-be-

haviour. Chaffed with the disappointment of the victory which he
promised himself, he becomes passionate and overbearing. The
quarrel which succeeds between him and Malthos, is introduced, to

raise the character of Cathmor, whose superior worth shines forth, in

his manly manner of ending the difference bitween the chiefs.

t Claon-rath, winding field. The /A arc seldom pronounced audibly
in the Ga;lic language.
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Malthos rejjroves the insolence of Foldath.

them roll the night away. The soul returns from

song more teiTible to war. Darkness settles on

Erin. From hill to hill bend the skirted clouds.

Far and gray, on the heath, the dreadful strides of

ghosts are seen : the ghosts of those who fell, bend
forward to their song. Bid, O Cathmor! the hai-ps

to rise, to brighten the dead, on their wandering
blasts."

" Be all the dead forgot," said Foldath's l)ursting

\\Tath. " Did not I fail in the field ? Shall I then

hear the song ? Yet was not my course harmless

in war. Blood was a stream around my steps.

But the feeble were behind me. The foe has es-

caped from my sword. In Clon-ra's vale touch

thou the harp. Let Dura answer to the voice of

Hidalla. Let some maid look from the wood ou
thy long, yellow locks. Fly from Lubar's echohig

plain. This is the field of lieroes !"

" King of Erin,"* Malthos said, " it is thine to

lead in war. Thou art a fire to our eyes, on the

dark-bro\Mi field. Like a blast thou hast past

over hosts. Thou hast laid them low in blood.

But who has heard thy words retm-ning from the

field ? The wrathful delight in death. Their re-

membrance rests on the wounds of their spear.

Strife is folde<l in their thoughts: their words
are ever heard. Thy course, chief of Moma, was
like a troubled stream. The dead were rolled on

• This speech of Malthos is, tliroughout, a severe ri primand to the
blustering behaviour of Foldath.
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ti Foldath and Malthos.

thy path : but others also lift the spear. We were

not feeble behind thee ; but the foe were strong."

Cathmor beheld the rising rage, and bending for-

ward of either chief : for, half-unsheathed, they held

their swords, and rolled their silent eyes. Now
would they have mixed in horrid fray, had not the

wi-ath of Cathmor burned. He drew his sword

:

it gleamed through night, to the high-flaming oak !

" Sons of pride," said the king, " allay your swell-

ing souls. Retire in night. Why should my rage

arise ? Should I contend with both in arms ? It

is no time for strife ! Retire, ye clouds, at my
feast. Awake my soul no more."

They sunk from the king on either side ; like *

two columns of morning mist, when the sun rises

between them, on his glittering rocks. Dark is

their rolling on either side ; each towards its reedy

pool.

Silent sat the chiefs at the feast. They look, at

times, on Atha's king, Avhere he strode, on his rock,

amid his settling soul. The host lie along the field.

Sleep descends on Moi-lena. The voice of Fonar

ascends alone, beneath his distant tree. It ascends

* This comparison is favourable to the superiority of Cathmor over

his two chiefs. I shall illustrate this passage with another from a frag-

ment ofan ancient poem, just now in my hands. " As the sun is above

the vapours, which his beams have raised; so is the soul of the king

above the sons of fear. They roll dark below him ; he rejoices in the

robe of his beams. But when feeble deeds wander on the soul of the

king, he is a darkened sun rolled along the sky ; the valley is sad below;

flowers wither beneath the drops of the night !"



AN EPIC POEM. 105

in the praise of Catlimor, son of Lartlion * of Lu-
nion. But Cathmor did not hear his praise. He
lay at the roar of a stream. The rusthng breeze

of night flew over liis AvhistUng locks.

His brother came to his dreams, half seen from

his low-hung cloud. Joy rose darkly in his face.

He had heard the song of Caml. f A blast sus-

tained his dark-skirted cloud ; which he seized in

the bosom of night, as he rose, with his fame, to-

• Lear-thon, sea-wave, the name of the chief of that colony of the

Firbolg, who first emigrated into Ireland. Laithon's first settlement

in that country is related in the seventh book. He was the ancestor of

Cathmor ; and is here called Larthon ofLumon, from a high hill of that

name in Inis-huna, the ancient seat of the Fir-bolg. The character

of Cathmor is preserved. He had mentioned, in the first book, the

aversion of that chief to praise, and we find him here lying at the side

of a stream, that the noise of it might drown the voice of Fonar, who,
according to the custom of the times, sung his eulogium in his evening

song. Though other chiefs, as well as Cathmor, might be averse to

hear their own praise, we find it the universal policy of the times

to allow the bards to be as extravagant as they pleased in their en-

comiums on the leaders of armies, in the presence of their people.

The vulgar, who had no great ability to judge for themselves, received

the characters of their princes, entirely upon the faith of their bards.

f Carril, the son of Kinfena, by the orders of Ossian, sung the funeral

elegy at the tomb of Cairbar. See the second book, towards the end.

In all these poems, the visits of ghosts, to their living friends, are short,

and their language obscure, both which circumstances tend to throw a

solemn gloom on these supernatural scenes. Towards the latter end
of the speech of the ghost of Cairbar, he foretells the death of Cathmor,
by enumerating those sigaals, which, according to the opinion of the

times, preceded the death of a person renowned. It was thought that

the ghosts of deceased bards sung, for three nights preceding the death,

(near the place where his tomb was to be raised,) round an unsubstan-

tial figure which represented the body of the person who was to die.
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The gliost of Cairbar obscurely foretells Ihe death of Cdthmor.

wards his airy hall. Half-mixed Avith the noise of

the stream, he poured his feehle words.
" Joy meet the soul of Cathmor. His voice

was heard on Moi-lena. The bard gave his song
to Cairbar. He travels on the wind. My form is

in my father's hall, like the gliding of a terrible

light, which darts across the desert, in a stormy
night. No bard shall be Avanting at thy tomb,
when thou art lowly laid. The sons of song love

the valiant. Cathmor, thy name is a pleasant gale.

The mournful sounds arise ! On Lubar's field

there is a voice ! Louder still, ye shadowy ghosts

!

The dead were full of fame ! Shrilly swells the

feeble sound. The rougher blast alone is heard !

Ah, soon is Cathmor low !" Rolled into himself

he flew, wide on the bosom of winds. The old

oak felt his departure, and shook its whistling head.

Cathmor starts fiom rest. He takes his deathful

spear. He lifts his eyes around. He sees but
dark-skirted night.

" It * Avas the voice of the king," he said. " But
now his form is gone. Unmarked is your path in

the air, ye children of the night. Often, like a re-

flected beam, are ye seen in the desert Avild : but

ye retire in your blasts, before om- steps approach.

Go then, ye feeble race, knoAvledge A\'ith you there

• The soliloquy of Cathmor suits the magnanimity of his character.

Tliough staggered at first v.-ith the prediction of Cairbar's ghost, he

soon comforts himself with the agreeable prospect of his future renown

;

and, like Achilles, prefers a short and glorious life to an ob^wirc length

of years in retirement and ease.
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The soliloquy of C.ilhinor.

is uone ! Your joys are weak, and like the dreams

of our rest, or tlie lio;ht-\viiiged thought, that flies

across the soul. Shall Cathmor soon be low?
Dai'kly laid in his naiTow house ? Where no mor-
ning; comes, with her half-opened eyes ? Away,
thou shade ! to fight is mine ! All further thought

away ! I rush forth, on eagle's wings, to seize my
beam of fame. In the lonely vale of streams, abides

the narrow * soul. Years roll on, seasons retmn,

but he is still unknown. In a blast comes cloudy

death, and lays his gray head low. His ghost is

folded in the vapour of the fenny field. Its course

is never on hills, nor mossy vales of wind. So shall

not Cathmor depart. No boy in the field was he,

« An indolent and unwarlike life was held in extreme contempt.

Whatever a philosopher may say, in praise of quiet and retirement, I

am far from thinking but they weaken and debase the human mind.
When the faculties of the soul are not exerted, they lose their vigour,

and low and circumscribed notions take the place of noble and enlarged

ideas. Action, on the contrary, and the vicissitudes of fortune which
attend it, call forth, by turns, all the powers of the mind, and, by exer-

cising, strengthen them. Hence it is, that in great and opulent states,

when property and indolence are secured to individuals, we seldom

meet with that strength of mind which is so common in a nation, not

far advanced in civilization. It is a curious, but just, observation, tlwt

great kingdoms seldom produce great characters, which must be alto-

gether attributed to that indolence and dissipation, which are the inse-

parable companions of too much property and security. Rome, it is

certain, had more real great men within it, when its power was con-

fined within the narrow bounds of Latium, than when its dominions

extended over all the known world ; and one petty state of the Saxon
heptarchy had, perhaps, as much genuine spirit in it, as the two British

kingdoms united. As a state, we are much more powerful than our
ancestors, but we would lose by comparing individuals with them.
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:s Sul-uialla under the disguise o

who only marks the bed of roes, upon the echoing

liills. My issuing forth was with kings. My joy

in dreadful plains : where broken hosts are rolled

away, like seas before the wind."

So spoke the king of Alnecma, brightening in

his rising soul. Valour, like a pleasant flame, is

gleaming within his breast. Stately is his stride

on the heath ! The beam of east is poured around.

He saw his gray host on the field, wide-spreading

their ridges in light. He rejoiced, like a spirit of

heaven, whose steps come forth on the seas, when
he beholds them peaceful round, and all the winds

are laid. But soon he awakes the waves, and rolls

them large to some echoing shore.

On the rushy bank of a stream slept the daugh-

ter of Inis-buna. The helmet had fallen from her

head. Her dreams were in the lands of her fathers.

There morning is on the fields. Gray streams

leap down from the rocks. The breezes, in sha-

dowy waves, fly over the rushy fields. There is

the sound that prepares for the chase. There the

moving of warriors from the hall. But tall above

the rest is seen the hero of streamy Atha. He
bends his eye of love on Sul-malla, from his state-

ly steps. She turns, with pride, her face away,

and careless bends the bow.

Such were the dreams of the maid, when Cath-

mor of Atha came. He saw her fair face before

him in the midst of her wandering locks. He
knew the maid of Lumon. What should Cathmor
ilo ? His sighs arise. His tears come down.
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Cathmor rouses his array. Sul-malla's soliloquy.

But straight he turns away. " This is no tim;^,

king of Atha, to awake thy secret soul. The
battle is rolled before thee, like a troubled

stream."

He struck the warning boss, * wherein dwelt

the voice of war. Erin rose around him, like

the sound of eagle-wings. Sul-malla started from
sleep in her disordered locks. She seized the

helmet from earth. She trembled in her place.

" Why should they know in Erin of the daugli-

ter of Inis-huna ?" She remembered the race

of kings ; the pride of her soul arose. Her
steps are behind a rock, by the blue f wind-

ing stream of a vale ; where dwelt the dark-

brown hind ere yet the war arose : thither came
the voice of Cathmor, at times, to Sul-malla's

ear. Her soul is darkly sad. She pours her

words on wind.
" The dreams of Inis-huna departed. They sue

dispersed from my soul. I hear not the chase in

my land. I am concealed in the skirt of war. I

• In order to understand this passage, it is necessary to look to tlia

description of Cathmor's shield, in the seventh book. This shield )iad

seven principal bosses, the sound of each of which, when struck with a

spear, conveyed a particular order from the king to his tribes. The
sound of one of them, as here, was the signal for the army to as-

semble.

+ This was not the valley of Lona t3 which Sul-Jialla afterwards

r ctired.



no TEiMORA,

Sul-malla's soliloquy.

look forth fiom my cloud. No beam appears to

light my path. I behold my vvamor low ; for the

broad-shielded king is near, he that overcomes in

danger,—Fingal, from Selma of spears ! Spirit of

departed Conmor ! are thy steps on the bosom of

winds? Comest thou, at times, to other lands,

father of sad Sul-malla ? Thou dost come ! I have
heard thy voice, at night, while yet I rose on the

wave, to Erin of the streams. The ghosts of fa-

thers, they say, * call away the souls of their race,

* Conmor, the father of Sul-malla, was killed in that war from
which Cathmor delivered Inis-luma. Lormar, his son, succeeded

Conmor. It was the opinion of the times, when a person was reduced

to a pitch of misery which could admit of no alleviation, that the

ghosts of his ancestors called his soul away. This supernatural kind

of death was called t/ie voice of the deadj and is believed by the su-

perstitious vulgar to this day.

There is no people in the world, perhaps, who give more universal

credit to apparitions, and the visits of the ghosts of the deceased to

their friends, than the ancient Scots. This is to be attributed as much,

at least, to the situation of the country they possess, as to that cre-

dulous disposition which distinguishes an unenlightened people. As
their business was feeding of cattle, in dark and extensive deserts, so

their journeys lay over wide and imfrequented heaths, where, often,

they were obliged to sleep in the open air, amidst the whistling of

winds, and roar of water-falls. The gloominess of the scenes a-

round them was apt to beget that melancholy disposition of mind,

which most readily receives impressions of the extraordinary and

supernatural kind. Falling asleep in this gloomy mood, and their

dreams being disturbed by the noise of the elements around, it is

no matter of wonder, that they thought they heard the voice of the

dead. This voice q/" the dead, however, was, perhaps, no more

than a shriller whistle of the wind in an old tree, or in the chinks
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Conclusion of Book Fourth.

while they behold them lonely in the midst of wo.
Call me, my father, away ! When Cathmor is low
on earth, then shall Sul-malla be lonely in the midst

of wo !

"

of a neighbouring rock. It is to this cause I ascribe those many
and improbable tales of ghosts, which we meet with in the High-

lands; for in other respects, we do not find that the inhabitants are

more credulous than their neighbours.
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ARGUMENT.

The poet., after a short address to the harp ofCotia, describes

the arrangement of loth armies on either side of the river

Luhar. Fingal gives the command to Fillan ; hut., at the

same time., orders Gaul., the son of Morni, who had been

wounded in the hand in thepreceding battle., to assist him
with his counsel. The army ofthe Fir-bolg is commanded

by Foldath. The general onset is described. The great

actions ofFillan. He kills Rothmar and Culmin. But
when Fillan conqtiers in one wing., Foldath presses hard

on the other. He wounds Dermid, the sort of Duthno., and

puts the whole witig to fight. Dermid deliberates with

himself and., at last, resolves to put a stop to the progress

of Foldath, by engaging him in single combat. When
the two chiefs were approaching towards one another, Fil-

lan came suddenly to the relief of Dermid ; engaged Fol-

dath, and killed him. The behaviour of Malthos towards

the fallen Foldath. Fillan puts the whole army of the

Firbolg tofight. The book closes with an address to Cla-

tho, the mother of that hero.
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BOOK FIFTH.

Thou dweller between the shields, that hang-

on high in Ossian's hall ! Descend from thy place,

O harjj, and let me hear thy voice ! Son of Alpin,

strike the string. Thou must awake the soul of

the bard. The murmur of Lora's * stream has

rolled the tale away. I stand in the cloud of years.

Few are its openings towards the past ; and when
the vision comes, it is but dim and dark. I hear

thee, harp of Selma ! my soul returns, like a breeze,

which the sun brings back to the vale, where dwelt

the lazy mist

!

Lubar f is bright before me in the windings of

* Lora is often mentioned ; it was a small and rapid stream in the

neighbourhood of Selma. There is no vestige of this name now re-

maining ; though it appears from a very old song which the trans-

lator has seen, that one of the small rivers on the north-west coast

was called Lora some centuries ago.

t From several passages in the poem we may form a distinct idea of

the scene of action of Temora. At a small distance from one an-

other rose the hills of Mora and^Lora; the first possessed by Fin-

gal, the second by the army of Cathmor. Through the intermediate



116 TEMORA,

The situation of both a:

its vale. On either side, on their hills, rise the

tall forms of the kings. Their people are poured

around them, bending forward to their words : as

if their fathers spoke, descending from the winds.

But they themselves are like two rocks in the midst;

each with its dai'k head of pines, when they are

seen in the desert, above low-sailing mist. High
on their face are streams, which spread their foam
on blasts of wind !

Beneath the voice of Cathmor pours Erin, like

the sound of flame. Wide, they come down to

Lubar. Before them is the stride of Foldath.

But Cathmor retires to his hill, beneath his bend-
ing oak. The tumbling of a stream is near the

king. He lifts, at times, his gleaming spear. It

is a flame to his people, in the midst of war. Near
him stands the daughter of Con-mor, leaning on a
rock. She did not rejoice at the strife. Her soul

delighted not in blood. A valley * spreads green

plain ran the small river Lubar, on the banks of which all the battles

were fought, except that between Cairbar and Oscar, related in the first

book. This last mentioned engagement happened to the north of the

hill of Mora, of which Fingal took possession, after the army of Cair-

bar fell back to that of Cathmor. At some distance, but within sight

of Mora, towards the west, Lubar issued from the mountain of Crom-
mal, and after a short course through the plain of Moi-lena, discharged

itself into the sea near the field of battle. Behind the mountain of

Crommal ran the small stream of Lavath, on the banks of which Fera-

dartho, the son of Cairbre, the only person remaining of the race of

Cona, lived concealed in a cave, during the usurpation of Cairbar, the

son of Borbar-duthul.

* It was to this valley Sul-malla retired, during the last and decisive
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The speech of Fingal to his army.

beliind the hill with its three blue streams. The
sun is there in silence. The dun mountain-roes

come (lowTi. On these are turned the eyes of

Sul-malla, in her thoughtful mood.
Fingal beliolds Cathmor, on high, the son of

Borbar-duthal ! he beholds the deep-rolling of

Erin, on the darkened plain. He strikes that

warning boss, which bids the people to obey ; when
lie sends his chiefs before them, to the field of re-

nown. Wide rise their spears to the sun. Their

echoing shields reply around. Fear, like a va-

pour, winds not among the host; for he, the
KING, is near, the strength of streamy Selma.

Gladness brightens the hero. We hear his words
witli joy.

" Like the coming forth of winds, is the sound
of Selma's sons ! They are mountain waters, de-

termined in their coui'se. Hence is Fingal re-

nowned. Hence is his name in other lands. He
was not a lonely beam in danger ; for your steps

were always near ! But never was Frugal a dread-

ful form, in your presence, darkened into wrath.

My voice was no thunder to your ears. Mine
eyes sent forth no death. When the haughty ap-

peared, I beheld them not. They were forgot at

my feasts. Like mist they melted away. A young

battle between Fingal and Cathmor. It is described in the seventh
book, where it is called the valley of Lona, and the residence of a
Druid.
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Gaul'scharge to Ossian.

beam is before you ! Few are his paths to war !

They are few, but he is valiant. Defend my dark-

haired son. Bring Fillan back with joy. Here-

after he may stand alone. His form is like his

fathers. His soul is a flame of their fire. Son of

car-borne Morni, move behind the youth. Let
thy voice reach his ear, from the skirts of war.

Not unobserved rolls battle, before thee, breaker

of the shields !"

The king strode, at once, away to Cormul's

lofty rock. Intermitting, darts the light, from

his shield, as slow the king of heroes moves. Side-

long rolls his eye o'er the heath, as forming ad-

vance the lines. Graceful fly his half-gray locks

round his kingly features, now lightened with

dreadful joy. Wholly mighty is the chief ! Be-

hind him dark and slow I moved. Straight came
forward the strength of Gaul. His shield hung

loose on its thong. He spoke, in haste, to Ossian.

" Bind, * son of Fingal, this shield ! Bind it

high to the side of Gaul. The foe may behold it,

and think I lift the spear. If I should fall, let my
tomb be hid in the field ; for fall I must without

fame. Mine arm cannot lift the steel. Let not

Evu'-choma hear it, to blush between her locks.

Fillan, the mighty behold us ! Let us not forget

« U is necessary to remember that Gaul was wounded ; which occa-

sions his requiring here the assistance of Ossian to bind his shield on

his side.
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The mighty deeds of FiMan descriln-d.

the strife. Why slioiild they come, from tlieir

hills, to aid om- flying field ?"

He strode onward, with the sound of his shield.

My voice pursued him as he went. " Can the

son of Morni fall, without his fame in Erin ? But
the deeds of the mighty are forgot by themselves.

They rush, careless, over the fields of renowTi.

Their words are never heard !" I rejoiced over

the steps of the chief. I strode to the rock of the

king ; where he sat, in his wandering locks, amid
the mountain-A^nnd

!

In two dark ridges bend the hosts, toward each

other, at Lubar. Here, Foldath rises, a pillar of

darkness : there brightens the youth of Fillan.

Each, with his spear in the stream, sent forth the

voice of war. Gaul struck the shield of Selma.

At once, they plunge in battle ! Steal pours its

gleam on steel : like the fall of streams shone the

field, when they mix their foam together, from two
dark-browed rocks ! Behold, he comes, the son

of fame ! He lays the people low ! Death sits

on blasts around him ! Waniors strew thy paths,

O Fillan !

Rothmar, * the shield of warriors, stood between
two chinky rocks. Two oaks, which winds had
bent from high, spread their branches on either

» Rothmar, tJie sound of the sea befo7-e a storm, Drum-anard, high

ridge. Cul-min, soft-haired. Cul-allin, beautiful locks. Strutha,

streamy riwr.
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Rothmar is slain by Fillan.

side. He rolls his darkening eyes on Fillan, and,

silent, shades his friends. Fingal saw the ap-

proaching fight. The hero's soul arose. But, as

the stone of Loda * falls, shook, at once, from

rocking Drumanard, when spirits heave the earth

in their ^vrath ; so fell hlue-shielded Rothmar.

Near are the steps of Culmin. The youth came,

bursting into tears. Wrathful, he cut the winds,

ere yet he mixed his strokes with Fillan. He had
first bent the bow with Rothmar, at the rock of

his own blue streams. There they had marked
the place of the roe, as the sunbeam flew over the

fern. Why, son of Cul-allin ! why, Culmin, dost

thou rush on that beam -j- of hght ? It is a fire

* By the stone of Loda is meant a place of worship among the Scan-

dinavians. The Caledonians, in their many expeditions to Orkney and
Scandinavia, became acquainted with some of the rites of the religion

which prevailed in those countries, and the ancient poetry frequently

alludes to them. There are some ruins and circular pales of stone re-

maining still in Orkney and the islands of Shetland, which retain, to

this day, the name of Loda, or Lodeii. They seem to have differed

materially, in their construction, from those Druidical monuments
which remain in Britain and the western isles. The places of worship

among the Scandinavians were originally rude and unadorned. In af-

ter ages, when they opened a communication with other nations, they
adopted their manners, and built temples. That at Upsal, in Sweden,
was amazingly rich and magnificent. Haquin, of Norway, built one
near Drontlieim, littb inferior to the former, and it went always

under the name of Loden. Mallet, Introduction a IViistoircdc Bait'

t The poet, metaphorically, calls Fillan a beam of light. Culmin,
mentioned here, was the son of Clonmar, chief of Strutha, by the
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Fillan kills tlie yoiin^ warrior, Culmin,

that consumes. Son of Cul-allin, retire. Your
fathers were not equal, in the glittering strife of

the field. The mother of Culmin remains in the

hall. She looks forth on blue-rolling Strutha. A
whirlwind rises, on the stream, dark-eddying round

the ghost of her son. His dogs * are howling in

their place. His shield is bloody in the hall.

" Art thou fallen, my fair-haired son, in Erin's

dismal war ?"

As a roe, pierced in secret, lies panting by her

wonted streams, the hunter smveys her feet of

Arind ; he remembers her stately bounding before :

so lay the son of Cul-allin beneath the eye of

Fillan. His hair is rolled in a little stream. His
blood wanders on his shield. Still his hand holds

the sword, that failed him in the midst of danger.
" Thou art fallen," said Fillan, " ere yet thy fame

beautiful Cul-allin. She was so remarkable for the beauty of her

person, that she is introduced frequently in the similies and allu-

sions of ancient poetry, ^far Chulaluin Sti-utha nan sian ; Lovely as

Cul-allin of Strutha of the storms.

• Dogs were thought to be sensible of the death of their master, let

it happen at ever so great a distance. It was also the opinion of the

times, that the arms which warriors left at home became bloody, when
they themselves fell in battle. It was from those signs that Cul-allin

is supposed to understand that her son is killed ; in which she is con-

firmed by the appearance of his ghost. Her sudden and short excla-

mation is more judicious in the poet, than if she had extended her

complaints to a greater length. The attitude of the fallen youth, and
Fillan's reflections over him, come forcibly back on the mind, when
we consider that the supposed situation of the father of Culmin was so

similar to that of Fingal, after the death of Fillan himself.

VOL II. L
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was heard. Thy father sent thee to war. He
expects to hear of thy deeds. He is gi'ay, perhaps,

at liis streams. His eyes are toward Moi-lena.

But thou shalt not return with the spoil of tlie

fallen foe !"

Fillan pours the flight of Erin before him, over

the resounding heath. But, man on man, fell

Morven before the dark-red rage of Foldath : for

far on the field, he poured the roar of half his

tribes. Dermid stands before him in wrath. The
sons of Selma gathered around. But his shield is

cleft by Foldath. His people fly over the heath.

Then, said the foe, in his pride, '• They have
fled. My fame begins. Go, Malthos

; go, bid

Cathmor guard the dark-rolling of ocean, that

Fingal may not escape fi'om my sword. He must
lie on earth. Beside some fen shall his tomb be
seen. It shall rise without a song. His ghost

shall hover in mist, over the reedy pool,"

Malthos heard, with darkening doubt. He
rolled his silent eyes. He knew the pride of

Foldath. He looked up to Fingal on his hills :

then, darkly turning, in doubtful mood, he
plunged his sword in war.

In Clono's * narrow vale, where bend two trees

* This valley had its name from Clono, son of Lethmal of Lora, one

of the ancestors of Dermid, the son of Duthno. His history is thus

related in an old poem. In the days of Conar, the son of Trenmor,
the first king of Ireland, Clono passed over into that kingdom, from
Caledonia, to aid Conar against the Fir-bolg. Being remarkable for
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The story ofClono.—Note.

above the stream, dark, in his grief, stood Duth-
no's silent son. The blood poms from the side of

Dermid. His shield is broken near. His spear

leans against a stone. Why, Dermid, why so

sad ? "I hear the roar of battle. My people are

alone. My steps ai*e slow on the heath ; and no

thebeauty of his person, he soon drew the attention of Sulmin, the

young wife of an Irish chief. She disclosed her passion, which was

not properly returned by the Caledonian. The lady sickened, through

disappointment, and her love for Clono came to the ears of her hus-

band. Fired with jealousy, he vowed revenge. Clono, to avoid

his rage, departed from Temora, in order to pass over into Scotland

;

and being benighted in the valley mentioned here, he laid him down
to sleep. There Lethmal descended in the dreanu of Clono, and told

him that danger was near.

Ghost of Lethmal.—" Arise from thy bed of moss ; son of low-

laid Lethmal, arise. The sound of the coming of foes descends along

the wind.

Clono.—" Whose voice is that, like many streams, ia the season of

my rest?

Ghost of Lethmal.—*' Arise, thou dweller of the souls of the love-

ly ; son of Lethmal, arise.

Clono.—" How dreary is the night ! The moon is darkened in

the sky ; red are the paths of ghosts along its sullen face ! Green-skirted

meteors set around. Dull is the roaring of streams, from the valley of

dim forms. I hear thee, spirit of my father, on the eddying course of

the wind. I hear thee : but thou bendest not forward thy tall fonn,

from the skirts of night."

As Clono prepared to depart, the husband of Sulmin came up, with

Ws numerous attendants. Clono defended himself, but, after a gallant

resistance, he was overpowered and slain. He was buried in the place

where he was killed, and the valley was called after his name. Der-

mid, in his request to Gaul, the son of Morni, which immediately

follows this paragraph, alludes to the tomb of Clono, and his own con-

nection with tliat unfortunate chief.
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The death of Dermid, a Caledonian chief.

shield is mine. Shall he then prevail ? It is then

after Dermid is low ! I will call thee forth, O
Foldath ! and meet thee yet in fight."

He took his spear, with dreadful joy. The son

of Morni came. " Stay, son of Duthno, stay thy

speed. Thy steps are marked with blood. No
bossy shield is thine. Why shouldst thou fall un-

armed ?" " Son of Morni ! give thou thy shield.

It has often rolled back the war. I shall stop the

chief in his course. Son of Morni ! behold that

stone ! It lifts its gray head through gi-ass. There

dwells a chief of the race of Dermid. Place me
there in night."

He slowly rose against the hill. He saw the

troubled field ; the gleaming ridges of battle, dis-

joined and broken around, as distant fires, on

heath by night, now seen as lost in smoke

;

now rearing their red streams on the hill, as

blow or cease the winds : so met the intermitting

war the eye of broad-shielded Dermid. Tlu-ough

the host are the strides of Foldath, like some
dark ship on wintry waves, when she issues from

between two isles, to sport on resounding ocean

!

Dermid, with rage, beholds his course. He
strives to rush along ; but he falls amid his steps

;

and the big tear comes down. He sounds his fa-

ther's horn. He thrice strikes his bossy shield.

He calls thrice the name of Foldath, from his roai-

ing tribes. Foldath, with joy, beholds the chief;

he lifts aloft his bloody spear. As a rock is mark-

ed with streams, that fell troubled down its side in

a storm : so, streaked with wandering blood, is
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Fillan slays Foldath in single combat,

the dark chief of Moma ! The host, on either side,

withdraw from the contending of kings. They
raise at once their gleaming points—Rushing,

comes Fillan of Selma—Three paces back Foldath

withdraws, dazzled T\'ith that beam of light, which
came, as issuing from a cloud, to save the wound-
ed chief. Growing in his pride he stands. He
calls forth all his steel.

As meet two broad-winged eagles, in their

soimding strife, in winds ; so rush the two chiefs

on Moi-lena, into gloomy fight. By turns are the

steps of the kings * forward on their rocks above
;

for now the dusky war seems to descend on their

swords. Cathmor feels the joy of warriors on his

mossy hill ; their joy in secret, when dangers rise

to match their souls. His eye is not turned on
Lubar,—but on Selma's dreadful king. He beholds

him on Mora, rising in his arms.

|- Foldath falls on his shield. The spear of Fillan

• Fingal and Cathmor.

t The fall of Foldath, if we may believe tradition, was predicted

to him, before he had left his own country to join Cairbar, in his de-

signs on the Irish throne. He went to the cave of Moma, to enquire

of the spirits of his fathers, concerning the success of the enterprise of

Cairbar. The responses of oracles are always attended with obscuri-

ty , and liable to a double meaning : Foldath, therefore, put a favoura-

ble interpretation on the prediction, and pursued his adopted plan of

aggrandizing himself with the family of Atha.

Foldath, addressing the spirits of hisfathers.—" Dark, I stand in

your presence ; fathers of Foldath, hear. Shall my steps pass over

Atha to UUin of the roes?
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ir of Malthos to Foldatli.

pierced the king. Nor looks the youth on the fal-

len, but onward rolls the war. The hundred voices

of death arise. " Stay, son of Fingal, stay thy

speed. Beholdest thou not that gleaming form, a

dreadful sign of death ? Awaken not the king of

Erin.—Return, son of blue-eyed Clatho."

* Malthos beholds Foldath low ; he darkly stands

above the chief: hatred is rolled from his soul. He
seems a rock in a desert, on whose dark side are

the trickling of waters ; when the slow-sailing mist

has left it, and all its trees are blasted with winds.

He spoke to the dying hero, about the naiTow
house ! " Whether shall thy gray stone rise in

The answer.—" Thy steps shall pass aver Atha, to the green

dwelling of kings. There shall thy stature arise over the fallen, like a

pillar of thunder-clouds. There, terrible in darkness shall thou stand,

till tlie reflected beam^ or Cloncath of Moruth, come; Moruthofmany
streams, that roars in distant lands."

Cloncath, or reflected beam, say my traditional authors, was the

name of the sword of Fillan ; so that it was in the latent signification

of the word Cloncath, that the deception lay. My principal reason for

introducing this note is, that this tradition serves to show that the re-

ligion of the Fir-bolg differed from that of the Caledonians, as we never

find the latter enquiring of the spirits of their deceased ancestors.

* The characters of Foldath and Malthos are sustained. They were

both dark and surly, but each in a different way. Foldath was impe-

tuous and cruel : Malthos stubborn and incredulous. Their attach-

ment to the family of Atha was equal ; their bravery in battle the

same, Foldath was vain and ostentatious: Malthos unindulgcnt, but

generous. His behaviour here, toward his enemy Foldath, shows,

that a good heart often liesconcealcd under a gloomy and sullen cha-

racter.
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The djing request of Foldath.

Ulliii, or in IVIoma's * woody land ; where the sun
looks, in secret, on the blue streams of-}- Dal-rutho?

There are the steps of thy daughter, blue-eyed

Dardu-lena."
" Rememberest thou her," said Foldath, " be-

cause no son is mine : no youth to roll the battle

before him, in revenge of me ! Malthos, I am re-

venged. I was not peaceful in the field. Raise

the tombs of those I have slain, around my narrow
house. Often shall I forsake the blast, to rejoice

above their giaves ; when I behold them spread

around, with their long whistling grass."

His soul rushed to the vale of Moma, to Dar-
du-lena's dreams, where she slept, by Dal-rutho's

stream, returning from the chase of the hinds. Her
bow is near the maid, unstrung. The breezes fold

her long hair on her breasts. Clothed in the beauty

of youth, the love of heroes lay. Dark bending,

from the skii-ts of the wood, her wounded father

* Moma was the name of a country in the south of Connaught, once

famous for being the residence of an Arch-Druid. The cave of Moma
was thouglit to be inhabited by the spirits of the chiefs of the Fir-bolg,

and their posterity sent to enquire there, as to an oracle, concerning the

issue of their wars.

+ Dal-ruath, parched, or sandyfield. The etymology of Dardu-lena

is uncertain. The daughter of Foldath was, probably, so called, from

a place in Ulster, where her father had defeated part of the adherents

of Artho, king of Ireland. Dardu-lena, tfie dark wood of Moi-lena.

As Foldath was proud and ostentatious, it would appear that he trans-

ferred the name of a place where he himself had been victorious to

his daughter.
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o Clatho, on the great deeds of her son, Fillan.

seemed to come. He appeared, at times, theu hid

himself in mist. Bursting into tears she rose. She
knew that the chief was low. To her came a beam
from his soul, when folded in its storms. Thou
wert the last of his race, O blue-eyed Dardu-lena !

Wide spreading over echoing Lubar, the flight of

Bolga is rolled along. Fillan hangs forward on their

steps. He strews, Avith dead, the heath. Fingal

rejoices over his son. Blue-shielded Cathmor rose.*

Son of Alpin, bring the harp. Give Fillan's

praise to the wind. Raise high his praise, in mine
ear, while yet he shines in war.

" Leave, blue-eyed Clatho, leave thy hall ! Be-
hold that early beam of thine ! The host is with-

ered in its course. No further look, it is dark.

Light trembling from the harp, strike, virgins, strike

the sound. No hunter he descends, from the dewy
haunt of the bounding roe. He bends not his bow
on the wind ; nor sends his gi-ay an-ow abroad.

• The suspense in which the mind of the reader is left here, conveys

the idea of Fillan's danger more forcibly home, than any description

that could be introduced. There is a sort of eloquence in silence with

propriety. A minute detail of all the circumstances of an important

scene is generally cold and insipid. The human mind, free, and fond

of thinking for itself, is disgusted to find every thing done by the poet.

It is, therefore, his business only to mark the most striking outlines,

and to allovy the imagination of his readers to finish the figure for them-

selves.

The book ends in the afternoon of the third day from the opening

of the poem.
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Conclusion of Book Fifth.

" Deep-folded in red wai* ! See battle roll against

his side. Striding amid the ridgy strife, he pours

the deaths of thousands forth. Fillan is like a spirit

of heaven, that descends from the skirt of winds.

The troubled ocean feels his steps, as he strides

from wave to wave. His path kindles behind him.

Islands shake their heads on the heaving seas 1

I.eave, blue-eyed Clatho, leave thy hall
!"
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BOOK SIXTH.



ARGUMENT.

This hook opens with a speech of Fingal, who sees Cathmor

descending to the assistance ofhisflying army. The king

despatches Ossian to the relief of Fillan. He himself re-

tires behind the rock of Corniul, to avoid the sight of the

engagement between his son and Cathmor. Ossian ad-

vances. The descent of Cathmor described. He rallies

the army., renews the battle., and., before Ossian could ar-

rive^ engages Fillan himself. Upon the approach of Os-

sian^ the combat ofthe two heroes ceases. Ossian and Cath-

mor prepare toflght^ but night comiiig on prevents them.

Ossian returns to the place where Cathmor and Fillan

fought. He finds Fillan mortally wounded., and leaning

against a rock. Their discourse. Fillan dies : his body

is laid., by Ossian, in a neighbouring cave. The Caledo-

nian army return to Fingal. He questions them about his

son, and, understanding that he was killed, retires, in si-

lence, to the rock of Cormul. Upon the retreat ofthe army

ofFingal, the Firbolg advance. Cathmorfinds Bran, one

of the dogs of Fingal, lying on the shield of Fillan, before

the entrance of the cave where the body of that hero lay.

His reflections thereupon. He returns, in a melancholy

mood, to his army. Malthos endeavours to comfort him,

by the example of hisfather, Borbar-duthul. Cathmor re-

tires to rest. The song of Sul-malla concludes the book,

which ends about the middle of the third night from the

opening of the poem
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BOOK SIXTH.

* " Catiimor rises on liis hill ! Shall Fingal

take the sword of Luno ? But what shall become
of thy fame, son of white-bosomed Clatho ? Tuni
not thine eyes fi'om Fingal, fair daughter of Inistoie.

I shall not quench thy early beam. It shines along

my soul. Rise, wood-skirted Mora, rise between
the war and me ! Why should Fingal behold the
strife, lest his dark-haired wanior should fall !

Amidst the song, O Caml, pour the sound of the
trembling hai-p ! Here are the voices of rocks !

and there the bright tumbling of waters ! Father
of Oscar, lift the spear 1 Defend the young in

arms. Conceal thy steps from Fillan. He must
not know that I doubt his steel. No cloud ofmine
shall rise, my son, upon thy soul of fire !"

He sunk behind his rock, amid the sound of
Can-il's song. Brightening in my growing soul, I

took the spear of Temora.t I saw, along Moi-

• Fingal speaks.

t The spear of Temora was that which Oscar liad received, i

VOL. II. M
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lena, the wild tumbling of battle ; the strife of

death, in gleaming rows, disjoined and broken
round. Fillan is a beam of fire. From Aving to

wing is his wasteful course. The ridges of war
melc before him. They are rolled, in smoke, from
the fields !

Now is the coming forth of Cathmor, in the ar-

mour of kings ! Dark waves the eagle's wing,

above his helmet of fire. Unconcerned are his

steps, as if they were to the chase of Erin. He
raises, at times, his terrible voice. Erin, abashed,

gathers round. Their souls return back, like a

stream. They wonder at the steps of their fear.

He rose, like the beam of the morning, on a haunt-

ed heath : the traveller looks back, with bending

eye, on the field of dreadful forms ! Sudden, from

the rock ofMoi-lena,are Sul-malla's trembling steps.

An oak takes the spear from her hand. Half-bent

she looses the lance. But then are her eyes on the

king, fi-om amid her wandering locks ! No friendly

strife is before thee ! No light contending of bows,

as when the youth of * Cluba came forth beneath

the eye of Conmor !

sent, from Cormac, the son of Artho, king of Ireland. It was of it that

Cairbar made the pretext for quarrelling with Oscar, at the feast, in the

first book.

* Clu-ba, winding bay; an arm of the sea in Inis-huna, or the west-

ern coast of South-Britain. It was in this bay that Cathmor was wind-

bound when Sul-malla came, in the disguise of a young warrior, to a«-

company him in his voyage to Ireland. Conmor, the father of Sul-
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mbat of Cathmor and Fillan.

As the rock of Runo, which takes the passing

clouds as they fly, seems growing, iu gathered

darkness, over the streamy heath : so seems the

chief of Atha taller, as gather his people around.

As different blasts fly over the sea, each behind its

daik-blue wave, so Cathmor's words, on every side,

pour his wamors forth. Nor silent on his hill is

Fillan. He mixes his words with his echoing

shield. An eagle he seemed, with sounding wings,

calling the wind to his rock, when he sees the

coming forth of the roes, on Lutha's * rushy field.

Now they bend forward in battle. Death's

hundred voices arise. The kings, on either side,

were like fires on the souls of the hosts. Ossian

bounded along. High rocks and trees rush tall

between the war and me. But I hear the noise of

steel between my clanging arms. Rising, gleam-
ing, on the hill, I behold the back^vard steps of

hosts : their backward steps, on either side, and
wildly-looking eyes. The chiefs were met in dread-

ful fight. The two blue-shielded kings. Tall and
dark, through gleams of steel, are seen the striving-

heroes ! I rush. My fears for Fillan fly, burning

across my soul.

I come. Nor Cathmor flies ; nor yet comes on

;

malla, as is insinuated at the close ef the fourth book, was dead before

the departure of his daughter,

• Lutha was the name of a valley in Morven. There dwelt Toscar,

the son of Conloch, the father of Malvina, who, upon that account,

is often called the maid qf Lutha. Lutha signifies sw/t stream.
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lortally wounded.

he sidelong stalks along. An icy rock, cold, tall,

he seems. I call forth all my steel. Silent awhile

we stride, on either side of a rushing stream :

then, sudden turning, all at once, we raise our

pointed spears ! We raise our spears, but night

comes down. It is dark and silent round ; but

where the distant steps of hosts are sounding over

the heath

!

I come to the place where Fillan fought. Nor
voice, nor sound is there. A broken helmet lies on
earth, a buckler cleft in twain. Where, Fillan, Avhere

art thou, young chief of echoing Morven ? He
hears me leaning on a rock which bends its gray

head over the stream. He hears ; but sullen, dark

he stands. At length I saw the hero.
" Why standest thou, robed in darkness, son of

woody Selma? Bright is thy path, my brother, in

this dark-brown field ! Long has been thy strife

in battle ! Now the horn of Fingal is heard. As-
cend to the cloud of thy father, to his hill of feasts.

In the evening mist he sits, and hears the sound

of Carril's hai-p. Carry joy to the aged, young
breaker of the shields !"

" Can the vanquished carry joy ? Ossian, no

shield is mine ! It lies broken on the field. The
eagle-wing of my helmet is torn. It is when foes

fly before them, that fathers deliglit in their sons.

But their sighs burst forth, in secret, when their

young warriors yield. No : Fillan shall not be-

hold the king. Why should the hero mourn ?"

" Son of blue-eyed Clatlio ! O Fillan, a^vake not
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The death of Fillan.

my soul ! Wert thou not a burning fire before

him ? Shall he not rejoice ? Such fame belongs

not to Ossian
;
yet is the king still a sun to me.

He looks on my steps with joy. Shadows never

rise on his face. Ascend, O Fillan, to Mora !

His feast is spread in the folds of mist."

" Ossian ! give me that broken shield : these

feathers that are rolled in the wind. Place them
near to Fillan, that less of his fame may fall. Ossian,

I begin to fail. Lay me in that hollow rock. Raise

no stone above, lest one should ask about my
fame. I am fallen in the first of my fields ; fallen

without renown. Let thy voice alone send joy to

my flying soul. Wliy should the bard know where
dwells the lost beam of Clatho !"*

* A dialogue between Clatho the mother, and Bos-mina the sister

of Fillan.

Clatho.—" Daughter of Fingal arise ! thou light between thy

locks. Lift thy fair head from rest, soft-gliding sun-beam of Selma

;

1 beheld thy arms on thy breast, white tossed amidst thy wandering

locks, when the rustling breeze of the morning came from the desert

of streams. Hast thou seen thy fathers, Bos-mina, descending in thy

dreams ? Arise, daughter of Clatho ; dwells there aught of grief in

thy soul ?

Bos-MiNA—" A thin form passed before me, fading as it flew; like

the darkening wave of a breeze, along a field of grass. Descend from
thy wall, O harp, and call back the soul of Bos-mina, it has rolled away,

like a stream. I hear thy pleasant sound. I hear thee, O harp, and

my voice shall rise.

" How often shall ye rush to war, ye dwellers of my soul ? Your
paths are distant, kings of men, in Erin of blue streams. Lift thy wing,

thou southern breeze, from Clona's darkening heath ; spread the sails

of Fuigal towards the bays of his land.

M 2
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Ossiaii places the body of Fillan in the cave of a rock.

" Is thy spirit on the eddying winds, O Fillan,

young breaker of shields ! Joy pursue my hero

through his folded clouds. The forms of thy

fathers, O Fillan, bend to receive their son. I be-

hold the spreading of their fire on Mora : the blue-

rolling of their misty WTeaths. Joy meet thee, my
brother ! But we are dark and sad ! I behold the

foe round the aged. I behold the wasthig away
of his fame. Thou art left alone in the field, O
gray-haired king of Selmo !"

I laid him in the hollow rock, at the roai* of the

nightly stream. One red star looked in on the

hero. Winds lift, at times, his locks. I listen.

No sound is heard. The Avarrior slept ! As light-

ning on a cloud, a thought came rushing along my

" But who is that in his strength, darkening in tlie presence of war ?

His arm stretclies to the foe, like the beam of the sickly sun, when his

side is crusted with darkness, and he rolls his dismal course through the

sky. Who is it but the father of Bos-mina ? Shall he return till danger

is past ?

" Fillan, thou art a beam by his side; beautiful, but terrible is thy

light. Thy sword is before thee, a blue fire of night. When shalt thou

return to thy roes ; to the streams of thy rushy fields ? When shall I

behold thee from Mora, while winds strew my long locks on their

blasts ! But shall a young eagle return from the field where the heroes

fall?

Clatho.—«' Soft as the song of Loda, is the voice of Selma's

maid. Pleasant to the ear of Clatho is the name of the breaker of

shields. Behold, the king comes from ocean; the shield of Morven is

borne by bards. The foe has fled before him, like the departure of

mist. I hear not the sovmding wings of my eagle ; the rushing forth of

the sun of Clatho. Thou art dark, O Fingal ; shall the warrior never

return ?
"
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The distress of Ossian on account of the death of Fillan.

soul. My eyes roll in fire : my stride was in the

clang of steel. " I will find thee, king- of Erin ! in

the gathering of thy thousands, find thee. W hy

should that cloud escape, that quenched our early

beam ? Kindle your meteors on yoiu- hills, my
fathers. Light my daring steps. I will consume

in wrath *. But should not I return ! The king

is without a son, gray-haired among his foes

!

His arm is not as in the days of old. His fame

grows dim in Erin. Let me not behold him, laid

low in his latter field. But can I return to the

king ? Will he not ask about his son ? " Thou
oughtest to defend young Fillan." Ossian will

meet the foe ! Green Erin, thy sounding tread

is pleasant to my ear. I rush on thy ridgy host,

to shun the eyes of Fingal. I hear the voice of

the Idng, on Mora's misty top ! He calls his two

• Here the sentence is designedly left unfinished. The sense is, that

he was resolved, like a destroying fire, to consume Cathmor, who had

killed his brother. In the midst of this resolution, the situation of Fin-

gal suggests itself to him in a very strong light. He resolves to return

to assist the king in prosecuting the war. But then his shame for not

defending his brother, recurs to him. He is determined again to go

and find out Cathmor. We may consider him as in the act of advanc-

ing toveards the enemy when the horn of Fingal sounded on Mora, and

called back his people to his presence. This soliloquy is natural ; the

resolutions, which so suddenly follow one another, are expressive of a

mind extremely agitated with sorrow and conscious shame; yet the

behaviour of Ossian, in his execution of the commands of Fingal,

is so irreprehensible, that it is not easy to determine where he failed

in his duty. The truth is, that when men fail in designs whicJi they

ardently wish to accomplish, they naturally blame themselves, as the

chief cause of their disappointment.
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Fingal>s anxiety to hear tidings of the battle.

sons ! I come, my father, in my grief. I come
like an eagle, which the flame of night met in the

desert, and spoiled of half his wings!"

Distant * round the king, on Mora, the broken

ridges of Morven ai-e rolled. They turned their

eyes : each darkly bends, on his own ashen spear.

Silent stood the king in the midst. Thought on
thought rolled over his soul. As waves on a se-

cret mountain-lake, each with its back of foam.

He looked ; no son appeared, with his long-beam-

ing spear. The sighs arose, crowding, from his

soul ; but he concealed his grief. At length I stood

beneath an oak. No voice of mine was heard.

What could I say to Fingal in his horn- of wo ?

His words rose, at length, in the midst : the peo-

ple shrunk backward as lie spoke, t

* " This scene," says an ingenious writer, and a good judge, " is

solemn. The poet always places his chief character amidst ohjects

which savour of the sublime. The face of the country, the night,

the broken remains of a defeated army, and, above all, the attitude

and silence of Fingal himself, are circumstances calculated to im-

press an awful idea on the mind. Ossian is most successful in his

night-descriptions. Dark images suited the melancholy temper of his

mind. His poems were all composed after the active part of his life

was over, when he was blind, and had survived all the companions
of his youth ; we, therefore, find a veil of melancholy thrown over

the whole."

+ I owe the first paragraph of the following note to the same pen.
" The abashed behaviour of the army of Fingal proceeds rather from

shame than fear. The king was not of a tyrannical disposition : He^
as he expresses himself in the fifth book, iu:vcr was a dreadfulform in

their presence, darkened into wrath, llis voice was no thunder to their
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Fingal learns the death i»f Fillan.

" Where is the son of Sehna, he who led in

war? I behold not his steps among my people,

retm-ning from the field. Fell the young- bounding

ears. His eye sentforth no death. The first ages of society are not

the times of arbitrary power. As the wants of mankind are few, they

retain their independence. It is an advanced state of civilization that

moulds the mind to that submission to government, of which ambi-

tious magistrates take advantage» and raise themselves into absolute

power."

It is a vulgar error, that the common Highlanders lived in abject

slavery under their chiefs. Their high idea* of, and attachment to,

the heads of their families, probably led the unintelligent into this mis-

take. When the honour of the tribe was concerned, the commands of

the chief were obeyed, witliout restriction : but if individuals were

oppressed, they threw themselves into the arms of a neighbouring

clan, assumed a new name, and were encouraged and protected. The
fear of this desertion, no doubt, made the chiefs cautious in their

government. As their consequence, in the eyes of others, was in pro-

portion to the number of their people, they took care to avoid eveiy

thing that tended to diminish it.

It was but very lately that the authority of the laws extended to the

Highlands. Before that lime the clans were governed, in civil affairs,

not by the verbal commands of the chief, but by what they called

Qeckda, or the traditional preceilencs of their ancestors. When diffe-

rences happened between individuals, some of the oldest men in the

tribe were chosen umpires between the parties, to decide according to

the Clechda. The chief interposed his authority, and invariably en-

forced the decision. In their wars, which were frequent, on account

of family fi uds, the chief was less reserved in the execution of his au-

thority ; and even then, he seldom extended it to the taking the life of

any of his tribe. No crime was capital, except murder ; and that was

very uufrequent in the Highlands. No corporal punishment, of any

kind, was inflicted. The memory of an affront of this sort would re-

main, forages, in a family, and they would seize every opportunity to

be revenged, unless it came immediately from the hands of the chief

himself ; in that case it was Utken, rather as a falhcily correction, than

a legal punishment for offences.
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Fingal determines to lead the battle against Cathraor.

roe, who was so stately on my hill ? He fell ; for

ye are silent. The shield of war is cleft in twain.

Let his armour be near to Fingal ; and the sword
of dark-brown Luno. I am waked on my hills

;

with morning I descend to war."

High * on Cormul's rock an oak is flaming to

the wind. The gTay skirts of mist are rolled around

;

thither strode the king in his wrath. Distant fi-om

the host he always lay, when battle burat within

his sold. On two spears hung his shield on high
;

the gleaming sign of death ; that shield, which he
was wont to strike, by night, before he rushed to

war. It Avas then his warriors knew when the king
was to lead in strife ; for never was this buckler

heard, till the wi-atli of Fingal arose. Unequal
were his steps on high, as he shown in the beam of

* This Tock of Cormul is often mentioned in the preceding part of

the poem. It was on it Fingal and Ossian stood to view the battle.

The custom of retiring from the army, on the night prior to their en-

gaging in battle, was universal among the kings of the Caledonians.

Trenmor, the most renowned of the ancestors of Fingal, is mentioned

as the first who instituted this custom. Succeeding bards attributed it

to a hero of a later period. In an old poem, which begins witli Mac-
Arcath 7ia ccudsrol, this custom of retiring from the army, before an
engagement, is numbered among the wise institutions of Fergus, the

first king of Scots. I shall here translate the passage ; in some other

note I may probably give all that remains of the poem. Fergus of the

knndred streams, son ofjrcath ivho fought of old : thou didstfirst re
tire at night ; when thefoe rolled b(fore thee, in echoing fields. Nor
bending in rest is the king •.•he gathers battles in his souh Fly, son of
the stranger '. with morn he shall rush abroad. When, or by whom,
this poem was written, is uncertain.
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Calhmor comes to the cave Avht-re Fillan is lying.

the oak; he was dreadful as tlie form of the spirit

of night when he clothes, on hills, his wild ges-

tures with mist; and issuing forth on the trouhled

ocean, mounts the car of winds.

Nor settled from the storm, is Erin's sea of war !

they ghtter beneath the moon, and, low-humming,
still roll on the field. Alone are the steps of Cat h-
mor, before them on the heath; he hangs forward,

with all his arms, on Morven's Hying host. Now,
had he come to the mossy cave, where Fillan lay

in night. One tree was bent above the stream,

which glittered over the rock. There shone to the

moon the broken shield of Clatho's son; and near

it on grass, lay hairy-footed Bran.* He had

* I remember to have met with an old poem, wherein a story of this

sort is very happily introduced. In one of the invasions of the Danes,

Ullin-cluiidu, a considerable chief on the western coast of Scotland, was

killed in a rencounter with a flying party of the enemy, who had land-

ed at no great distance from the place of his residence- The few fol-

lowers who attended him were also slain. The young wife of Ullin-

clundu, who had not heard of his fall, feaiing the worst, on account

of his long delay, alarmed the rest of his tribe, who went in search of

him along the shore. They did not find him ; and the beautiful widow
became disconsolate. At length he was discovered, by means of his

dog, who sat on a rock beside the body for some days. The stanza

concerning the dog, whose name was Duchos, or Blachfoot, is de-

scriptive.

" Dark-sided Duchos ! feet of wind! cold is thy seat on rocks. He
(the dog) sees the roe: his ears are high; and half he bounds away.
He looks around; but Ullin sleeps; he droops again his head. The
winds come past; dark Duchos thinks that Ullin's voice is near. But
still he beholds him silent, laid amidst the waving heath. Dark-sided

Duchos ! his voice no more shall send thee over the heath ! '»
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Cathmor's soliloquy over the dead btnly of Fillan

missed the cliief on Mora, and searched liini along

tlie wind. He thought that tlie blue-eyed hunter

slept; he lay upon his shield. No blast came
over the heath unknown to bounding Bran.

Cathmor saw the wdiite-breasted dog; he saAV

the broken shield. Darkness is blown back on his

soul ; he remembers the falling away of the people.

They come, a stream; are rolled away; another

race succeeds. " But some mark the fields, as

they pass, with their oaa-ti mighty names. The
heath, through dark-brown years, is theirs ; some
blue stream winds to their fame. Of these be the

chief of Atha, w^hen he lays him down on earth.

Often may the voice of future times meet Cath-
mor in the air; when he strides from wind to

wind, or folds himself in the wing of a stomi."

Green Erin gathered round the king, to hear
the voice of his power. Their joyful faces bend,

imequal, forward, in the light of the oak. They
who w&ie temble were removed: Lubai'* winds

* In order to illustrate this passage, it is proper to lay before the

reader the scene of the two preceding battles.—Between the hills of

Mora and Lora lay the plain of Moi-lena, through which ran the river

Lubar. The first battle, wherein Gaul, the son of Morni, commanded,

on the Caledonian side, was fought on the banks of Lubar. As there

was little advantage obtained on either side, the armies, after the battle,

retained their former positions.

In the second battle, wherein Fillan commanded, the Irish, after

the fall of Foldath, were driven up the hill of Lora ; but upon the

coming of Cathmor to their aid, they regained their former situation,

and drove back the Caledonians, in their turn; so that Lubar winded

again in their host.
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DiiUogue between Cathiuor ami Malllios.

again in tlieir host. Cathmor was that beam from

heaven Avhicli slione when his people were dark.

He was honom-ed in the midst. Their souls rose

with ardour around. The king- alone no gladness

showed; no stranger he to war!
" Why is tlie king so sad," said Malthos, eagle-

eyed? " Remains there a foe at Lubar? Lives

there among them, who can lift the spear? Not
so peaceful was thy father, Borbar-duthul,* king

of sj)ears. His rage was a fire that always bimi-

ed; his joy over fallen foes was great. Three days

feasted the gray-haii-ed hero, when lie heard that

Calmar fell: Calmar who aided the race of Ullin,

fiom Lara of the streams. Often did he feel, ^dth

' Borbar duthul, the father of Cathmor, was the brother of that

folc-ulla, who is said, in the beginning of the fouitli book, to h:!ve

rebelled against Cormac, king of Ireland. Borbar-duthul seems to

liave retained all the prejudice of liis family against the succession

of the posterity of Conar, on the Irish throne. From this short epi-

sode we leam some focts which tend to throw light on the history of

the times. It appears that, when Swaran invaded Ireland, he was on-

ly opposed by the Gael, who possessed Ulster, and the north of that

island. Calmar, the son of Matha, whose gallant behaviour and

death are related in the tlurd book of Fingal, was the only chief

of the race of the Firbolg that joined the Gael, or Irish Caledonians,

during the invasion of Swaran. The indecent joy, which Borbar-

duthul expressed, upon the death of Calmar, is well suited with that

spirit of revenge which subsisted, universally, in every country where

the feudal system was established It would appear that some person

had carried to Borbar-duthul that weapon, with which, it was pre-

tended, Calmar had been killed.

\ t)l-. II. X
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Lis hands, the steel which, they said, had pierced

his foe. He felt it with his hands, for Borhar-du-

thuVs eyes liad faile(]. Yet was the king a sun to

his friends : a gale to lift their hranches round. Joy
was around him in his halls ; he loved the sons of

Bolga. His name remains in Atha, like the awful

memory of ghosts, whose presence was terrihle, but

tiiey blew the storm away. Now let the voices *

of Erin raise the soul of the king ; he that shone

Avhen war was dark, and laid the mighty low.

Fouar, fi-om that gray-browed rock, pour the tale

of other times
; pour it on wide-sku-ted Erin, as it

settles round."
" To me, " said Cathmor, '' no song shall rise ;

nor Fonar sit on the rock of Lubar. The mighty

there are laid low. Disturb not their rushing

ghosts. Far, Malthos, far remove the sound of

Erin's song. I rejoice not over the foe, when he

ceases to lift the spear. With morning we pour

our strength abroad. Fingal is wakened on his

echoing hill."

Like waves blown back by sudden winds, Erin

retired at the voice of the king. Deep rolled into

the field of night they spread their humming tribes.

Beneath his own tree, at intervals, each bard -j- sat

• The voices of Erin, a poetical expression for the bards of Ireland.

t Not only the kings, but every petty chief, had anciently their bards

attending them in the field ; and those bards, in proportion to the

power of their chiefs, who retained them, had a number of inferior
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SuUnialla touches the harp liefore Cathmor.

down with his harp. They raised the song, and

touched the string ; each to the chief he loved.

Before a burning oak, Sul-malla touched at times

the harp. She touched the harp, and heard, be-

tween, the breezes in her hair. In darkness, near,

lay the king of Atha, beneath an aged tree. The
beam of the oak was turned ftom him ; he saw the

maid, but was not seen. His soul poured forth iu

bards in tlieir train. Upon solemn occasions, all the bards in tho

army joined in one chorus, cither when they celebrated their victo-

ries, or lamented the death of a person , worthy and renowned, slain

in the war. The words were of the composition of the archbard, re-

tained by the king himself, who generally attained to that high office

on account of his superior genius for poetry. As the persons of the

bards were sacred, and the emoluments of their office considerable,

the Older, in succeeding times, became very numerous and insolent.

It would appear, that, after the introduction of Christianity, some

served in the double capacity of bards and clergymen. It was, from

this circumstance, that they had the name of CMcre, which is pro-

bably derived from the Latin Clericus. The Chlere, be their name

derived from what it will, became, at last, a public nuisance ; for,

taking advantage of their sacred character, they went about, in great

bodies, and lived at discretion, in the houses of the chiefs ; till an-

other party of the same order drove them away by mere dint of sa-

tire. Some of the indelicate disputes of these worthy poetical com-

batants are handed down by tradition, and show how much the bards,

at last, abused the privileges which the admiration of their country.

men had conferred on the order. It was this insolent behaviour that

induced the chiefs to retrench their number, and to take away those

privileges which they were no longer worthy to enjoy. Their in-

dolence, and disposition to lampoon, extinguished all the poetical fer-

vour which distinguished their predecessors, and makes us the less

regret the extinction of the order.
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secret, when lie ])ehel(l lier fearful eye.—" But
battle is before tliee, son of Borbar-duthul."

Amidst the harp, at intervals, she listened

whether the waiTior slejjt. Her soul Avas up;

she longed in secret to pour her own sad song.

The field is silent. On their wings the blasts of

night retire. The bards had ceased; and meteors

came, red-winding, with their ghosts; the sky
gi-ew dark; the forms of the dead were blended

with the clouds: but heedless bends the daughter

of Conmor over the decaying flame. Thou wert

alone in her soul, car-borne chief of Atha. She
raised the voice of the song, and touched the harp

between.

Clun-galo * came ; she missed the maid.
" Where art thou, beam of light? Hunters, fi"om

the mossy rock, saw ye the blue-eyed fair? Are
her steps on grassy Lumon; near the bed of roes?

Ah me ! I behold her bow in the hall. Where
art thou, beam of light?"

" f Cease, love of Conmor, cease; I hear thee

* Clun-galo, the wife of Conmor, king of Inis-huna, and the mother

of Sul-malla. She is here represented as missing her daughter, after

s'le had fled with Cathmor.

t Sul-malla replies to the supposed questions of her mother. To-
wards the middle of this paragraph she calls Cathmor, the nun of her

soul, and continues the metaphor throughout. This book ends, we
may suppose, about the middle of the third night from the opening of

t'le iH)eni.
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Conclusion of Book Sixth.

not on the ridcT" heath. My eye is turned to the

king, whose path is tenihle in war. He for whom
my soul is up, in the season of my rest. Deep-
bosomed in war he stands, he behokls me not

from his cloud. Why, sun of Sul-malla, dost thou

not look forth? I dwell in darkness here: wide
over me flies the shadowy mist. Filled with dew
are my locks: look thou from thy cloud, O sun

of Sul-raalla's soul
!

"

* * *

n2
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:

BOOK SEVENTH.



ARGUMENT.

This hook begins about the middle of the third nightfrom the

opening of the poem. The poet describes a kind of mist^

•which rose by night from the lake of Lego., and was the

usual residence ofthe souls ofthe dead^ duritig the interval

between their decease and the funeral song. The appear-

ance ofthe ghost ofFillan above the cave where his body lay.

His voice comes to Fingal^ on the rock of Cormul. The

king strikes the shield of Trenmor, which was an infallible

sign ofhis appearing in arms himself. The extraordinary

effect of the sound ofthe shield. Sul-malla, starting from
sleep, awakes Cathmor. Their affecting discourse. She

insists with him to sue for peace : he resolves to continue

the war. He directs her to retire to the neighbouring

valley of Lona, which was the residence of an old Druid,

until the battle ofthe next day should be over. He awakes

his army with the sotind of his shield. The shield describe

ed. Fonar, the bard, at the desire of Cath?nor, relates

thefirst settlement of the Fir-bolg in Ireland, under their

leader, Larthon. Morning comes. Sul-mxilla retires to

the valley ofLona. A lyric song concludes the book.



TEMORA

:

BOOK SEVENTH.

From the wood-skirted waters of Lego ascend,

at times, gray-bosomed mists; when the gates of

the west are closed on the sun's eagle-eye. Wide,
over Lara's stream, is poured the vapour dark and
deep : the moon, like a dim shield, is swimming
through its folds. With this, clothe the spii'its of

old their sudden gestures on the wind, Avhen they

stride from blast to blast, along the dusky night.

Often blended with the gale, to some AvaiTior's

grave * they roll the mist, a gray dwelling to his

ghost until the songs arise.

• As the mist, which rose from the lake of Lego, occasioned dis-

eases and death, the bards feigned that it was the residence of the

ghosts of the deceased, during the interval between their death, and

the pronouncing of the funeral elegy over their tombs; for it was

not allowable, without that ceremony was performed, for the spirits

of the dead to mix with their ancestors in their airy halls. It was the

business of the spirit of the nearest relation to the deceased, to take

the mist of Lego, and pour it over the grave. We find here Conor,

the son of Trenmor, the first king of Ireland, performing this office

for Fillan, as it was in the cause of the family of Conor that that

hero was killed.
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The ghost of Fillan appears to Fingal.

A sound came from the desert : it was Conar,

king of Inis-fail. He poured his mist on the grave

of Fillan, at blue winding Lubar. Dark and
mournful sat the ghost, in his gray ridge of smoke.

The blast, at times, rolled him together; but the

form returned again. It returned with bending

eyes, and dark-winding of locks of mist.

It was dark.* The sleeping host were still, in

the skirts of night. The flame decayed on the

hill of Fingal; the king lay lonely on his shield.

His eyes were half-closed in sleep; the voice of

Fillan came. " Sleeps the husband of Clatho?

Dwells the father of the fallen in rest? Am I

forgot in the folds of darkness ; lonely in the sea-

son of night?"
" Why dost thou mix," said the king, " with the

dream of thy father ? Can I forgetthee, my son,

or thy path of fire in the field ? Not such come
the deeds of the valiant on the soul of Fingal.

They are not there a beam of lightning, which is

seen, and is then no more. I remember thee, O
Fillan ! and my wrath begins to rise."

» The following is the singular sentiment of a frigid bard

:

«• More pleasing to me is the night of Gona, dark-streaming from

'Ossian's harp; more pleasant it is to me, than a white-bosomed

dweller between my arms ; than a fair-handed daughter of heroes, in

the hour of rest."

Though tradition is not very satisfactory concerning the history of

this poet, it has taken care to inform us, that he was very old when he

wrote the distich, a circumstance whicli we might have supposed

without the aid of tradition.
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The ghost of Fillan appears to Fingal.

The king: took his deathful spear, and struck the

deep-soundin<r shield : his shield that hung: high

in night, the dismal sign of war ! Ghosts fled on

every side, and rolled their gathered forms on the

\\'ind. Thrice, fiom the ^^dnding vale, arose the

voice of deaths. The haqis * of the bards, un-

touched, sound mournful over the hill.

He struck again the shield ; battles rose in the

dreams of his host. The wide-tumbling strife is

gleaming over their souls. Blue-shielded kings

descend to war. Backward-looking armies fly;

and mighty deeds are half hid in the bright gleams

of steel.

But when the third sound arose, deer started

from the clefts of their rocks. The screams of

fowl are heard in the desert, as each flew, ft-ighted

on his blast. The sons of Selma half rose, and

half-assumed their spears. But silence rolled back

on the host; they knew the shield of the king.

• It was the opinion of ancient times, that, on the night preceding

the death of a person worthy and renowned, the harps of those bards,

who were retained by his family, emitted melancholy sounds. This was

attributed to the light touch of ghosts ; who were supposed to have a

foreknowledge of events. The same opinion prevailed long in the

north ; and the particular sound was called, the ivarning voice of the

dead. The voice of death, mentioned in the preceding sentence, was

of a different kind. Each person was supposed to have an attendant

spirit, who assumed his form and voice, on the night preceding his

death, and appeared to some in the attitude in which the person was

to die. The voices of death were the foreboding shrieks of those

s pirits.
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Sul-malla, frightened at tlie sound of Fingal's shield, awakes Cathmor.

Sleep returned to their eyes ; the field was dark

and still.

No sleep was thine, in darkness, blue-eyed

daughter of Conmor ! Sul-malla heard the dread-

ful shield, and rose amid the night. Her steps are

towards the king of Atha. " Can danger shake

his daring soul?" In doubt, she stands, with
bending eyes. Heaven burns with all its stars.

Again the shield resounds ! She rushed. She
stopped. Her voice half rose. It failed. She saw
him, amidst his arms, that gleamed to heaven's

fire. She saw him dim in his locks, that rose to

nightly wind. Away, for fear, she tmned her

steps. " Why should the king of Erin awake ?

Thou art not a dream to his rest, daughter of Inis-

hmia."

More dreadful rings the shield. Sul-malla starts.

Her helmet falls. Loud echoes Lubar's rock, as

over it rolls the steel. Bm'sting from the dreams

of night, Cathmor half rose, beneath his tree. He
saw the form of the maid, above him, on the rock.

A red star, with twinkling beam, looked through

her floating hair.

" Who comes through night to Cathmor, in the

season of his dreams? Bringest thou aught of

war ? Who art thou, son of night ? Standest

thou before me, a form of the times of old ? A
voice fi-om the fold of a cloud, to warn me of the

danger of Erin ?"

" Nor lonely scout am I, nor voice fi'om folded

cloud," she said ;
" but I warn thee of the danger
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1 lie conversation letwixt Cathnior and Sul.nialU.

of Erin. Dost thou hear that sound ? It is not

the feeble, king of Atha, that rolls his signs on
night."

" Let the warrior roll his signs," he replied; " to

Cathmor they are the sounds of harps. My joy is

great, voice of night, and bums over all my
thoughts. This is the music of kings, on lonely

hills, by night—when they light their daring souls

—the sons of mighty deeds ! The feeble dwell

alone, in the valley of the breeze ; where mists

lift their morning skirts, ftom the blue-winding

streams."
" Not feeble, king of men, were they the fathers

of my race. They dwelt in the folds of battle, in

their distant lands. Yet delights not my soul in

the signs of death ! He,* who never yields, comes
forth : O send the bard of peace

!"

Like a dropping rock, in the desert, stood Cath-

mor in his tears. Her voice came, a breeze, on
his soul, and waked the memoiy of her land, where
she dwelt by her peaceful streams, before he came
to the war of Conmor.

" Daughter of strangers," he said, (she trembling

* Fingal is said to have never been overcome in battle. From this

proceeded that title of honour which is always bestowed on him in tra-

dition, Fion gal na buai\ Fingal of Victories. In a poem just now

in my hands, which celebrates some of the great actions of Arthur, the

famous British hero, that appellation is often bestowed on him. The
poem, from the phraseology, appears to be ancient ; and is, perhaps,

though that is not mentioned, a translation from the Welsh language.

VOL. II. O
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Cathmor directs Sul-malla to retire to the vale of Lona.

turned away,) " long have I marked thee in thy

steel, young pine of Inis-huna. But my soul, I

said, is folded in a storm. Why should that beam
arise, till my steps return in peace ? Have I been
pale in thy presence, as thou bidst me to fear the

king? The time of danger, O maid, is the season

of my soul ; for then it swells a mighty stream, and
rolls me on the foe."

" Beneath the moss-covered rock of Lona, near

his own loud stream, gray in his locks of age,

dwells Clonmal,* king of harps. Above him is his

echoing tree, and the dun bounding of roes. The
noise of our strife reaches his ear, as he bends in

the thoughts of years. There let thy rest be,

Sul-malla, until our battle cease. Until I return,

in my arms, from the skirts of the evening mist,

that rises on Lona, round the dwelling of my
love."

A light fell on the soul of the maid ; it rose

kindled before the king. She turned her face to

Cathmor from amidst her waving locks. " Sooner
shall the eagle of heaven be torn from the stream

of his roaring wind, when he sees the dun prey
before him, the young sons of the bounding roe,

than thou, O Cathmor, be turned from the strife

* Claon-mal, crooked eyebrow. From the retired life of this person,

it is insinuated that he was of the order of the Druids, which supposi-

tion is not at all invalidated by the appellation of king of harps, here

bestowed on him ; for all agree that the bards were of the number of

the Druids originally.
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Episode of Son-mor and Sul-allin.

of reno^vn. Soon may I see thee, warrior, from

the skirts of the evening mist, when it is rolled

around me, on Lona of the streams. While yet

thou art distant far, strike, Cathmor, strike the

shield, that joy may return to my darkened soul,

as I lean on the mossy rock. But if thou shouldst

fall, I am in the land of strangers : O send thy

voice from thy cloud, to the maid of Inis-huna!"

" Young branch of green-headed Lumon, why
dost thou shake in the storm ? Often has Cath-

mor returned from darkly-rolling wars. The darts

of death are but hail to me ; they have often rat-

tled along my shield, I have risen brightened ft'om

battle, like a meteor from a stormy cloud. Return

not, fair beam, from thy vale, when the roar of

battle grows. Then might the foe escape, as from

my fathers of old.

" They told to Son-mor,* of Clunar,t who was
slain by Cormac in fight. Three days darkened

Son-mor over his brother's fall. His spouse be-

held the silent king, and foresaw his steps to war.

She prepared the bow, in secret, to attend her

blue-shielded hero. To her dwelt darkness, at

Atha, when he was not there. From their hundred

streams, by night, poured down the sons of Alnec-

• Son-mor, tall handsome man. He was the father of Borbar-duthul

chief of Atha, and grandfather to Cathmor himself.

t Cluan-er, man of the field. This chief was killed in battle by

Cormac M'Conar, king of Ireland, the father of Ros-crana, the first

wife of Fingal. The story is alluded to in some ancient poems.
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r and Sul-allin.

ma. They had heard the shield of the king, and
their rage arose. In clanging arms they moved
along, towards Ullin, of the gioves. Son-mor
struck his shield, at times, the leader of the war.

" Far behind followed Sul-allin,* over the streamy
hills. She was a light on the mountain, when
they crossed the vale below. Her steps were
stately on the vale, when they rose on the mossy
hill. She feared to approach the king, who left

her in echoing Atha. But when the roar of battle

rose—when host was rolled on host—when Son-
mor burnt, like the fire of heaven in clouds ; with
her spreading hair came Sul-allin : for she trem-
bled for her king. He stopped the rushing strife

to save the love of heroes. The foe fled by night:

Clunar slept without his blood ; the blood wliich

ought to be poured upon the warrior's tomb.
" Nor rose the rage of Son-mor, but his days

were silent and dark. Sul-allin wandered, by her
gray streams, with her tearful eyes. Often did

she look on the hero, when he was folded in his

thoughts. But she shrunk from his eyes, and
tm-ned her lone steps away. Battles rose, like a
tempest, and drove the mist from his soul. He
beheld, with joy, her steps in the hall, and the

white rising of her hands on the harp."

t In his arms strode the chief of Atha to where

* Sul-alluin, beautiful eye ; the wife of Son-mor.

I To avoid multiplying notes,! shall give here the signification of

the names of the stars cngraval on the shield. Cean-matlion, head of
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Description of the shield of Cathraor.

his shield hung, high, in night ; high on a mossy-

bough, over Lubar's streamy roar. Seven bosses

rose on the shield ; the seven voices of the king,

which his warriors received from the wind, and
marked over all their tribes.

On each boss is placed a star of night ; Canma-
thon, with beams unshorn ; Col-denia, rising from
a cloud; Uloicho, robed in mist; and the soft beam
of Cathlin, glittering on a rock. Smiling, on its

ovm blue wave, Reldurath half sinks its western
light. The red eye of Berthin looks, through a

grove, on the hunter, as he returns by night with

the spoils of the bounding roe. Wide, in the

mist, arose the cloudless beams of Ton-thena, that

star which looked, by night, on the course of the

sea-tossed Leirthon : Larthon, the first of Bolga's

race, who travelled on the winds. * White-bo-
somed, spread the sails of the king, towards streamy
Inis-fail ; dun night was rolled before him, with its

skirts of mist. Inconstant blew the winds, and
rolled him from wave to wave. Then rose the

fieiy-haired Ton-thena, and smiled from her paited

the bear. Col-derna, slant and sharp beam. Ul-oicho, ru/er of night.

Cathlin, 6eaw q/"^^e u'ai/<?, 'R&v\-A\xiz.\X^,starofthetviiUght. Berthin,

fire of the hill. Ton-thena, ?neteor of the waves. These etymologies,

excepting that of Ceanmathon, are pretty exact. Of it 1 am not so

certain ; for it is not very probable that the Firbolg had distinguished a

constellation, so very early as the days of Larthon, by tlic name of the

bear.

t Tv travel on the tvindf, a poetical expression for sailing-
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;ns at the sound uf his shfeUl.

cloud. Larthon * blessed the well-known beam
as it faint-gleamed on the deep.

Beneath the spear of Cathmor rose that voice

which awakes the bards. They came, dark-wind-

ing, fi'om every side ; each with the sound of his

harp. Before them rejoiced the king, as the tra-

veller, in the day of the sun ; when he hears, far

rolling around, the murmur of mossy streams ;

—

streams that burst in the desert, from the rock of

roes.

" Why," said Fonar, " hear we the voice of the

•Larthon is compounded of Lear,sea., and thon, wave. This name was

given to the chief of the first colony of the Firbolg who settled in Ire.

land, on account of his knowledge in navigation. A part of an old

poem is still extant, concerning this hero. It abounds with those ro»

mantic fables of giants and magicians, which distinguished the compo-
sitions of the less ancient bards. The descriptions contained in it are

ingenious, and proportionable to the magnitude of the persons intro"

duced ; but, being unnatural, they are insipid and tedious. Had the

bard kept within the bounds of probability, his genius was far from

being contemptible. The exordium of his poem is not destitute of

merit , but it is the only part of it that I think worthy of being present-

ed to the reader.

" Who first sent the black ship through ocean, like a whale through

the bursting of foam ? Look from thy darkness, on Cronath, Osaan

of the harps of old ! Send thy light on the blue-rolling waters, that

I may behold the king. I see him dark in his own shell of oak ! sea-

tossed Larthon, thy soul is strong. It is careless as the wind of thy

sails—as the wave that rolls by thy side. But the silent green isle is be-

fore thee, with its sons, who are tall as woody Lumon ; Lumon which

sends from its top a thousand streams, white-wandering down its

sides."

It may, perhaps, be for the credit of this bard, to translate no more

of this poem, for the continuation of his description of the Irish giants

betrays his want of judgment.
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Account of the first settlement of the Firtolj; in Ireland.

king, in the season of his rest ? Were the dim
forms of thy fathers bending in thy dreams? Per-
haps they stand on that cloud, and wait for Fonar's

song ; often they come to the fields where their

sons are to lift the spear. Or shall our voice arise

for him who lifts the spear no more ; he that con-
sumed the field, from Moma of the groves ?"

" Not forgot is that cloud in war, bard of other

times. High shall his tomb rise on Moi-lena, the

dwelling of renoT\Ti. But now roll back my soul

to the times of my fathers : to the years when first

they rose on Inis-huna's waves. Nor alone plea-

sant to Cathmor is the remembrance of Avood-

covered Lumon. Lumon, of the streams, the

dwelling of white-bosomed maids.
" Lumon,* of the streams, thou risest on Fonar's

soul ! Thy sun is on thy side, on the rocks of thy

bending trees. The dun roe is seen from thy

furze : the deer lifts his branchy head ; for he sees,

at times, the hound on the half-covered heath.

Slow, on the vale, are the steps of maids ; the

white-ai'med daughters of the bow : they lift their

blue eyes to the hill, from amidst their wandering

locks. Not there is the stride of Larthon, chief of

Inis-huna. He mounts the wave on his own dark

oak, in Cluba's ridgy bay. That oak which he

cut from Lumon, to bound along the sea. The
maids turn their eyes away, lest the king should

* Lumon was a hill in Inis-huna, near the residence of Sul-malla.

This episotle has an immediate connexion with what is said of Larthon,

in the dFescription of Cathmor's shield

.
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Account of the first settlement of the Firbolg in Ireland.

be lowly laid ; for never had they seen a ship

—

dark rider of the wave

!

" Now he dares to call the winds, and to mix
with the mist of ocean. Blue Inis-fail rose, in

smoke ; but dark-skirted night came down. The
sons of Bolga feared. The fiery-haired Ton-thena

rose. Culbin's bay received the ship, in the bosom
of its echoing woods. There, issued a stream,

from Duthuma's horrid cave ; where spirits gleamed,

at times, with their half-finished forms.

" Dreams descended on Larthon : he saw seven

spirits of his fathers. He heard their half-formed

words, and dimly beheld the times to come. He
beheld the kings of Atha—the sons of future days.

They led their hosts along the field, like ridges of

mist, which winds pour, in autumn, over Atha, of

the groves.

" Larthon raised the hall of Samla, * to the

music of the harp. He went forth to the roes of

Erin, to their wonted streams. Nor did he forget

gi'een-headed Lumon ; he often bounded over his

seas, to where white-headed Flathal f looked from
the hill of roes. Lumon, of the foamy streams,

thou risest on Fonar's soul
!"

Morning pours from the east. The misty heads

of the mountains rise. Valleys show on every side

• Samla, apparitions, so called from the vision of Larthon, concern-

ing his jx)sterity.

t Flatlial, heavcnli,, txquisitchj beautiful. She was the wife of

Larthon.
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Soliloquy of Ossian.

the gray-windings of their streams. His host heard

the shield of Cathmor: at once they rose around

—

like a crowded sea, when first it feels the wings of

the wind. The waves know not whither to roll

;

they lift their troubled heads.

Sad and slow, retired Sul-malla to Lona, of the

streams. She went and often turned ; her blue

eyes rolled in tears. But when she came to the

rock that darkly covered Lona's vale, she looked

from her bursting soul on the king ; and sunk, at

once, behind.

Son of Alpin, strike the string. Is there aught

of joy in the hai-j) ? Pour it, then, on the soul of

Ossian—it is folded in mist. I hear thee, O bard 1

in my night. But cease the lightly-trembling

sound. The joy of grief belongs to Ossian, amidst

his dark-brown years.

Green thorn of the hill of ghosts, that shakes

thy head to nightly winds ! I hear no sound in

thee ; is there no spirit's windy skirt noAV rustling-

in thy leaves ? Often are the steps of the dead in

the dark-eddpng blasts ; when the moon, a dun
shield from the east, is rolled along the sky.

UUin, Caml, and Ryno, voices of the days of

old ! Let me hear you, while yet it is dark, to

please and awake my soul. I hear you not, ye

sons of song ; in what hall of the clouds is youi*

rest ? Do you touch the shadoAvy hai-p, robed

Avith morning mist, Avhere the rustling sun comes

forth from his gi-een-headed Avaves ?
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BOOK EIGHTH.



ARGUMENT.

The fourth morningsfrom the openhtg of the poem^ comes

on. Fingal still continuing in the place to which he had

retired on thepreceding nighty is seen, at intervals, throiigh

the mist which covered the rock of Cormul. The descent

of the king is described. He orders Gaul, Dermid, and

Carril the hard, to go to the valley of China, and conduct,

from thence, to the Caledonian army, Ferad-artho, the son

of Cairhar, the only person remaining of the family of
Conar, the frst king of Ireland. The king takes the

coinmand of the army, and prepares for battle. March-
ing towards the enemy, he comes to the cave of Lubar^

where the body ofFUlan lay. Upon seeing his dog. Bran,
who lay at the entrance of the cave, his grief returns.

Cathmor arranges the Irish army in order of battle. The
appearance of that hero. The general conflict is described.

The actions of Fingal and Cathmor. A storm. The
total rout of the Fir-bolg. The two kings engage, in a

column of mist, on the banks of Lubar. Their attitude ajid

conference after the combat. The death of Cathmor. Fin-

gal resigns the spear of Trenmor to Ossian. The cere-

monies observed on that occasion. The spirit of Cathmor,

in the mean tirne, appears to Sul-maUa, in the valley of

Lona. Her sorrow. Evening comes on. Afeast is pre-

pared. The coming of Ferad-artho is announced by the

songs of an hundred hards. Thepoem closes with a speech

ofFingal.
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As when the wintry winds have seized the

waves of the mountain-lake—Iiave seized them,

in stormy niglit, and clothed them over with ice;

white, to the hunter's early eye, the billows still

seem to roll. He turns his ear to the sound of

each unequal ridge. But eacli is silent, gleaming-,

stre^\Ti with boughs and tufts of gi*ass, which shake

and whistle to the wind, over their gray seats of

fi-ost. So silent shone to the morning the ridges

of Morven's host, as each warrior looked up from

his helmet towards the hill of the king ; the cloud-

covered hill of Fingal, Avhere he strode, in the folds

of mist. At times is the hero seen, greatly dim in

all his arms. From thought to thought rolled the

war, along his mighty soul.

Now is the coming forth of the king. First

appeared the sword of Luno ; the spear half issu-

ing from a cloud, the shield still dim in mist. But
when the stride of the king came abroad, with all

his gTay dewy locks in the wind; then rose the

shouts of his host over every moving tribe. They
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Fingal addresses his chie&.^His greatness of soul.

gathered, gleaming", round, with all their echoing

shields. So rise the green seas round a spirit,

that comes down from the squally wind. The
traveller hears the sound afar, and lifts his head

over the rock. He looks on the troubled bay, and

thinks he dimly sees the form. The waves sport,

unwieldy, round, with all their backs of foam.

Far distant stood the son of Momi, Duthno's
race, and Cona's bard. We stood far distant

;

each beneath his tree. We shunned the eyes of

the king ; we had not conquered in the field. A
little stream rolled at my feet : I touched its light

wave with my spear. 1 touched it with my spear

;

nor there was the soul of Ossian. It darkly rose,

from thought to thought, and sent abroad the

sigh.

" Son of Morni," said the king, " Dermid,
hunter of roes ! why are ye dark, like two rocks,

each with its trickling waters ? No wrath gathers

on Fingal's soul against the chiefs of men. Ye
are my strength in battle ; the kindling of my joy

in peace. My early voice has been a pleasant

gale to your ears, when Fillan prepared the bow.

The son of Fingal is not here, nor yet the chase of

the bounding roes. But why should the breakers

of shields stand, darkened, far away ?"

Tall they strode towards the king; they saw
him turned to Mora's wind. His tears came down
for his blue-eyed son, who slept in the cave of

streams. But he brightened before them, and
spoke to the broad-shielded kings.
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of Ferad-Artho, the young king of Ireland.^-Note.

" Crommal, with woody rocks and misty top,

the field of winds, pours forth, to the sight, blue

Lubar's streamy roar. Behind it rolls clear-wind-

ing Lavath, in the still vale of deer. A cave is

dark in a rock; above it strong-winged eagles

dwell ; broad-headed oaks, before it, sound in

Cluna's wind. Within, in his locks of youth, is

Ferad-artho * blue-eyed king, the son of broad-

• Ferad-artho was the son of Cairbar MacCormac, king of Ireland.

He was the only one remaining of the race of Conar, the son of Tren-

mor, the first Irish monarch, according to Ossian. In order to make

this passage thoroughly understood, it may not be improper to reca-

pitulate some part of what has been said in preceding notes. Upon the

death of Conar, the son of Trenmor, his son, Cormac, succeeded on the

Irish throne. Cormac reigned long. His cliildren were Cairbar, who

succeeded him, and Ros-crana, the first wife of Fingal. Cairbar, long

before the death of his father, Cormac, had taken to wife Bos-gala, the

daughter of Colgar, one of the most powerful chiefs in Connaught*

and had, by her, Artho, afterwards king of Ireland, Soon after Artho

arrived at man's estate, his mother. Bos-gala, died, and Cairbar married

Bel-tanno, the daughter of Conachar «f Ullin, who brought him a son,

whom he called Ferad-artho, {• e. a man in the place of Artho- The
occasion of the name was this : Artho, when his brother was born,

was absent on an expedition in the south of Ireland. A false report

was brought to his father that he was killed. Cairbar, to use the

words of a poem on the subject, darkened for his fair-haired son.

He turned to the young beam of light, the son of Beltanno of Con-

achar. Thou Shalt be Ferad-artho, he said, a fire before thy race.

Cairbar soon after died, nor did Artho long survive him. Artho was

succeeded in the Irish throne by his son, Cormac, who, in his minority,

was murdered by Cairbar, the son of Borbar-duthul. Ferad-artho,

says tradition, was very young, when the expedition of Finga], to

settle him on the throne of Ireland, happened. During the short

reign of young Cormac, Ferad-artho lived at the royal residence of

Temora. Uixin the murder of the king, Condan the bard conveyed
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Fingal orders Gaul and Dermid to bring Ferad-artho to the army.

shielded Cairbar, from Ullin of the roes. He
listens to the voice of Condan, as, gi'ay, he bends

in feeble light. He listens, for his foes dwell in

the echoing halls of Temora. He comes, at times,

abroad, in the skirts of mist, to pierce the boimd-

ing roes. When the sun looks on the field, nor

by the rock, nor stream, is he ! He slmns the

race of Bolga, who dwell in his father's hall. Tell

him, that Fingal lifts the spear, and that his foes

perhaps may fail.

" Lift up, O Gaul, the shield before him.

Stretch, Dermid, Temora's spear. Be thy voice

in his eai', O Carril, with the deeds of his fathers.

Lead him to gi-een Moi-lena, to the dusky field of

ghosts ; for there I fall forward, in battle, in the

folds of war. Before dun night descends, come to

high Dunmora's top. Look, from the gray skirts

of mist, on Lena of the streams. If there my

Ferad-artho, privately, to the cave of Cluna, behind the mountain

Crommal, in Ulster, where they both lived concealed, during the

usurpation of the family of Atha. A late bard lias delivered the

whole history, in a poem just now in my possession. It lias little

merit, if we except the scene between Ferad-artho and the messen-

gers of Fingal, upon their arrival, in the valley of Cluna. After

hearing of the great actions of Fingal, the young prince proposes

the following questions, concerning him, to Gaul and Dermid : " Is

the king tall as the rock of my cave ? Is his spear a fir of Cluna ?

Is he a rough winged blast, on the mountain, which takes the green

oak by the head, and tears it from its hill ? Glitters Lubar within

his stride, when he sends his stately steps along ?•' •• Nor is he tall,"

said Gaul, ' as that rock; nor glitter streams within his strides, but
his soul is a mighty flood, Uke the strength of Ullin's seas."
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Fiiigal's address to Ossian,

standard shall float on wind, over Lubar's gleam-

ing stream, then has not Fingal failed in the last

of his fields."

Such were his words; nor aught replied the

silent, striding kings. They looked side-long on
Erin's host, and darkened as they went. Never
before had they left the king, in the midst of the

stormy field. Behind them, touching at times his

harj), the gray-haired Carril moved. He foresaw

the fall of the people, and mournful was the sound!

It was like a breeze that comes, by fits, over Le-
go's reedy lake ; when sleep half descends on the

hunter within his mossy cave.

" Why bends the bard of Cona," said Fingal,
*

' over his secret stream ? Is this a time for sor-

row, father of low-laid Oscar ? Be the waniors *

« Malvina is supposed to speak the following soliloquy :

—

*• Malvina is like the bow of the shower, in the secret valley of

streams ; it is bright, but the drops of heaven are rolling on its blended

light. They say that I am fair within my locks, but on my brightness

is the wandering of tears. Darkness flies over my soul, as the dusky

wave of the breeze along the grass of Lutha. Yet have not the roes

failed me, when I move between the hills. Pleasant, beneath my
white hand, arose the sound of harps. What then, daughter of Lutha,

travels over thy soul, like the dreary path of a ghost, along the nightly

beam ? Should the young warrior fall, in the roar of his troubled

fields ! "\oung virgins of Lutha arise, call back the wandering

thoughts of Malvina. Awake the voice of the harp, along my echoing

vale. Then shall my soul come forth, like a light from the gates of

the morn, when clouds are rolled around them, with their broken

8ides.

'• Dweller of my thoughts by night, whose form ascends in troub-

p 2
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Fingal'a grief on beholding tlie body ofliis

remembered in peace, Avhen echoing shields aie

heard no more. Bend then, in grief, over the

flood, where blows the mountain breeze. Let
them pass on thy soul, the blue-eyed dwellers of

the tomb. But Erin rolls to war, wide-tumbling,

rough, and dark. Lift, Ossian, lift the shield. I

am alone, my son '

"

As comes the sudden voice of winds to the be-

calmed ship of Inis-huna, and drives it large along

the deep, dark rider of the wave : so the voice of

Fingal sent Ossian, tall, along the heath. He lifted

high his shining shield, in the dusky wing of war:

like the broad, blank moon, in the skirt of a cloud,

before the storms arise.

Loud, from moss-covered Mora poured down,

at once, the broad-winged war. Fingal led his

people forth, king of Morven of streams. On high

spreads the eagle's wing. His gi-ay hair is pom-ed

on his shoulders broad. In thunder are his mighty

strides. He often stood, and saw behind the

wide -gleaming rolling of armour. A rock lie

seemed, gray over with ice, Avhose woods are high

in wind. Bright streams leap from its head, and

spread their foam on blasts.

led fields, why dost thou stir up my soul, thou far distant son of the

king ? Is that the ship of my love, its dark course through the

ridges of ocean ? How art thou so sudden, Oscar, from the heath

of shields?"

The rest of this poem consists of a dialogue between UUin and

MaiVina, wherein the distress of the latter is carried to tlic highest

pitch.
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Now lie came to Lubar's cave, where Filljiii

dai'ldy slept. Bran still lay on the broken shield:

the eatile-win^- is strewed by the winds. Briixht,

from withered turze, looked forth the hero's spear.

Then tiiief stin'ed the soul of the king, like whirl-

winds blackening on a lake. He tm-ned his sud-

den step, and leaned on his bending spear.

White-breasted Bran came bounding A\ith joy

to the known path of Fingal. He came and looked

towards the cave, where the blue-eyed hunter lay,

for he A\'as wont to stride with morning to the

dewy bed of the roe. It was then the tears of the

king came down, and all his soul was dark. But
as the rising wind rolls away the storm of rain,

and leaves the white streams to the sun, and high

hills with their heads of grass: so the retmning

war brightened the mind of Fingal. Heboiuidedj*

• The Irish compositions concerning Fingal invariably speak of him

as a giant Of these Hibeniian poems there are now many in my
hands. From the language, and allusions to the times in which they

were written, I should fix the date of their compositions in the fifteenth

and sixteenth centuries. In some passages, the poetry is far from

wanting merit, but the fable is unnatural, and the whole conduct of

the pieces injudicious. I shall give one instance of the extravagant

fictions of the Irish bards, in a poem which they most unjustly, ascribe

to Ossian. The story of it is this:—Ireland being threatened with an

invasion from some part of Scandinavia, Fingal sent Ossian, Oscar,

and Ca-olt to watch the bay, in which, it was expected, the enemy was

to land. Oscar, unluckily, fell asleep before the Scandinavians appear-

ed ; and, great as he was, says the Irish bard, he had one bad property,

that no less could waken him, before his time, than cutting off one of

his fingers, or throwing a great st«H» against his head ; and it was dan-
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on his spear, over Lubar, and struck his echoing

shield. His ridgy host bend forward, at once,

with all their pointed steel.

Nor Erin heard, Avith fear, the sound: wide
they came rolling along. Dark Malthos, in the

wing of war, looks forward from shaggy brows;

next rose that beam of Hght, Hidalla; then the

side-long-looking gloom of Maronnan. Blue-

shielded Clonar lifts the spear; Cormar shakes his

bushy locks on the wind. Slowly, from behind a

rock, rose the bright form of Atha. First appear-

ed his two-pointed spears, then the half of his

burnished shield: like the rising of a nightly me-
teor, over the vale of ghosts. But when he shone

all abroad, the hosts plunged, at once, into strife.

The gleaming waves of steel are poured on either

side.

As meet two troubled seas, with the rolling of

all their waves, when they feel the wings of con-

gerous to come near him on tliose occasions, till he had recovered him-

self, and was fully awake. Ca-olt, who was employed by Ossian to

waken his son, made choice of throwing the stone against his head,

as the least dangerous expedient. The stone, rebounding from the

hero's head, shook, as it rolled along, the hill, for three miles round.

Oscar rose in rage, fought bravely, and, singly, vanquished awing of

the enemy's army. Thus the bard goes on, till Fingal put an end
to the war, by the total rout of the Scandinavians. Puerile, and even

despicable as these fictions are, yet Keating and O'Flaherty have no
better authority than the poems which contain them, for all that they

wrrite concerning Fion Mac-Comnal, and the pretended militia of Ire-

land.
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The deeds of Fingal and Catlimor described.

tending winds, in the rock-sided firth of Liinion :

along tlie echointf hills is tlie dim course of ghosts :

from the blast fall the torn gi'oves on the deep,

amidst the foamy path of whales. So mixed the

hosts ! Now Fingal ; now Cathmor came abroad.

The dark tumbling of death is before them ; the

gleam of broken steel is rolled on their steps, as,

loud, the high-bounding kings hewed doAvn the

ridge of shields.

Maronnan fell, by Fingal, laid large across a

stream. The waters gathered by his side, and leapt

gray over hLs bossy shield. Clonar is pierced by
Cathmor : nor yet lay the chief on earth. An oak

seized his hair in his fall. His helmet rolled on

the gi-ound. By its thong hung his broad shield

:

over it Avandered his streaming blood. Tla-min *

• Tla-min, mildly soft. The loves of Clonar and Tla-min were ren-

dered famous in the north, by a fragment of a lyric poem. It is a

dialogue between Clonar and Tla-min. She begins with a soliloquy,

which he overhears.

Tla-min—" Clonar, son of Conglas of I-mor, young hunter of

dmi-sided roes ! where art thou laid, amidst rushes, beneath the pass-

ing wing of the breeze ? I behold thee, my love, in the plain of thy

own dark streams ! The clung thoin is rolled by the wind, and rustics

alotiR his shield. Bright in his locks he lies ; the thoughts of his

dreams fly, darkening over his face. Thou thinkest of the battles of

Ossian, young son of the echoing isle

!

" Half-hid, in the grove, I sit down. Fly back, ye mists of the

hill. Why should ye hide her love from the blue eyes of Tla-min of

harps ?

"

Clonar.—" As the spirit, seen in a dream, flics off from our open-

ing eyes, we think we behold his bright path between the clusinj,'
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Ossian kills the joung Hidalla.

shall weep, in the hall, and strike her heaving

breast.

Nor did Ossian forget the spear, in the wing of

his war. He strewed the field with dead. Young
Hidalla came. " Soft voice of streamy Clonra

!

Why dost thou lift the steel ? O that we met in

the strife of song, in thy own rushy vale !" Mal-
thos beheld him low, and darkened as he rushed

along. On either side of a stream, we bend in the

echoing strife. Heaven comes rolling down : around
burst the voices of squally winds. Hills are clothed,

at times, in fire. Thunder rolls in wreaths of mist.

In darkness shrunk the foe : Morven's warriors

stood aghast. Still I bent over the stream, amidst

my whistling locks.

Then rose the voice of Fingal, and the sound of

the flying foe. I saw the king, at times, in hght-

ning, darkly striding in his might. I struck my
echoing shield, and hung forward on the steps of

hills ; so fled the daughter of Clun-gal from the sight of Clonar of

shields. Arise from the gathering of trees, blue-eyed Tla-min

arise."

Tla-min.—" I turn me away from his steps. Why should he know

of my love ! My white breast is heaving over sighs, as foam on the

dark course of streams. But he passes away, in his arms ! Son of

Conglas, my soul is sad."

Clonar " It was the shield of Fingal ! the voice of kings from

Selma of harps ! My path is towards green Erin. Arise, fair light,

from thy shades. Come to the field of my soul, there is the spread-

ing of hosts. Arise, on Clonar's troubled soul, young daughter of the

blue-shielded Clungal."

Clungal was the chief of l-mor, one of the Hebrides.
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The combat of Fingal and Cathmor.

Alnecma ; the foe is rolled before me, like a wreath

of smoke.

The sun looked forth from his cloud. The hun-

dred streams of Moi-lena shone. Slow rose the

blue columns of mist, against the glittering hill.

" Where are the mighty kings ?" * Nor by that

stream, nor wood are they ! I hear the clang of

arms ! Their strife is in the bosom of that mist.

Such is the contending of spirits in a nightly cloud,

when they strive for the wintry wings of winds,

and the rolling of the foam-covered waves.

I rushed along. The gray mist rose. Tall,

gleaming, they stood at Lubar. Cathmor leaned

against a rock. His half-fallen shield received

the stream, that leapt from the moss above. To-

wards him is the stride of Fingal : he saw the he-

ro's blood. His sword fell slowly to his side. He
spoke amidst his darkening joy.

" Yields the race of Borbar-duthul ? Or still

* Fingal and Cathmor. The conduct here is perhaps proper. The
numerous descriptions of single combats have already exhausted the

subject. Nothing new nor adequate to our high idea of the kings,

can be said. A column of mist is thrown over the whole, and the com-

bat is left to the imagination of the reader. Poets have ahnost uni-

versally failed in their descriptions of this sort. Not all the strength

of Homer could sustain, with dignity, the »??'««</^ of a single combat.

The throwing of a spear, and the braying of a shield, as some of our

own poets most elegantly express it, convey no magnificent, though

they are striking ideas. Our imagination stretches beyond, and conse-

quently despises, the description. It were, therefore, well, for some
poets, in my opinion, (though it is, perhaps, somewhat singular) to

have, sometimes, thrown mist over their single combats.
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ion of the heroes.

does he lift the spear? Not unheard is thy name,
at Atha, in the gi-een-dweUing of strangers. It lias

come, like the breeze of his desert, to the ear of

Fingal. Come to my hill of feasts : the mighty fail,

at times. No fire am 1 to low-laid foes : I rejoice

not over the fall of the brave. To close * the wound
is mine : I have known the herbs of the hills. I

seized their fail- heads, on high, as they waved by
their secret streams. Thou art dark and silent, king

of Atha of strangers !"

" By Atha of the stream," he said, " there rises

a mossy rock. On its head is the wandering of

boughs, within the course of winds. Dark, in its

face, is a cave, with its own loud rill. There have

I heard the tread of strangers, -j- when they passed

* Fingal is very much celebrated, in tradition, for his knowledge in

the virtues of herbs. The Irish poems, concerning him, often repre-

sent him curing the wounds which his chiefs received in battle. They
fable concerning him, that he was in possession of a cup, containing

the essence of herbs, which instantaneously healed wounds. The
knowledge of curing the wounded, was, till of late, universal among
tlie Highlanders. We hear of no other disorder which required the

skill of physic. The wholesnmcness of the climate, and an active

life, spent in hunting, excluded diseases.

t Cathmor reflects, with pleasure, even in his last moments, on the

relief he had afforded to strangers. The very tread of their feet was

pleasant in his ear. His hospitality was not passed unnoticed by the

bards ; for, witli them, it became a proverb, when they described the

hospitable disposition of a hero, /Aa< hcivaslike Cathfnor of Atha, the

friend of strangers. It will seem strange, that, in all the Irish poems,

there is no mention made of Cathmor. This must be attributed to the

revolutions and domestic confusions which happened in that island,
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Fingal resigns the spear of Tre

to my hall of shells. Joy rose, like a flame, on my
soul : I blest the echoing rock. Here be my dwell-

ing, in darkness ; in my grassy vale. From this I

shall mount the breeze that pursues my thistle's

beard ; or look down on blue-winding Atha, from

its wandering mist."

" Why speaks the king of the tomb ? Ossian !

the Avarrior has failed ! Joy meet thy soul, like a

stream, Cathmor, friend of strangers ! My son, I

hear the call of years : they take my spear as they

pass along. Why does not Fingal, they seem to

say, rest within his hall ? Dost thou always delight

in blood ?—in the tears of the sad ? No, ye dark-

rolling years, Fingal delights not in blood. Tears

are wintry streams that waste away my soul. But
when I lie doAvn to rest, then comes the mighty
voice of war. It awakes me, in my hall, and calls

forth all my steel. It shall call it forth no more !

Ossian, take thou thy father's spear. Lift it, in

battle, when the proud arise.

" My fathers, Ossian, trace my steps ; my deeds

are pleasant to their eyes. Wherever I come forth

to battle, on my field, are their columns of mist.

But mine arm rescued the feeble ; the haughty found
my rage was fire. Never over the fallen did mine

and utterly cut off all the real traditions concerning so ancient a period.

All that we have related of the state of Ireland, before the fifth cen-

tury, is of late invention, and the work of ill informed senachies and
injudicious bards.

VOL. II. Q
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eye rejoice. For tliis, * my fathers shall meet me,

at the gates of their airy halls, tall with rohes of

light, with mildly-kindled eyes. But, to the proud
in arms, they are darkened moons in heaven, which
send the fire of night red-wandering over their face.

" Father of heroes, Trenmor, dweller of eddying

winds ! I give thy spear to Ossian. Let thine eye

rejoice. Thee have I seen, at times, hright from

hetween thy clouds ; so appear to my son, when he

is to lift the spear : then shall he rememher thy

mighty deeds, though thou art now but a blast."

He gave the spear to my hand, and raised, at

once, a stone on high, to speak to future times,

with its gray head of moss. Beneath he placed a

SAVord f in earth, and one hright boss from his

shield. Dark in thought, awhile he bends : his

words at length came forth :

• The Celtic nations liad some idea of rewards, and perhaps of pu-

nishmeuts, after death. Those who behaved in life with bravery

and virtue were received with joy, to the airy halls of their fathers

;

but the dark in soul, to use the expression of the poet, were spumed
awayfrom the habitation of heroes, to wander on all the winds- An-
other opinion, which prevailed in those times tended not a little to

make individuals emulous to excell one another in martial achieve-

ments. It was thought, that, in the hall of clouds, every one had a

seat, raised above others, in proportion as he excelled them in va-

lour when he lived.

t There are some stones still to be seen in the north, which were
erected as memorials of some remarkable transactions between the

ancient chiefs. There are generally found, beneath them, some pieces

of arms, and a bit of half-burnt wood. The cause of placing the last

"here is not mentioned in tradition.



Ax\ EPIC POE."\I. 1J3

" When tliou, O stone, shalt moulder down, and

lose thee, in tlie moss of years, then sl)all tlie tra-

veller come, and whistlinfr pass away. Thou know-
est not, feeble man, that fame once shone on Moi-
lena. Here Fingal resig^ned his speai*, after the last

of his fields. Pass away, thou empty shade ! in

thy voice there is no renown. Thou dwellest by

some peaceful stream
; yet a few years and thou

art gone. No one remembers thee, thou dw^eller

of thick mist ! But Fingal shall be clothed with

fame, a beam of light to other times ; for he went
forth, in echoing steel, to save the weak in arms."

Brightening in his fame, the king strode to Lu-
bar's sounding oak, where it bent, from its rock,

over the bright tumbling stream. Beneath it is a

narrow plain, and the sound of the fount of the

rock. Here the standard * of Morven poured its

WTeaths on the wind, to mark the way of Ferad-

artho, from his secret vale. Bright from his parted

west, the sun of heaven looked abroad. The hero

saw his people, and heard their shouts of joy. In

broken ridges round, they glittered to the beam.

The king rejoiced, as a hunter in his own green

vale, when, after the storm is rolled away, he sees

* The erecting of his standard on the bank of Lubar, was the sig-

nal which Fingal, in the beginning of the book, promised to give to

the chiefs, who went to conduct Ferad-artho to the army, should he

himself prevail in battle. The standard here is called the sun-beat/i.

The reason of this appellation 1 gave in my notes on the poem intitu-

led Fingal.
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Sul-malla learns the death of Cathmor,

the gleaming sides of the rocks. The green thorn

shakes its head in their face ; from their top look

forward the roes.

Gray, * at his mossy cave, is hent the aged form
of Clonmal. The eyes of the bard had failed. He
leaned forward on his staff. Bright, in her locks,

before him, Sul-malla listened to the tale ; the tale

of the kings of Atha, in the days of old. The noise

of battle had ceased in his ear : he stopt, and raised

the secret sigh. The spirits of the dead, they said,

often lightened along his soul. He saw the king of

Atha low beneath his bending tree.

" Why art thou dark," said the maid? " The
strife of arms is past. Soon f shall he come to

thy cave, over thy winding streams. The sun

looks from the rocks of the west. The mists of

the lake arise. Gray, they spread on that hill,

the rushy dwelling of roes. From the mist shall

my king appear ! Behold, he comes in his arms !

Come to the cave of Clonmal, O my best belov-

ed."

It was the spuit of Cathmor, stalking, large, a

gleaming form. He sunk by the hollow stream that

' The scene is changed to the valley of Lona, whither Sul-malla had

been sent, by Cathmor, before the battle. Clonmal, an aged bard, or

rather Druid, as he seems here to be endued with a prescience of events,

had'.long dwelt there in a cave. This scene is calculated to throw a

melancholy gloom over the mind.

t Cathmor had promised, in the seventh book, to come to the cave

«f Clonmal, after the battle was over.
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by the appearance of tlie ghost of that hero.

roared between the hills. " It was but the hunter,"

she said, " who searches for the bed of the roe.

His steps are not forth to war ; his spouse expects

him with night. He shall, whistling, return witli

the spoils of the dark-brown hinds." Her eyes

were turned to the hill ; again the stately form

came down. She rose in the midst of joy. He
retired again in mist. Gradual vanish his limbs of

smoke, and mix with the mountain wind. Then
she knew that he fell !

" King of Erin, art thou

low ! " Let Ossian forget her grief; it wastes the

soul of age.*

• Tradition relates that Ossian, the next day after the decisive battle

between Fingal and Cathmor, went to find out Sul-malla, in the val-

ley of Lona. His address to her follows

:

" Awake, thou daughter of Conmor, from the fern-skirted cavern

of Lona. Awake thou sun-beam in deserts ; warriors one day must

fail. They move forth, like terrible lights ; but often their cloud is

near. Go to the valley of streams, to the wandering of herds, on

Lumon; there dwells, in his lazy mist, the man of many days.

But he is unknown, Sul-malla, like the thistle on the rock of roes ; it

shakes its gray beard, in the wind, and falls unseen, of our eyes.

Not such are the kings of men ; their departure is a meteor of

fire, which pours its red course from the desert, over the bosom of

night.

" He is mixed with the warriors of old, those fires that have hid

their heads. At times shall they come forth in song. Not forgot has

the warrior failed. He has not seen, Sul-malla, the fall of a beam
of his own: no fair-haired son, in his blood, young troubler of the

field. I am lonely, young branch of Lumon, I may hear the voice

of the feeble, when my strength shall have failed in years, for young
Oscar has ceased on his field. » • « • •

Sul-malla returned to her own country. She makes a considerable

(i2
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the arrival of Ferad-artho.

Evening came down on Moi-lena. Gray rolled

the streams of the land. Loud came forth the

voice of Fingal: the beam of oaks arose. The
people gathered round with gladness; with glad-

ness blended with shades.—they, sidelong, looked

to the king, and beheld his unfinished joy. Plea-

sant from the way of the desert, the voice of music

came. It seemed, at first, the noise of a stream,

far distant, on its rocks. Slow it rolled along the

hill, like the ruffled wings of a breeze, when it takes

the tufted beard of the rocks, in the still season of

night. It was the voice of Condan, mixed with

Canil's trembling harp. They came, with blue-

eyed Ferad-artho, to Mora of the streams.

Sudden bursts the song from our bards, on Lena:

the host stiiick their shields, amidst the sound.

Gladness rose brightening on the king, like the

beam of a cloudy day, when it rises, on the gieen

hill, before the roar of winds. He struck the bossy

shield of kings ; at once they cease around. The
people lean forward, from their spears, towards

the voice of their land.*

figure in another poem ; her behaviour in that piece accounts for that

partial regard with which the poet speaks of her throughout Temora.

• Before I finish my notes, it may not be altogether improper to ob-

viate an objection which may be made to the credibility of the story

of Temora. It may be asked, whether it is probable that Fingal could

perform such actions as are ascribed to him in this book, at an age

when his grandson Oscar had acquired so much reputation in arms?

To this it may be answered, that Fingal was but very young [book 4th]

when he took to wife Roscrana, who soon afterwards became the mo-
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Address of Fingal to Ossian.

" Sons of Morven, spread the feast; send the

night away in song. Ye have shone around me,

and the dark storm is past. My people are the

windy rocks, from which I spread my eagle-wings,

when I rush forth to renown, and seize it on its

field. Ossian thou hast the spear of Fingal: it is

not the staff of a hoy with which he strews the

thistle round, young wanderer of the field. No

:

it is the lance of the mighty, with which they

stretched forth their hands to death. Look to thy

fathers, my son; they are awful beams. With
morning lead Ferad-artho forth to the echoing halls

of Temora. Remind him of the kings of Erin;

the stately forms of old. Let not the fallen be for-

got, they were mighty in the field. Let Carril

pour his song, that the kings may rejoice in their

mist. To-monow I spread my sails to Selma's

shaded walls : where streamy Duthula winds
through the seats of roes."

ther of Ossian. Ossian was ako extremely young when he manied
Evirallin, the mother of Oscar. Tradition relates that Fingal was but

eighteen years old at the birth of his son Ossian ; and that Ossian was

much about the same age, when Oscar, his son was born. Oscar, per-

haps, might be about twenty, when he was killed in the battle of Gabh-

ra, [book 1st]; so the age of Fingal, when the decisive battle was

fought between him and Cathmor, wss just fifty-six years. In those

times of activity and health, the natural strength and vigour of a man
was little abated at such an age; so that there is nothing improbable

in the actions of Fingal, as related in this book.





CONLATH AND CUTHONA:

^ Poem.



ARGUMENT.

Conlath was the youngest ofMornVs sons, and brother to the

celebrated Gaul. He was in love with Cuthona, the

daughter of Rumar, when Toscar, the son of Kinfena, ac-

companied by Fercuth his friend, arrived from Ireland,

at Mora, where Conlath dwelt. He was hospitably re-

ceived, and, according to the custom of the times
,
feasted

three days with Conlath. On thefourth, he set sail, and

coasting the island of waves, one of the Hebrides, he saw

Cuthona hunting, fell in love with her, and carried her

away, by force, in his ship. He was forced, by stress of

weather, into I-thona, a desert Isle. In the mean time,

Conlath, hearing of the rape, sailed after him, andfound

him on thepoint of sailing for the coast ofIreland. They

fought; and they and their followers fell by mutual

wounds. Cuthona did not long survive ; for she died of

grief the third day after. Fingal, hearing of their un-

fortunate death, sent Stormal, the son of Moran, to bury

them, butforgot to send a bard to sing the funeral song

over their tombs. The ghost of Conlath comes, long af-

ter, to Ossian, to entreat him to transmit to posterity his

afid Cuthona''sfame. For it was the opinion of the times,

that the souls of the deceased were not happy till their ele-

gies were composed by a bard.



CONLATH AND CUTHONA.

Did not Ossian hear a voice? or is it the sound

of (lays that are no more? Often does the memory
of former times come, Uke tlie evenin*? sun, on my
soul. The noise of the chase is renewed. In

thought I lift the spear. But Ossian did hear a

voice! Who art thou, son of night? The chil-

dren of the feehle are asleep. The midnight wind
is in my hall. Perhaps it is the shield of Fingal

that echoes to the blast. It hangs in Ossian's hall.

He feels it sometimes with his hands. Yes, I hear

thee, my friend ! Long has thy voice been absent

from mine ear! What brings thee, on thy cloud,

to Ossian, son of generous iMonii? Are the friends

of the aged near thee? Where is Oscar, son of

fame? He was often near thee, O Conlath, when
the sound of battle arose.

Ghost of Conlath. Sleeps the sweet voice

of Cona, in the midst of his rusthng hall? Sleeps

Ossian in his hall, and his friends without their

fame? The sea rolls round dark I-thona. *

Our tombs are not seen in our Isle. How long

• I-thona, i4land qf waves, one of the uninhabited western isles.
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Eohloquy of Ossian,

shall our fame be unheard, son of resounding

Selma?
Ossian. O that mine eyes could behold thee!

Thou sittest, dim, on thy cloud ! Art thou like the

mist of Lano? An half-extinguished meteor of fire?

Of what are the skirts of thy robe? Of what is

thine airy bow? He is gone on his blast like the

shade of a wandering cloud. Come from thy wall,

O harp ! Let me hear thy sound. Let the light

of memory rise on I-thona. Let me behold again

my friends! And Ossian does behold his friends,

on the dark-blue isle. The cave of Thona appears,

with its mossy rocks and bending trees. A stream

roars at its mouth. Toscar bends over its course.

Fercuth is sad by his side. Cuthona* sits at a
distance, and weeps. Does the wind of the waves
deceive me! Or do I hear them speak?

Toscar. The night was stormy. From their hills

the groaning oaks came down. The sea darkly-

tumbled beneath the blast. The roaring waves
climbed against our rocks. The lightning came
often and showed the blasted fern. Fercuth! I

saw the ghost who embroiled the night t Silent

* Cuthona, the daughter of Rumar, whom Toscar had carried away
by force.

fit was long thought in the north of Scotland, that storms were
raised by the ghosts of the deceased. This notion is still entertained

by the vulgar; for they think that whirlwinds and sudden squalls of
wind are occasioned by spirits, who transport themselves, in that

manner, from one place to another.
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Dialogue between Fercuth and Toscar.

he stood, on that bank. His robe of mist flew on
the wand. I could behold his tears. An aged
man he seemed, and full of thouglit

!

Fercuth. It was thy father, O Toscar. He
foresees some death among his race. Such was his

appearance on Cromla, before the great Maronnan*
fell. Erin of hills of grass! how pleasant are thy vales!

Silence is near thy blue streams. The sun is on thy
fields. Soft is the sound of the harp in Selama.-f

Lovely the cry of the hunter on Cromla. But we
are in dark I-thona, surrounded by the storm. The
billows lift their white heads above our rocks. We
tremble amidst the night.

Toscar. Whither is the soul of battle fled, Fer-

cuth with locks of age? I have seen thee undaunted
in danger; thine eyes burning with joy in the fight.

Whither is the soul of battle fled? Our fathers

never feared. Go; view the settling sea: the

stormy wind is laid. The billows still tremble on
the deep, they seem to fear the blast. Go ; view
the settling sea. Morning is gray on our rocks.

The sun will look soon from the east; in all his

pride of light! I lifted up my sails, with joy, be-

fore the halls of generous Conlath. My course

was by a desert isle : where Cuthona pursued the

deer. I saw her like that beam of the sim that

« Ma-ronnan was the brother of Toscar.

t Selamath, beautiful to behold, the name of Toscar's residence

on the coast of Ulster, ne?.r the mountain Cromla.
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Dialogue between Toscar and Cuthona.

issues from the cloud. Her hair was on her heav-

ing breast. She, bending forward, drew the bow.

Her white arm seemed behind her, like the snow
of Cromla. Come to my soul, I said, huntress of

the desert isle ! But she wastes her time in tears^'

She thinks of the generous Conlath. Where can

I find thy peace, Cuthona, lovely maid!

Cuthona.* A distant steep bends over the sea,

with aged trees and mossy rocks. The billow rolls

at its feet. On its side is the dwelling of roes. The
people call it Mora. There the towers of my love

arise. There Conlath looks over the sea for his

only love. The daughters of the chase returned.

He beheld their downcast eyes. " Wliere is the

daughter of Rumar?" But they answered not.

My peace dwells on Mora, son of the distant

land

!

Toscar. Cuthona shall return to her peace! to

the towers of generous Conlath. He is the friend of

Toscar! I have feasted in his halls! Rise, ye gentle

breezes of Erin. Stretch my sails toward Mora's
shores. Cuthona shall rest on Mora : but the days

of Toscar must be sad. I shall sit in my cave

in the field of the sun. The blast will rustle in

my trees. I shall think it is Cuthona's voice.

But she is distant far, in the halls of the mighty
Conlath?

* Cuthona, the moumfid sound of the waves ; a poetical name given

her on account of her mourning to the sound of the waves ; lier name
in tradition is Gorm-huil, the blue-eyed maid.
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0&>ian addresses the ghost ofCuthona.

CuTHONA. Ha! Avhat cloud is that? It carries

the ghosts ofmy fathers. I see the skirts of their

robes, like gray and watery mist. When shall I

fall, O Rumar? Sad Cuthona foresees her death.

Will not Conlath behold me, before I enter the

narrow house?*
OssiAN. He shall behold thee, O maid. He

comes along the heaving sea. The death of Toscar

is dark on his spear. A wound is in his side! He
is pale at the cave of Thona. He shows his ghastly

wound. Where art thou with thy tears, Cuthona

!

The chief of Mora dies. The vision grows dim
on my mind. I behold the chiefs no more! But,

O ye bards of future times, remember the fall of

Conlath with tears. He fell before his day. Sad-

ness darkened in his hall. His mother looked to

his shield on the wall, and it was bloody. + She

knew that her hero fell. Her sorrow was heard

on Mora. Art thou pale on thy rock, Cuthona,

beside the fallen chiefs ? Kight comes, and day

returns, but none appears to raise their tomb.

Thou frightenest the screaming fowls away. Thy
tears for ever flow. Thou art pale as a watery

cloud, that rises from a lake

!

The sons of green Selma came. They found

Cuthona cold. They raised a tomb over the he-

• The grave.

t It was the opinion of the times, that the arms left by the heroes

at ]\oine became bloody the very instant their owners were killed,

though at ever so great a distance.
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Conclusion of Conlath and Cuthona.

roes. She rests at the side of Conlath ! Come
not to my dreams, O Conlath! Thou hast re-

ceived thy fame. Be thy voice far distant from

thy hall ; that sleep may descend at night. O that

I coiUd forget my friends ; till my footsteps should

cease to be seen! till I come among them with

joy ! and lay my aged Umbs in the narrow house I



BERRATHON:
^ poem.
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ARGUMENT.

Fingal^ in his voyage to Lochlin^ whither he had been invited

by Starno, thefather ofAgandecca^ touched at Berrathon,

an island of Scandinavia^ where he was kindly enter-

tained by Larthmor^ the petty king of the place, who was
a vassal of the supreme kings of Lochlin. The hospitality

of Larthmor gained him FingaVs friendship, which that

hero manifested after the imprisonment of Larthmor by

his own son, by sending Ossian, and Toscar, thefather of
Malvina, so often mentioned, to rescue Larthmor, and to

ptmish the unnatural behaviour of Uthal. Uthal was

handsome, and, by the ladies, much admired. Nina-thoTna^

the beautiful daughter of Torthoma, a neighbouringprince,

fell in love andfled with him. He proved inconstarit: for
another lady, whose name is not mentioned, gaining his

affections, he confined Nina-thoma to a desert island, near

the coast of Berrathon. She was relieved by Ossian, who,

in company with Toscar, landing on Berrathon, defeated

the forces of Uthal, and killed him in a single C07nbat.

Nina-thoma, whose love not all the bad behaviour of
Uthal could erase, hearing ofhis death, died ofgrief. In
the mean time Larthmor is restored, and Ossian and Tos-

car return in triumph to Fingal.

The poem opens with an elegy on the death ofMalvina, the

daughter of Toscar, and closes with presages of Ossian*!

death.
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Bend thy blue course, O stream! round the

narrow plain of * Lutha. Let the green woods
hang over it, from their hills : the sun look on it

at noon. The thistle is there on its rock, and
shakes its beard to the wind. The flower hangs

its heavy head, waving, at times, to the gale.

" Why dost thou awake me, O gale !" it seems

to say, " I am covered with the drops of heaven ?

The time of my fading is near, the blast that shall

scatter my leaves. To-morrow shall the traveller

come ; he that saw me in my beauty shall come.

His eyes will search the field, but they will not find

me." So shall they seai'ch in vain, for the voice

of Cona, after it has failed in the field. The hun-

ter shall come forth in the moraing, and the voice

of my harp shall not be heard. " Where is the

son of car-borne Fingal?" The tear will be on

his cheek ! Then come thou, O Malvina, with

* Lutha, stviftitrratn.
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The spirit of Malvina ascends to the aerial palace oif Fingal.

all thy music, come ! Lay Ossian in the plain of

Lutha : let his tomb rise in the lovely iield.

Malvina ! where art thou, with thy songs, with

the soft sound of thy steps ? Son * of Alpin, art

thou near ? where is the daughter of Toscar ? " I

passed, O son of Fingal, by Tor-lutha's mossy
walls. The smoke of the hall was ceased. Silence

was among the trees of the hill. The voice of the

chase was over. I saw the daughters of the bow.

I asked about Malvina, but they answered not.

They turned their faces away: thin darkness

covered their beauty. They were like stars, on a

rainy hill, by night, each looking faintly through

the mist."

Pleasant f be thy rest, O lovely beam ! soon

hast thou set on our hills ! The steps of thy de-

parture were stately, like the moon on the blue,

trembling wave. But thou hast left us in dark-

ness, first of the maids of Lutha ! We sit, at the

rock, and there is no voice ; no light but the

meteor of fire! Soon hast thou set, O Malvina,

daughter of generous Toscar! But thou risest

Uke the beam of the east, among the spirits of thy
friends, where they sit, in their stormy halls, the

chambers of the thunder ! A cloud hovers over

* His father was one of Fingal's principal bards, and he had a

poetical genius.

t Ossian speaks. He calls Malvina a beam of light, and continues

the metaphor tliroughout the paragraph.
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The spirit of Fingal welcomes that of Malvii

Cona. Its blue curling sides are high. The winds
are beneath it, with their wings. Within it is the

dwelling * of Fingal. There the hero sits in dark-

ness. His airy spear is in his hand. His shield,

half covered with clouds, is like the darkened
moon; when one half still remains in the waves
and the other looks sickly on the field

!

His friends sit around the king, on mist. They
hear the songs of Ullin : he strikes the half-view-

less harp. He raises the feeble voice. The lesser

heroes, with a thousand meteors, light the airy

hall. Malvina rises, in the midst; a blush is on
her cheek. She beholds the unknown faces of her
fathers. She turns aside her humid eyes. " Art
thou come so soon?" said Fingal, " daughter of

generous Toscar. Sadness dwells in the halls of

Lutha. My aged son f is sad ! I heai- the breeze

of Cona, that was wont to lift thy heavy locks. It

comes to the hall, but thou art not there. Its

voice m mournful among the arms of thy fathers

!

Go, with thy rustling wing, O breeze ! sigh on
Malviaa's tomb. It rises yonder beneath the

rock, at the blue stream of Lutha. The maids ^

* The description of this ideal palace of Fingal is agreeable to the

notions of those times, concerning the state of the deceased, who were

supposed to pursue, after death, the pleasures and employments of

their former life. The situation of the Celtic heroes, in their separate

state, if not entirely happy, is more agreeable than the notions of the

ancient Greeks concerning their departed heroes.

t Ossian, who had a great friendship for Malvina, both on account

of her love for his son Oscar, and her attention to himself.

t That i^ the young yirgins who lung the funeral elegy o»cr her

tonb.
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Youthful exploits of Ossian and T

are departed to their place. Thou alone, O breeze,

mournest there !"

But who comes from the dusky west, support-

ed on a cloud ? A smile is on his gray, watery

face. His locks of mist fly on wind. He bends

forward on his airy spear. It is thy father, Mal-
vina !

" Why shinest thou so soon, on our

clouds," he says, " O lovely light of Lutha ! But
thou wert sad, my daughter. Thy friends had
passed away. The sons of little * men were in

the hall. None remained of the heroes, but Os-
sian, king of spears !"

And dost thou remember Ossian, car-borne

Toscar f, son of Conloch ? The battles of our

youth were many. Our swords went together to

the field. They saw us coming like two falling

rocks. The sons of the stranger fled. " There
come the warriors of Cona !" they said. " Their

steps are in the paths of the flying !" Draw near,

son of Alpin, to the song of the aged. The deeds

of other times are in my soul. My memory beams
on the days that are past. On the days of mighty
Toscar, when our path was in the deep. Draw
near, son of Alpin, to the last sound of the voice

of Cona

!

* Tradition is entirely silent concerning what passed ill the north,

immediately after the death of Fingal and all his heroes ; by which it

would seem, that the actions of their successors were not to be com-
pared to those of the renowned Fingalians.

t Toscar was the son of that Conloch, who was also father to the

lady whose unfortunate death is related in the last episode of the

second book of Fingal.
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Fingal sends Os&ian and Toscar to the relief of Larthmor.

The king of Morveii commanded. I raised my
sails to the wind. Toscar, chief of Lutha, stood

at my side. I rose on the dark-blue wave. Our
course was to sea-surrounded Berrathon *, the

isle of many storms. There dwelt, with his locks

of age, the stately strength of Larthmor. Larth-

mor, who spread the feast of shells to Fingal, when
he went to Starno's lialls, in the days of Agan-
decca. But when the chief was old, the pride of

his son arose ; tlie pride of fair-haired Uthal, the

love of a thousand maids. He bound the aged

Larthmor, and dwelt in his sounding halls !

Long pined the king in his cave, beside his roll-

ing sea. Day did not come to his dwelling ; nor

the burning oak by night. But the wind of ocean

was there, and the parting beam of the moon. The
red star looked on the king, when it trembled on

the western wave. Snitho came to Selma's hall

:

Snitho, the friend of Larthmor's youth. He told

of the king of BeiTathon : the ^vrath of Fingal

arose. Thrice he assumed the spear, resolved to

stretch his hand to Uthal. But the memory f of

his deeds rose before the king. He sent his son

and Toscar. Our joy was great on the rolling sea.

We often half-unsheathed our swords. For never

before had we fought alone, in battles of the speai*.

* Berrathon, a promontory in the midst qfwaves-

t The meaning is, that Fingal remembered his own great actions,

and consequently would not sully them by engaging in a petty war

against Uthal, who was so far his inferior in valour and power.
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Ossian relieves Nina-thoma, c

Night came down on the ocean. The winds
departed on their wings. Cold and pale is the

moon. The red stars lift their heads on high.

Our course is slow along the coast of Berrathon.

The white waves tumble on the rocks. " What
voice is that," said Toscar, " which comes be-

tween the sounds of the waves? It is soft but
mournful, like the voice of departed bards. But I

behold a maid *. She sits on the rock alone. Her
head bends on her arm of snow. Her dark hair is

in the wind. Hear, son of Fingal, her song, it is

smooth as the gliding stream." We came to the

silent bay, and heard the maid of night.

" How long will ye roll around me, blue-tumb-

ling waters of ocean ? My dwelling was not al-

ways in caves, nor beneath the whistling tree.

The feast was spread in Torthoma's hall. My
father delighted in my voice. The youths beheld

me in the steps of my loveliness. They blessed

the dark-haired Nina-thoma. It was then thou
didst come, O Uthal ! like the sun of heaven 1

The souls of the virgins are thine, son of generous

Larthmor ! But why dost thou leave me alone,

in the midst of roaring waters? Was my soul

dark with thy death ? Did my white hand lift the

sword? Why then hast thou left me alone, king
of high Finthormo -j-

?"

» Nina-thoma, the daughter of Torthoma, who had been confined

to a desert island by her lover, Uthal.

t Finthormo, the palace of Uthal. The names in this episode are

not of a Celtic original.



BERRATIION. 205

0:>Uan and Toiiar arrive at Finthormo. The insulting message of Uthal.

The tear started from my eye, when I heard

the voice of tlie maid. I stood before her in my
arms. I spoke tlie words of peace !

" Lovely
dweller of the cave ! what sigh is in thy breast ?

Shall Ossian lift his sword in thy presence, the

destruction of thy foes ? Daughter of Torthoma,
rise. I have heaid the words of thy grief. The
race of Morven are around thee, who never in-

jured the weak. Come to our dark-bosomed ship

!

thou brighter than that setting moon ! Our course

is to the rocky Berrathon, to the echoing walls of

Finthormo." She came in her beauty : she came
with all her lovely steps. Silent joy brightened in

her face ; as when the shadows fly from the field

of spring ; the blue stream is rolling in brightness,

and the green bush bends over its course

!

The morning rose with its beams. We came
to Rothma's bay. A boar rushed from the wood

:

my spear pierced his side, and he fell. I rejoiced

over the blood*. I foresaw my growing fame.

But now the sound of Uthal's train came, from
the high Finthormo. They spread over the heath

to the chase of the boar. Himself comes slowly

on, in the pride of his strength. He lifts two
pointed spears. On his side is the hero's sword.

• Ossian might have thought that his killing a boar on his first

landing in Berrathon was a good omen of his future success in that

island. The present Highlanders look, with a degree of superstition,

upon the success of their first action, after they have engaged in any

desperate undertaking.

VOL. II. !i
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Three youths carry his polished bows. The bound-

ing of five dogs is before him. His heroes move
on, at a distance, admiring the steps of the king.

Stately was the son of Larthmor? but his soul

was dark ! Dark as the troubled face of the moon,
when it foretels the storms !

We rose on the heath before the king. He
stopt in the midst of his course. His heroes ga-

thered around. A gray-haired bard advanced.

"Whence are the sons of the strangers !" began the

bard of song. " The children of the unhappy come
to Berrathon ; to the sword of car-borne Uthal.

He spreads no feast in his hall. The blood of

strangers is on his streams. If from Selma's walls

ye come, from the mossy walls of Fingal, choose

three youths to go to your king to tell of the fall

of his people. Perhaps the hero may come and
pom* his blood on Uthal's sword. So shall the

fame of Finthormo arise, like the growing tree of

the vale
!"

** Never will it rise, O bard !" I said in the

pride of my wrath. " He would shrink from the

presence of Fingal, whose eyes are the flames of

death. The son of Comhal comes, and kings va-

nish before him. They are rolled together, like

mist, by the breath of his rage. Shall three tell

to Fingal, that his people fell ? Yes ! they may
tell it, bard ! but his people shall fall with fame

!"

I stood in the darkness of my strength. Toscar
drew his sword at my side. The foe came on
like a stream. The mingled sound of death arose.
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Nina-thoma dies of grief on beholding the dead bodyofUthal.

Man took man, shield met shield ; steel mixed its

beams with steel. Darts hiss through air. Spears

ring on mails. S^vords on broken bucklers bound.

As the noise of an aged grove beneath the roaring

wind, when a thousand ghosts break the trees by
night, such was the din of arms ! But Uthal fell

beneath my sword. The sons of Benathon lied.

It was then I saw him in his beauty, and the tear

hung in my eye ? " Thou art fallen *, young
tree," I said, " with all thy beauty round thee.

Thou art fallen on thy plains, and the field is bare.

The winds come from the desert! there is no sound

in thy leaves ! Lovely art thou in death, son of

car-borne Larthmor."

Nina-thoma sat on the shore. She heard the

sound of battle. She turned her red eyes on Leth-

mal, the gray-haired bard of Selma. He alone

had remained on the coast, with the daughter of

Torthoma. " Son of the times of old !" she said,

" I hear the noise of death. Thy friends have met
with Uthal, and the chief is low ! O that I had

remained on the rock, inclosed with the tumbling

waves! Then would my soul be sad, but his death

would not reach my ear. Art thou fallen on thy

heath, O son of high Finthormo ! Thou didst

• To moum over the fall of their enemies was a practice universal

ainong the Celtic heroes. This is more agreeable to humanity, than

the shameful insulting of the dead, so common in Homer, and, after

him, servilely copied by all his imitators, the humane Virgil not ex-

cepted, who have been more successful in borrowing the imperfections

of Xhct great poet, than in their imitation of his beauties.
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Larthraor laments the death of his unnatural s

leave me on a rock, but my soul was full of thee.

Son of high Finthormo ! art thou fallen on thy

heath ?"

She rose pale in her tears. She saw the bloody

shield of Uthal. She saw it in Ossian's hand.

Her steps were distracted on the heath. She
flew. She found him. She fell. Her soul came
forth in a sigh. Her hair is spread on her face.

My bursting tears descend. A tomb arose on the

unhappy. My song of woe was heard. " Rest,

hapless childi-en of youth ! Rest at the noise of

that mossy stream ! The virgins will see your

tomb, at the chase, and turn away their weeping
eyes. Your fame will be in song. The voice of

the harp will be heard in your praise. The daugh-

ters of Selma shall hear it : your renown shall be

in other lands. Rest, children of youth, at the

noise of the mossy stream!"

Two days we remained on the coast. The
heroes of Berrathon convened. We brought Larth-

mor to his halls. The feast of shells is spread.

The joy of the aged was great. He looked to the

arms of his fathers. The arms which he left in

his hall, when the pride of Uthal rose. We were
renowned before Larthmor. He blessed the chiefs

of Morven. He knew not that his son was low,

the stately strength of Uthal ! They had told,

that he had retired to the woods, with the tears of

grief. They had told it, but he was silent in the

tomb of Rothma's heath.

On the fourth day we raised our sails, to the
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Ossian's affecting address on the approach of his own death.

roar of the northern wind. Larthmor came to the

coast. His bards exahed the song. The joy of

the king was great, he looked to Rothma's gloomy-

heath. He saw the tomb of his son. The memory
of Uthal rose. " Who of my heroes," he said,

" lies there ! he seems to have been of the kings

of men. Was he renoAvned in my halls, before the

pride of Uthal rose ? Ye are silent, sons of Ber-

rathon ! is the king of heroes low ? My heart

melts for thee, O Uthal! though thy hand was
against thy father. O that I had remained in the

cave ! that my son had dwelt in Finthormo ! I

might have heard the tread of his feet, when he
went to the chase of the boar. I might have

heard his voice on the blast of my cave. Then
would my soul be glad : but now darkness dwells

in my halls."

Such were my deeds, son of Alpin, when the

arm of my youth was strong. Such the * ac-

tions of Toscar, the car-borne son of Conloch.

But Toscar is on his flying cloud. I am alone at

Lutba. jNIy voice is like the last sound of the

wind, when it forsakes the woods. But Ossian

shall not be long alone. He sees the mist that

shall receive his ghost. He beholds the mist that

shall form his robe, when he appears on his hills.

Tbe sons of feeble men shall behold me, and ad-

mh-e the statuie of the chiefs of old. They shall

' Ossian speaks.

s 2
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Admirable description of the spirit of Fingal.

creep to their caves. They shall look to the sky
with fear: for my steps shall be in the clouds.

Darkness shall roll on my side.

Lead, son of Alpin, lead the aged to his woods.

The winds begin to rise. The dark wave of the

lake resounds. Bends there not a tree from Mora
with its branches bare ? It bends, son of Alpin,

in the rustling blast. My harp hangs on a blasted

branch. The sound of its strings is mournful.

Does the wind touch thee, O harjj, or is it some
passing ghost! It is the hand of Malvina! Bring

me the hai*p, son of Alpin. Another song shall

rise. My soul shall depart in the sound. My
fathers shall hear it in their airy hall. Their dim

faces shall hang, with joy, from their clouds ; and

their hands receive their son. The aged oak bends

over the stream. It sighs with all its moss. The
withered fern whistles near, and mixes, as it waves,

with Ossian's hair.

" Strike the harp, and raise the song: be near,

with all your wings, ye winds. Bear the mourn-

ful sound away to Fingal's airy hall. Bear it to

Fingal's hall, that he may hear the voice of his

son. The voice of him that praised the mighty

!

" The blast of the north opens thy gates, O
king ! I behold thee sitting on mist, dimly gleaming

in all thine arms. Thy form now is not the teiTor of

the valiant. It is like a watery cloud ; when we
see the stars behind it, with their Aveeping eyes.

Thy shield is the aged moon : thy sword a vapour

half kindled with fire. Dim and feeble is the



BERRATHON. 211

Ossian to the world of spirit»]

chief, who travelled in brightness before ! But thy

steps * are on the winds of the desert. The storms

are darkening in thy hand. Thou takest the sun

in thy wrath, and hidest him in thy clouds. The
sons of little men are afraid. A thousand showers

descend. But when thou comest forth in thy

mildness, the gale of the moniing is near thy

couise. The sun laughs in his blue fields. The
gray stream winds in its vale. The bushes shake

their green heads in the wind. The roes bound
towards the desert.

" There is a murmur in the heath ! the stormy

winds abate ! I hear the voice of Fingal. Long
has it been absent from mine ear! " Come, Os-
sian, come away," he says. " Fingal has received

his fame. We passed away, like flames that had
shone for a season. Om* departure was in renown.
Though the plains of our battles are dark and
silent ; our fame is in the four gray stones. The
voice of Ossian has been heard. The harp has

been strung in Selma." " Come, Ossian, come
away," he says, " come, fly with thy fathers, on
clouds." " I come, I come, thou king of men! The
life of Ossian fails. I begin to vanish on Cona.

• This description of the power of Fingal over the winds and storms,

and the image of his taking the sun, and hiding him in the clouds, do
not correspond with the preceding paragraph, where he is represented

as a feeble ghost, and no more the terror of the valiant
; but it

agrees with the notion of the times concerning the souls of the d©.

ceased, who, it was supposed, had the command of the winds and
storms, but took no concern in the affairs of men.
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Lamentation of Minvane, on the death of Rjno, son of Fingal.

My steps are not seen in Selma. Beside the

stone of Mora I sliall fall asleep. The winds
whistling in my gray hair, shall not aAvaken me.
Depart on thy wings, O wind ! thou canst not dis-

turb the rest of the bard. The night is long, but

his eyes are heav)% Depart, thou i-ustling blast."

" But why art thou sad, son of Fingal ! Why
grows the cloud of thy soul ? The chiefs of other

times are departed. They have gone without their

fame. The sons of future years shall pass away.
Another race shall arise. The people are like the

waves of ocean : like the leaves of woody Morven,
they pass away in the rustling blast, and other

leaves lift their green heads on high."

" Did thy beauty last, O Ryno * ? Stood the

• R)mo, the son of Fingal, who was killed in Ireland, in the war

against Swaran, was remarkable for the beauty of his person, his swift-

ness and great exploits. Minvane, the daughter of Morni, and sister

to Gaul, was in love with Ryno. Her lamentation over her lover

follows

:

Shk, blushinjj sad, from Morven's rocks, bends over the darkly,

rolling sea. She sees the youth in all their arms. V>'here, Ryno,

where art thou ?

Our dark looks told that he was low ! That pale the hero flew on

clouds ! That in the grass of Morven's hills his feeble voice was heard

in wind ?

And is the son of Fingal fallen on UUin's mossy plains ? Strong was

the arm that vanquished him ! Ah me ! I am alone !

Alone I shall not be, ye winds ! that lift my dark-brown hair. My
sighs shall not long mix with your stream ; for I must sleep with Ryno.

I see thee not, with beauty's steps, returning from the chase. The
night is round Minvane's love. Dark silence dwells with Ryno.
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Lamentation continued.

strength of car-borne Oscar ? Fingal himself de-

parted. The halls of his fathers forgot his steps.

Shalt thou then remain, thou aged bard ! when
the mighty have failed ? But my fame shall re-

main, and grow like the oak of Morven ; which

lifts its broad head to the storm, and rejoices in

the course of the wind !"

Where are thy dogs, and where thy bow ? Thy shield that was so

strong ? Thy sword like heaven's descending fire ? The bloody spear

of Ryiio ?

I see them mixed with thy deep ship ; I see them stained with blood.

No arms are in thy narrow hall, O darkly dwelling Ryno !

When will the morning come, and say, " Arise, thou king of spears !

Arise, the hunters are abroad. The hinds are near thee, Ryno !"

Away, thou fair-haired morning, away ! The slumbering king

hears thee not ! The hinds bound over his narrow tomb : for death

dwells round young Ryno.

But I will tread softly, my king ! and steal to the bed of thy re-

pose. Minvane will lie in silence, nor disturb the slumbering Ryno !

The maids shall seek me ; but they shall not find me ! They shall

follow my departure with songs. But I shall not hear you, O maids

I sleep with fair-haired Ryno.
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DISSERTATION,

The history of those nations who originally

possessed the north of Europe, is less known than

their manners. Destitute of the use of letters,

they themselves had not the means of transmitting

their great actions to remote posterity. Foreign

writers saw them only at a distance, and descrihed

them as they found them. The vanity of the Ro-
mans induced them to consider the nations heyond
the pale of their empire as barharians ; and, conse-

quently, their history unworthy of being investi-

gated. Their manners and singular character were
matters of curiosity, as they committed them to

record. Some men, othenvise of great merit,

among ourselves, give into confined ideas on this

subject. Having early imbibed their idea of ex-

alted manners ti'om the Greek and Roman writers,

they scarcely ever afterwards have the fortitude to

allow any dignity of character to any nation desti-

tute of the use of letters.
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Without derogating from the fame of Greece
and Rome, we may consider antiquity beyond the

pale of their empire worthy of some attention. The
nobler passions of the mind never shoot forth more
free and unrestrained than in the times we call

barbarous. That irregular manner of life, and
those manly pursuits from which barbarity takes

its name, are highly favourable to a strength of

mind unknown in polished times. In advanced
society the characters of men are more uniform

and disguised. The human passions lie in some
degi'ee concealed behind forms and artificial man-
ners; and the powers of the soul, without an op-

portunity of exerting them, lose their vigour. The
times of regular government and polished manners,

are therefore to be wished for by the feeble and
weak in mind. An unsettled state, and those

convulsions which attend it, is the proper field for

an exalted character, and the exertion of great

parts. Merit there rises always superior; no for-

tuitous event can raise the timid and mean into

power. To those who look upon antiquity in this

light, it is an agieeable prospect; and they alone

can have real pleasure in tracing nations to their

source.

The establishment of the Celtic states, in the

north of Europe, is beyond the reach of WTitten

annals. The traditions and songs to which they

trusted their history were lost, or altogether cor-

rupted in their revolutions and migrations, which
were so frequent and universal, that no kingdom in

Europe is now possessed by its original inhabitants.

Societies were formed, and kingdoms erected, from
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a mixture of nations, wlio, in process of time, lost

all knowledge of their own oria^in. If tradition

could be depended upon, it is only among a peo-

ple from all time free fi"om intermixtuie with fo-

reigners. We are to look for these among the

mountains and inaccessible parts of a country:

places, on account of their barrenness, unenviting

to an enemy, or whose natural strength enabled

the natives to repel invasions. Such are the inhabi-

tants of the mountains of Scotland. We, according-

ly, find, that they differ materially from those who
possess the lowand more fertile pait of the kingdom.

Their language is pure and original, and their manners
are those of an ancient and unmixed race of men.
Conscious of their own antiquity, they long des-

pised others as a new and mixed people. As they

lived in a country only fit for pasture, they were
free from that toil and business, which engi'oss

the attention of a commercial people. Their a-

musement consisted in hearing or repeating their

songs and traditions, and these entirely turned on
the antiquity of their nation, and the exploits of

their forefathers. It is no wonder, therefore, that

there are more remains of antiquity among them
than among any other people in Europe. Tradi-

tions, however, concerning remote periods are only

to be regarded in so far as they coincide with

contemporary wTiters of undoubted credit and ve-

racity.

No wTiters began their accounts from a more
early period, than the historians of the Scots na-

tion. Without records, or even tradition itself,

tliey give a long list of ancient kings, and a detail
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of their transactions, with a scrupulous exactness.

One might naturally suppose, that when they had
no authentic annals, they should, at least, have re-

course to the traditions of their country, and have
reduced them into a regular system of histoiy. Of
hoth they seem to have heen equally destitute.

Born in the Ioav country, and strangers to the an-

cient language of their nation, they contented

themselves with copying fiom one another, and
retailing the same fictions, in a new colour and
dress.

John Fordun was the first who collected those

fragments of the Scots history^ which had es-

caped the brutal policy of Edward I. and re-

duced them into order. His accounts, in so far as

they conceraed recent transactions, deserved cre-

dit: beyond a certain period they Avere fabulous

and unsatisfactory. Some time before Fordun
wrote, the king of England, in a letter to the

Pope, had rim up the antiquity of his nation to a

very remote era. Fordun, possessed of all the

national prejudice of the age, Avas imA\dlling that

liis country should yield, in point of antiquity, to

a people then its rivals and enemies. Destitute of

annals in Scotland, he had recoiuse to Ireland,

AA'^hich, according to the vulgar eiTors of the times,

was reckoned the first habitation of the Scots.

He found, there, that the Irish bards had carried

their pretensions to anticpiity as high as, if not be-

yond, any nation in Europe. It Avas from them
he took those improbable fictions, Avhich form the

first ])art of his history.

The writers that succeeded Fordun, implicitly
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followed his system, though they sometimes varied

from him in tlieir relations of pai'ticular transac-

tions, and the order of succession of tlieir kings.

As they had no new lights, and were equally with

him, unacquainted with the traditions of their

country, their histories contain little information

concerning the origin of the Scots. Even Buch-

annan himself, except the elegance and vigour of

his style, has very little to recommend him. Blind-

ed with political prejudices, he seemed more
anxious to turn the fictions of his predecessors to

his o^Ti pui-poses, than to detect their misre-

presentations, or investigate truth, amidst the dark-

ness which they had thi'own round it. It, there-

fore, appears, that little can be collected from their

own historians, concerning the first migration of

the Scots into Britain.

That this island was peopled from Gaul admits

of no doubt. Whether colonies came afterwards

from the north of Europe, is a matter of mere
speculation. Wlien South Britain yielded to the

power of the Romans, the unconquered nations to

the north of the province were distinguished by
the name of Caledonians. From their very name,

it appears that they were of those Gauls who
possessed themselves originally of Britain. It is

compounded of two Celtic words, Cael, signifying

Celts or Gauls, and Dim or Don, a hill; so that

Cael don, or Caledonians, is as much as to say,

the Celts of the hill-country. The Highlanders,

to this day, call themselves Cael, their language

Caelic, or Galic, and then- country Caeldoch,

which the Romans softened into Caledonia. This,

T 2
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of itself, is sufficient to demonstrate that they are

the genuine descendants of the ancient Caledoni-

ans, and not a pretended colony of Scots, who
settled first in the north, in the third or fourth

century.

From the double meaning of the word Cael,

which signifies strangers, as well as Gauls, or

Celts, some have imagined that the ancestors of

the Caledonians were of a different race from the

rest of the Britons, and that they received their

name upon that account. This opinion, say they,

is supported by Tacitus, who, from several circum-

stances, concludes that the Caledonians were of

German extraction. A discussion of a point so

intricate, at this distance of time, could neitlier

be satisfactory nor important.

Towards the latter end of the third, and begin-

ning of the fourth century, we meet with the Scots

in the north. Pojphyrius* makes the first men-
tion of them about that time. As the Scots were

not heard of before that period, most writers sup-

posed them to have been a colony, ncAvly come to

Britain, and that the Picts were the only genuine

descendants of the ancient Caledonians. This

mistake is easily removed. The Caledonians, in

process of time, became naturally divided into two
distinct nations, as possessing parts of the country

entirely different in their nature and soil. The
western coast of Scotland is hilly and barren; to-

wards the east, the country is plain and fit for

tillage. The inhabitants of the mountains^ a rov-

* St. Heirom. ad Ctesiphon.
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mg and uncontrollecl race of men, lived by feeding

of cattle, and what they killed in hunting. Their

employment did not fix them to one place. They
removed from one heath to another, as suited their

convenience or inclination. They were not, there-

fore, improperly called by their neighbours, Scuite,

or t/ie fvatidcring nation; which is evidently the

oriirin of the Roman name of Scoti.

On the other hand, the Caledonians who pos-

sessed the east coast of Scotland, as the division

of the country was plain and fertile, applied them-

selves to agriculture, and raising of com. It was
fi'om tliis that the Galic names of the Picts pro-

ceeded; for they are called in that language,

Critithnich, i. e. the wheat or corn-eaters. As
the Picts lived in a country so different it its na-

ture fi-om that possessed by the Scots, so their

national character suffered a material change. Un-
obstructed by mountains, or lakes, their communi-
cation with one another was free and fi-equent.

Society, therefore, became sooner established a-

mong them, than among the Scots, and conse-

quently they were much sooner governed by civil

magistrates and laws. This, at last, produced so

great a difference in the manners of the two na-

tions, that they began to forget their common ori-

gin, and almost continual quarrels and animosities

subsisted between them. These animosities, after

some ages, ended in the subversion of the Pictish

kingdom, but not in the total extirpation of the

nation, according to most of the Scots writers,

who seemed to think it more for the honour of

tlieir countrymen, to annihilate, than reduce a ri-
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val people under their obedience. It is certain,

however, that the very name of the Picts was lost,

and those that remained were so completely incor-

porated with their conquerors, that they soon lost

all memory of their own origin.

The end of the Pictish government is placed so

near that period to which authentic annals reach,

that it is matter of wonder that we have no mo-
numents of their language or history remaining.

This favours the system I have laid down. Had
they originally been of a different race from the

Scots, their language, of course, would be diffe-

rent. The contrary is the case. The names of

places in the Pictish dominions, and the very

names of their kings which are handed dov^ii to

us, are of Galic original, which is a convincing

proof that the two nations, were of old one and
the same, and only divided into two govern-

ments, by the effect which their situations had
upon the genius of the people.

The name of Picts is said to have been given

by the Romans to the Caledonians who possessed

the east coast of Scotland, fi-om their painting

their bodies. The story is silly, and the argument
absurd. But let us revere antiquity in her very

follies. This circumstance made some imagine

that the Picts were of British extract, and a dif-

ferent race of men from tlie Scots. That more of

the Britons, who fled northward from the tyranny of

the Romans, settled in the low country of Scot-

land, than among the Scots of the mountains, may be

easily imagined, from the very nature of the coun-

try. It was they who introduced painting among the
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Picts. From tliis circumstance, affirm some anti-

quaries, proceeded the name of the latter, to dis-

tinguish them from tlie Scots, who never had that

art among them^ and from the Britons, who dis-

continued it after the Roman conquest.

The Caledonians, most certainly, acquired a

considerable knowledge in navigation, by their liv-

ing on a coast intersected with many arms of the

sea, and in islands, divided one from another by

wide and dangerous friths. It is, therefore, highly

probable, that they very early found their way to

the north of Ireland, which is within sight of their

own country. That Ireland was first peopled

from Britain is, at length, a matter that admits of

no doubt. The vicinity of the two islands: the

exact correspondence of the ancient inhabitants of

both, in point of manners and language, are suffi-

cient proofs, even if we had not the testimony of

authors * of undoubted veracity to confirm it. The
abettors of the most romantic systems of Irish an-

tiquities allow it; but they place the colony from

Britain in an improbable and remote era. I shall

easily admit that the colony of the Firbolg, con-

fessedly the Belgce of Britain, settled in the south

of Ireland before the Coel, or Caledonians, dis-

covered the north : but it is not at all likely that

the migration of the Firbolg to Ireland happened
many centuries before the Christian era.

The poem of Temora throws considerable light

on this subject. The accounts given in it agree so
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well with what the ancients have delivered con-

cerning the first population and inhabitants of Ire-

land, that every unbiassed person will confess them
more probable than the legends handed down by-

tradition in that country. It appears, that, in the

days of Trathal, grandfather to Fingal, Ireland was
possessed by two nations—the Firbolg or BeJgoe

of Britain, who inhabited the south, and the CaM,
who passed over ft-om Caledonia and the Hebrides

to Ulster. The two nations, as is usual among an

unpolished and lately settled people, were divided

into small dynasties, subject to petty kings, or

chiefs, independent of one another. In this situa-

tion, it is probable, they continued long, without

any material revolution in the state of the island,

until Crothar, lord of Atha, a county in Connaught,
the most potent chief of the Firbolg, canied away
Conlama, the daughter of Cathmin, a chief of the

Cael, who possessed Ulster.

Conlama had been betrothed some time before

to Turloch, a chief of their own nation. Turloch
resented the affront offered him by Crothar, made
an irruption into Connaught, and killed Cormul,
the brother of Crothar, who came to oppose his

progi-ess. Crothar himself then took arms, and
either killed or expelled Turloch. The war upon
this became general between the two nations ; and
the Cael were reduced to the last extremity. In
this situation they applied for aid to Trathal, king

of Morven, who sent his brother, Conar, aheady
famous for his gi'eat exploits, to their relief. Co-
nar, upon his arrival in Ulster, was chosen king, by
the unanimous consent of the Caledonian tribes,
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who possessed that country. The war was renewed
with vigour and success ; but the Firbolg appear

to liave been rather repelled than subdued. In

succeeding reigns, we learn from episodes in the

same poem, that the chiefs of Atha made several

efforts to become monarchs of Ireland, and to expel

the race of Conar.

To Conar, succeeded his son, Cormac, who ap-

pears to have reigned long. In his latter days he
seems to have been driven to the last extremity by
an insurrection of the Firholg, who supported the

pretensions of the chiefs of Atha to the Irish throne.

Fingal, who was then very young, came to the aid

of Cormac, totally defeated Colc-ulla, chief of Atha,

and re-established Cormac in the sole possession of

all Ireland. It was then he fell in love with, and took

to wife, Ros-crana, the daughter of Cormac, who
was the mother of Ossian.

Cormac was succeeded in the Irish throne by
his son, Cairbre ; Cairbre, by Artho, his son_, who
was the father of that Cormac in whose minority

the invasion of Swaran happened, which is the sub-

ject of the poem of Fi?)gaL The family of Atha,

who had not relinquished their pretensions to the

Irish throne, rebelled in the minority of Cormac,
defeated his adherents, and murdered him in the

palace of Temora. Cairbai*, lord of Atha, upon
this mounted the throne. His usurpation soon

ended with his life ; for Fingal made an expedition

into Ireland, and restored, after various vicissitudes

of fortune, the family of Conar to the possession

of the kingdom. This war is the subject of Te-
mora ; the events, though certainly heightened and
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embellisbed by poetry, seem, notwithstanding, to

have their foundation in true history.

Temora contains not only tlie histoiy of tlie first

migration of the Caledonians into Ireland, it also

preserves some important facts concerning the first

settlement of the Firbolg, or Belgee of Britain^ in

that kingdom, under their leader, Larthon, who
was ancestor to Cairbar and Cathmor, who suc-

cessively mounted the Irish throne, after the deatli

of Cormac, the son of Artho. I forbear to trans-

cribe the passage on account of its length. It is

the song of Fonar, the bard ; towards the latter

end of the seventh book of Temora. As the gene-

rations from Larthon to Cathmor, to whom the

episode is addressed, are not marked, as are those

of the family of Conar, the first king of Ireland, we
can form no judgment of the time of the settlement

of the Firbolg. It is, however, probable it was
some time before the Cael, or Caledonians, settled

in Ulster. One important fact may be gathered

from this history, that the Irish had no king before

the latter end of the first century. Fingal lived,

it is supposed, in the third century ; so Conar, the

first monarch of the Irish, who was his grand-uncle,

cannot be placed farther back than the close of the

first. To establish this fact, is to lay, at once,

aside the pretended antiquities of the Scots and
Irish, and to get quit of the long list of kings which
the latter give us for a millenium before.

Of the affairs of Scotland, it is certain nothing

can be depended upon prior to the reign of Fergus,

the son of Ere, who lived in the fifth centmy.

The true history of Ireland begins somewhat later
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than that period. Sir James Ware, * who was
indefatigable in his researches after the antiquities

of his country, rejects as mere fiction and idle ro-

mance all that is related of the ancient Irish before

the time of St. Patrick, and the reign of Leogaire.

It is from this consideration, that he begins his

liistory at the introduction of Christianity, remark-

ing, that all that is delivered down conceniing the

times of paganism were tales of late invention,

strangely mixed with anachronisms and inconsis-

tencies. Such being the opinion of Ware, who
had collected, with uncommon industry and zeal,

all the real and pretendedly ancient manuscripts,

conceniing the history of his country,, we may, on
his authority, reject the improbable and self-con-

demned tales of Keating and O'Flaberty. Credu-

lous and puerile to the last degiee, they have dis-

graced the antiquities they meant to establish. It

is to be wished that some able Irishman, who un-

derstands the language and records of his country,

may redeem, ere it is too late, the genuine antiqui-

ties of Ireland, from the hands of these idle fabu-

lists.

By comparing the history in these poems with

the legends of the Scots and Irish writers, and by
afterwards examining both by the test of the Roman
authors, it is easy to discover which is the most

probable. Probability is all that can be established

on the authority of tradition—ever dubious and
uncertain. But when it favours the h}^othesis

laid down by cotemporary writers of undoubted

» War. de antiq. Hybern. prje. p. 1.
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veracity, and, as it were, finishes the figui-e of which

they only drew the outlines, it ought, in the judg-

ment of sober reason, to be preferred to accounts

framed in dark and distant periods, with little

judgment, and upon no authority.

Concerning the period of more than a century,

which intervenes between Fingal and the reign of

Fergus, the son of Ere or Arcath, tradition is dark

and contradictory. Some trace up the family of

Fergus to a son of Fingal, of that name, who makes
a considerable figure in Ossian's poems. The
three elder sons of Fingal, Ossian, Fillan, and
Ryno, dying without issue, the succession, of

course, devolved upon Fergus, the fourth son, and
his posterity. This Fergus, say some traditions,

was the father of Congal, whose son was Arcath,

the father of Fergus, properly called the first king

of Scots, as it was in his time the Ca'el, who pos-

sessed the western coasts of Scotland, began to

be distinguished, by foreigners, by the name of

Scots. From thenceforward, the Scots and Picts,

as distinct nations, became objects of attention to

the historians of other countries. The internal state

of the two Caledonian kingdoms has always conti-

nued, and ever must remain, in obscurity and
fable.

It is in this epoch we must fix the beginning of

the decay of that species of heroism which subsisted

in the days of Fingal. There are three stages in

human society. The first is the result of consan-

guinity, and the natural affection of the members
of a family to one another. The second begins

when property is established, and men enter into
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associations for mutual defence, against the inva-

sions and injustice of neighbours. Mankind submit,

in the third, to certain laws and subordinations of

government, to which they trust the safety of their

persons and property. As the first is formed on
nature, so, of course, it is the most disinterested

and noble. Men, in the last, have leisure to culti-

vate the mind, and to restore it, with reflection, to

a primeval dignity of sentiment- The middle state

is the region of complete barbarism and ignorance.

About the begiiming of the fifth century, the Scot*

and Picts were advanced into the second stage,

and, consequently, into those circumscribed senti-

ments which always distinguish barbarity. The
events that soon after happened did not at aU contri-

bute to enlarge their ideas, or mend theii' national

character.

About the year 426, the Romans, on account

of domestic commotions, entirely forsook Britain,,

finding it impossible to defend so distant a frontier.

The Picts and Scots, seizing this favourable oppor-

tunity, made incursions into the deserted province.

The Britons, enervated by the slavery of several

centuries, and those vices which are inseparable

from an advanced state of civility, were not able ta

withstand the impetuous, though UTegular attacks,

of a barbarous enemy. In the utmost distress,

they applied to their old masters, the Romans, and
(after the unfortunate state of the empire could not

spare aid) to the Saxons, a nation equally barbar-

ous and brave with the enemies of whom they

were so much afraid. Though the bravery of the

Saxons repelled the Caledonian nations for a time.
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yet the latter found means to extend themselves

considerably towards the south. It is in this

period we must place the origin of the arts of civil

life among the Scots. The seat of government

was removed from the mountains to the plain and

more fertile provinces of the south, to be near the

common enemy, in case of sudden incursions. In-

stead of roving through unfrequented wilds, in

search of subsistence, by means of hunting, men
applied to agriculture and raising of corn. This

manner of life was the first means of changing

the national character. The next thing which con-

tributed to it was their mixture with strangers.

In the countries which the Scots had conquered

from the Britons, it is probable that most of the

old inhabitants remained. These, incoi'porating

with the conquerors, taught them agriculture, and
other arts, which they themselves had received

from the Romans. The Scots, however, in num-
ber as well as power, being the most predominant,

retained still their language, and as many of the

customs of their ancestors as suited with the na-

ture of the country they possessed. Even the

union of the two Caledonian kingdoms did not

much aflfect the national character. Being origi-

nally descended from the same stock, the manners
of the Picts and Scots were as similar as the diffe-

rent natures of the countries they possessed per-

mitted.

What brought about a total change in the genius

of the Scots nation, was their wars, and other tran-

sactions with the Saxons. Several counties in the

south of Scotland were alternately possessed by
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the two nations. They were ceded, in the ninth

age, to the Scots, and, it is probable, that most of
the Saxon inhabitants remained in possession of
their lands. During the several conquests and re-

volutions in England, many fled for refuge into

Scotland, to avoid the oppression of foreigners, or

the tvTanny of domestic usui-pers ; in so much
that the Saxon race formed perhaps near one half

of the Scotish kingdom. The Saxon manners and
language daily gained ground on the tongue and
customs of the ancient Caledonians, till, at last,

the latter were entuely relegated to inhabitants of

the mountains, who were still unmixed with stran-

gers.

It was after the accession of territory which the

Scots received, upon the retreat of the Romans
from Britain, that the inhabitants of the Highlands

were divided into clans. The king, when he kept

his court in the mountains, was considered, by the

whole nation, as the chief of their blood. Their

small number, as well as the presence of their

prince, prevented those divisions which, afterwards,

sprung forth into so many separate tribes. When
the seat of goveniment was removed to the south,

those who remained in the Highlands were, of

course, neglected. They naturally formed them-

selves into small societies, independent of one

another. Each society had its own regidus, who
either was, or, in the succession of a few genera-

tions, was regarded as chief of their blood. The
nature of the country favoured an institution of

this sort. A few valleys, divided from one another

by extensive heaths and impassible mountains,

u2
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form the face of the Highlands. In these valleys

the chiefs fixed their residence. Round them,

and almost wHthin sight of their dwelUngs, were
the habitations of their relations and dependents.

The seats of the Highland chiefs were neither

disagreeable nor inconvenient. Smrounded with

mountains and hanging woods, they were covered

from the inclemency of the weather. Near them
generally ran a pretty large river, Avhich, discharg-

ing itself not far off, into an arm of the sea, or

extensive lake, swarmed with variety of fish. The
woods were stocked with wild-fowl ; and the heaths

and the mountains behind them Avere the natural

seat of the red-deer and roe. If we make allow-

ance for the backward state of agi'iculture, the

valleys were not unfertile ; affording, if not all the

conveniences, at least the necessaries of life. Here
the chief lived, the supreme judge and lawgiver of

his own people ; but his sway was neither severe

nor unjust. As the populace regarded him as the

chief of their blood, so he, in return, considered

them as members of his family. His commands,
therefore, though absolute and decisive, partook

more of the authority of a father than of the rigour

of a judge. Though the whole tenitory of the

tribe was considered as the property of the chief,

yet his vassals made him no other consideration

for their lands than services, neither burdensome
nor frequent. As he seldom went from home, he
was at no expense. His table was supplied by his

own herds, and what his numerous attendants

killed in hunting.

In this riu-al land of magnificence the Highland
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chiefs lived, for many ages. At a distance from
the seat of government, and secured, by the inac-

cessibleness of their country^ they were free and
independent. As they had httle communication
with strangers, the customs of their ancestors re-

mained among them, and their language retained

its original purity. Naturally fond of military

fame, and remarkably attached to the memory of

their ancestors, they delighted in traditions and
songs, concerning the exploits of their nation, and
especially of their own particular families. A suc-

cession of bards was retained in every clan, to

hand down the memorable actions of their fore-

fathers. As Fingal and his chiefs were the most
renowned names in tiadition, the bards took care

to place them in the genealogy of every great

family. They became famous among the people,

and an object of fiction and poetry to the bards.

The bards erected their immediate patrons into

heroes, and celebrated them in their songs. As
the circle of their knowledge was narrow, their

ideas were confined in proportion. A few happy
expressions, and the manners they represent, may
please those who understand their language ; their

obscurity and inaccuracy would disgust in a trans-

lation. It was chiefly for this reason that I have

rejected wholly the works of the bards in my pub-

lications. Ossian acted in a more extensive sphere,

and his ideas ought to be more noble and univer-

sal ; neither gives he, I presume, so many of those

peculiarities which are only understood in a cer-

tain ])eriod or country. The other bards have

their beauties, but not in this species of composi-
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tion. Their rhimes, only calculated to kindle a

martial spirit among the vulgar, afford very little

pleasure to genuine taste. This observation only

regards their poems of the heroic kind ; in eveiy

inferior species of poetry they are more success-

ful. They express the tender melancholy of des-

ponding love, with simplicity and nature. So

well adapted are the sounds of the words to the

sentiments, that, even without any knowledge of

the language, they pierce and dissolve the heart.

Successful love is expressed with peculiar tender-

ness and elegance. In all their compositions, ex-

cept the heroic, which was solely calculated to

animate the vulgar, they give us the genuine lan-

guage of the heart, without any of those affected

ornaments of phraseology, which, though intended

to beautify sentiments, divest them of their natu-

ral force. The ideas, it is confessed, are too lo-

cal to be admired in another language ; to those

who are acquainted with the manners they repre-

sent, and the scenes they describe, they must af-

ford pleasui'e and satisfaction.

It was the locality of their description and sen-

timent, that, probably has kept them hitherto in

the obscurity of an almost lost language. The
ideas of an unpolished period are so contrary to

the present advanced state of society, that more
than a common mediocrity of taste is required to

relish them as they deserve. Those who alone are

capable of transfemng ancient poetry into a mo-
dern language, might be better employed in giving

originals of their own, were it not for that wretch-
ed envy and meanness which affects to despise
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contemporary genius. My first publication was
merely accidental. Had I then met with less ap-

probation, my after-pursuits would have been more
profitable ; at least I might have continued to be

stupid, without being branded with dullness.

These poems may furnish light to antiquaries, as

well as pleasure to the lovers of poetry. The first

population of Ireland, its first kings, and several

circumstances, which regard its connection of old

with the south and north of Britain, are represent-

ed in several episodes. The subject and catas-

trophe of the poem are founded upon facts which
regarded the first peopling of that country, and the

contests between the two British nations, who
originally inhabited that island. In a preceding

part of this dissertation, I have shown how su-

perior the probability of this system is to the undi-

gested fictions of the Irish bards, and the more re-

cent and reg-ular legends of both Irish and Scotish

historians. I mean not to give offence to the abet-

tors of the high antiquities of the two nations,

though I have all along expressed my doubts con-

ceiTiing the veracity and abilities of those who de-

liver down their ancient history. For my own
part, I prefer the national fame, ai-ising from a few

certain facts, to the legendary and uncertain an-

nals of ages of remote and obscure antiquity. No
kingdom now established in Europe can pretend

to equal antiquity with that of the Scots, incon-

siderable as it may appear in other respects, even

according to my system ; so that it is altogether

needless to fix its origin a fictitious millenium be-

fore.
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Since the first publication of these poems, many
insinuations have been made, and doubts arisen,

concerning their authenticity. Whether these sus-

picions are suggested by prejudice, or are only the

effects of malice, I neither know nor care. Those
who have doubted my veracity have paid a com-
pliment to my genius ; and, were even the allega-

tion true, my self-denial might have atoned for my
fault. Without vanity, I say it, I think I could

write tolerable Poetry ; and I assure my antagon-

ists, that I should not translate what I could not

imitate.

As prejudice is the effect of ignorance, I am not

surprised at its being general. An age that pro-

duces few marks of genius ought to be sparing of

admiration. The truth is, the bulk of mankind
have ever been led by reputation more than taste,

in articles of literature. If all the Romans, who
admired Virgil, understood his beauties, he would
have scarce deserved to have come down to us,

through so many centuries. Unless genius were
in fashion. Homer himself might have written in

vain. He that wishes to come with weight, on the

superficial, must skim the surface, in their own
shallow way. Were my aim to gain the many, I

would write a madrigal sooner than a heroic poem,
Laberius himself would be always sure of more
followers than Sophocles.

Some who doubt the authenticity of this work,

with peculiar acuteness appropriate them to the

Irish nation. Though it is not easy to conceive

how these poems can belong to Ireland and to me
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at once, I shall examine the subject without fur-

ther animadversion on the blunder.

Of all the nations descended from the ancient

Celfce, the Scots and Irish are the most similar in

lang-uage, customs, and manners. This argues a
more intimate connection between them, than a

remote descent ftom the great Celtic stock. It is

evident, in short, that at some one period or other,

they formed one society, were subject to the same
government, and were, in all respects, one and the

same people. How they became divided, which
the colony, or which the mother nation, I have in

another work amply discussed. The first circum-

stance that induced me to disregard the vulgarly-

received opinion of the Hibernian extraction of

the Scotish nation, was my observations on their

ancient language. That dialect of the Celtic

tongue, spoken in the north of Scotland, is much
more pure, more agreeable to its mother language,

and more abounding with primitives, than that

now spoken, or even that which has been written

for some centuries back, amongst the most unmix-

ed part of the Irish nation. A Scotsman, tolerably

conversant in his own language, understands an

Irish composition, from that derivative analogy

which it has to the Gaelic of North Britain. An
Irishman, on the other hand, without the aid of

study, can never understand a composition in the

Gaelic tongue. This affords a proof, that the Scots

Gaelic is the most original, and, consequently, the

language of a more ancient and unmixed people.

The Irish, however backward they may be to al-

low any thing to the prejudice of their antiquity,
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seem inadvertently to acknowledge it, by the very

appellation they give to the dialect they speak.

They call their ouni language Gaelic Eirinach, i. e.

Caledonicui Irish, when on the contrary, they call

the dialect of North Britain a Chaelic, or the Ca-
ledotiian tongue, emphatically. A circumstance of

this nature tends more to decide which is the most
ancient nation, than the united testimonies of a
whole legion of ignorant bards and senachies, who,
perhaps, never dreamed of bringing the Scots from
Spain to Ireland, till some one of them, more
learned than the rest, discovered that the Romans
called the first Iberia, and the latter Hibernia.

On such a slight foundation were probably built

the romantic fictions concerning the Milesians of

Ireland.

From internal proofs it sufficiently appears, that

the poems published under the name of Ossian are

not of Irish composition. The favomite chimera,

that Ireland is the mother-country of the Scots, is

totally subverted and ruined. The fictions con-

cerning the antiquities of that country, which were
forming for ages, and growing, as they came down,
on the hands of successive senachies and ^fileas,

are found, at last, to be the spurious brood of mo-
dern and ignorant ages. To those who know how
tenacious the Irish are of their pretended Iberian

descent, this alone is proof sufficient, that poems
so subversive of their system, could never be pro-

duced by an Hibernian barid. But when we look

to the language, it is so d fferent from the Irish

dialect, that it would be as ridiculous to think that

Milton's Paradise Lost could be Avrote by a Scot-
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ish peasant, as to suppose tlmt the poems ascribed

to Ossian were writ in Ireland.

The pretensions of Ireland to Ossian proceed

from another quarter. There are handed down in

that country, traditional poems, concerning the

Fiona, or the heroes of F'wn Mac Comnal. This

Fion, says the Irish annalists, was general of the

militia of Ireland, in the reign of Cormac, in the

third century. \Vhere Keating and O'Flaherty

learned that Ireland had an embodied militia, so

early, is not easy for me to determine. Their in-

formation certainly did not come from the Irish

poems concerning Fion. I liave just now in my
hands all that remain of those compositions ; but,

mduckily for the antiquities of Ireland, they ap-

pear to be the work of a very modern period.

Every stanza, nay, almost every line, afford strik-

ing proofs that they cannot be three centuries old.

Tlieir allusions to the manners and customs of the

fifteenth century, are so many, that it is matter of

wonder to me, how any one could dream of their

antiquity. They are entirely writ in that roman-
tic taste which prevailed two ages ago. Giants,

enchanted castles, dwarfs, palfreys, witches and
magicians, form the whole circle of the poet's in-

vention. The celebrated Fion could scarcely move
from one hillock to another, without encountering

a giant, or being entangled in the circles of a ma-
gician. Witches, on broomsticks, were continu-

ally hovering round him, like crows, and he had
freed enchanted virgins in every valley in Ireland.

In short, Fion, great as he was, passed a disagree-

able life. Not only had he to engage all the mis-

VOL. II. X
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chiefs in his own country, foreign armies invaded

him, assisted by magicians and watches, and headed

by kings as taU as the main-mast of a first rate. It

must be owned, however, that Fio?i was not in-

ferior to them in height.

A chos air Cromleach, druim-ard,

Chos eile air Crom-meal dubh,

Thoga Fion le lamh mhoir

An d'uisge o Lubhair na fruth.

With one foot on Cromleach his brow.

The other on Crommal the darli,

F/ontook up with his large hand

The water from Lubar of the streams.

Croinlach and Crommal were two mountains in

the neighbourhood of one another in Ulster, and
the river Luhar ran through the intermediate val-

ley. The property of such a monster as this Fiony

I should never have disputed with any nation. But
the bard himself, in the poem from which the

above quotation is taken, cedes him to Scotland.

FioN o ALBiN, siol nan laoich !

Yioti from Albion, race of heroes

:

Were it allowable to contradict the authority of a

bard, at this distance of time, I should have given

as my opinion, that tliis enormous Fioii was of the

race of the Hibernian giants, of Ruanus, or some
other celebrated name, rather than a native of Ca-
ledonia, whose inhabitants, now at least, are not

remarkable for their stature. As for the poetry, I

leave it to the reader.

If Fion was so remarkable for his stature, his

heroes had also other extraordinary properties. In
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weight all the sons of strangers yielded to the

celebrated Ton-iosal ; and for hardness of skull,

and, perhaps, for thickness too, the valiant Oscar

stood nnrivaUed and alone. Ossian himself had

many singular and less delicate qualifications, than

playing on the harp ; and the brave Cuthullin was

of so diminutive a size, as to be taken for a child

of tAvo years of age, by the gigantic Swaran. To
illustrate this subject, I shall here lay before the

reader the history of some of the Irish poems,

concerning Fion Mac Comnal. A translation of

these pieces, if well executed, might afford satisfac-

tion, in an uncommon way, to the public. But

this ought to be the work of a native of Ireland.

To draw forth, from obscurity, the poems of my
own countr)', has wasted all the time I had allotted

for the Muses ; besides, I am too diffident of my
own abilities, to undertake such a work. A gen-

tleman in Dublin accused me to the public of com-

mitting blunders and absurdities, in translating the

language of my own country, and that before any

translation of mine appeared *. How the gentle-

• In Faulkner's Dublin Journal, of the 1st December, 1761, appeared

the following advertisement ; two weeks before my first publication

appeared in London :—
" Speedily will be published, by a gentleman of this kingdom, who

hath been, for some time past, employed in translating, and writing

historical Notes to,

FINGAL, A POEM,

originally wrote in the Irish or Erse language. In the preface to which,

the translator, who is a perfect master of the Irish tongue, will give an

.-iccount of the manners and customs of the ancient Irish or Scotch ;



244 A DISSERTATION CONCERNlN(r

man came to see my blunders before I committed
them, is not easy to determine ; if he did not con-

clude, that, as a Scotsman, and, of course, de-

scended of the Milesian race, I might have com-
mitted some of those oversights, Avhich, perhaps

very unjustly, are said to be peculiar to them.

From the whole tenor of the Irish poems, con-

cerning the Fio?ia, it appears that F'lon Mac Coin-

nal flourished in the reign of Cormac, which is

placed, by the universal consent of the senachies,

in the third century. They even fix the death of

Fingal in the year 286, yet his son Ossian is made
cotemporary with St. Patrick, who preached the

gospel in Ireland about the middle of the fifth age.

Ossian, though at that time he must have been two
hundred and fifty years of age, had a daughter

young enough to become wife to the saint. On
account of this family connection, Patrick of the

Psalms, for so the apostle of Ireland is emphati-

cally called in the poems, took great delight in the

company of Ossian, and in hearing the great actions

of his family. The saint sometimes threw off the

austerity of his profession, drunk freely, and had
his soul properly warmed with wine, to receive,

with becoming enthusiasm, the poems of his father-

in-law. One of the poems begins with this piece

of useful information:

—

and, therefore, most humbly intreats the public to wait for his etlition,

which will appear in a short time, as he will set forth all the blunders

and absurdities in the edition now printing in London, and show the ig-

norance of the Englishtranslator,inhis knowledge of Irish grammar,

not understanding any part of that accidence.
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Lo don rabh PADRic na mhur
Gun Sailm air uidh, ach a gol,

Ghluais e thigh Ossian mhic Fion,

O san leis bu bhinn a ghloir.

The title of this poem is Teantach mor ?ia Fiona.

It appears to have been founded on the same story

witli tlie battle ofLora. The circumstances and ca-

tastrophe in both are much the same ; but the Irish

Ossian discovers the age in which he hved, by an

unlucky anachronism. After describing the total

rout of Erragon, he very gravely concludes with

this remarkable anecdote, that none of the foe es-

caped, but a few, who were permitted to go on a

pilgrimage to the Holi/ Land. This circumstance

fixes the date of the composition of the piece some
centuries after the date of the famous croisade ; for

it is evident that the poet thought the time of the

croisade so ancient, that he confounds it with the

age of Fingal. Erragon, in the course of this po-

em, is often called,

Rioch Lochlin an do shloigh,

King of Denmark of two nations.

which alludes to the union of the kingdoms of

Norway and Denmark^ a circumstance which hap-

pened under jNIargaret de Waldemar, in the close

of the fourteenth age. Modem, hoAvever, as this

pretended Ossian was, it is certain he lived before

the Irish had dreamed of appropriating Fion^ or

Fingal, to themselves. He concludes the poem,
with this reflection:

—

Na fagha se comhthrom nan n' arm,

Erragon Mac Annir nan lann glas

x2
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'Sann* Aibin ni n' abairtair Triath

Agus ghlaoite an n' Fhiona as.

" Had EiTagon, son of Annir of gleaming

swords, avoided tlie equal contest of arms, (single

combat) no chief should have afterwards been

numbered in Albin, and the heroes of Fion

should no more be named."

The next poem that falls under our observation

is Cath-cabhray or the death of Oscar. This

piece is founded on the same story which we have

in the first book of Temora. So little thought the

author of Cath-cabhra of making Oscar his coun-

tryman, that, in the course of two hundred lines,

of which the poem consists, he puts the following

expression thrice in the mouth of the hero.

Albin an sa d' roina m' arach

Albion, where I was born and bred.

The poem contains almost all the incidents in the

first book of Temora. In one circumstance the

bard differs materially fi'om Ossian. Oscar, after

he was mortally wounded by Cairbar^ was carried

by his people to a neighbouring hill, which com-
manded a prospect of the sea. A fleet appeared
at a distance, and the hero exclaims with joy,

Loingeas mo shean-athair at* an

'S iad a tiachd le cabhair chugain,

O Albin na n* ioma stuagh.

" It is the fleet of my gi-andfather, coming with
aid to our field, from Albion of many waves!"
—The testimony of this bard is sufficient to con-
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fute the idle fictions of Keating and O'Flaherty;

for thoiigli he is far from heing ancient, it is ])ro-

bable he flourislied a full century before tliese his-

torians. He appears, however, to have been a

much better Christian than chronologer; for Fiun,

though he is placed two centuries before St. Pat-

rick, very devoutly recommends the soul of his

grandson to his Redeemer.
Diian a Gharibh Mac-Starn is another Irish

poem in high repute. The grandeur of its images,

and its propriety of sentiment, might have induced

me to give a translation of it, had I not some expec-

tations, which are now over, of seeing it in the col-

lection of the Irish Ossian's poems, promised twelve

years since to the public. The author descends

sometimes from the region of the sublime to low and

indecent description; the last of which, the Irisli

translator, no doubt, will choose to leave in the ob-

scurity of the original. In this piece Cuthullin is

used with very little ceremony, for he is oft called the

dog of Tara, in the county of Meath. This severe

X\^eoi the redoubtable CiithuUin,x\\Q most renowned

of Irish champions, proceeded from the poet's ig-

norance of etymology. Cu, voice, or commander,
signifies also a dog. The poet chose the last, as

the most noble appellation for his hero.

The subject of the poem is the same with that

of the epic poem of Fingal. Caribh Mac-Siarn
is the same with Ossian's Swaran, the son of

Stanio. His single combats with, and his victoiy

over all the heroes of Ireland, excepting the cele-

brated dog of Tara, i. e. Cuthullin, afford matter

for two hundred lines of tolerable poetry. CaribJis
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progress in search of Cuthullin, and his intrigue

with the gigantic Emir-bragal, that hero's wife,

enables the poet to extend his piece to four hun-

dred hues. This author, it is true, makes Cuth-

ulUn a native of Ireland ; the gigantic Emir-bragal

he calls the guidmg star of the womeii of Ireland.

The property of this enormous lady I shall not

dispute with him, or any other. But as he speaks

with great tenderness of the daughters of the con-

veTit, and throws out some hints against the Eng-
lish nation, it is probable he lived in too modern a

period to be intimately acquainted with the gene-

alogy of Cuthullin.

Another Irish Ossian, for there were many, as

appears from their difference in language and sen-

timent, speaks very dogmatically of Fio?i Mac
Comnal, as an Irishman. Little can be said for

the judgment of this poet, and less for his deli-

cacy of sentiment. The history of one of his

episodes, may at once stand as a specimen of his

want of both. Ireland, in the days of Fion, hap-

pened to be threatened with an invasion by three

great potentates, the kings of Lochlin, Sweden,
and France. It is needless to insist upon the im-

propriety of a French invasion of Ireland ; it is

sufficient for me to be faithful to the language of

my author. Fiouy upon receiving intelligence of

the intended invasion, sent Ca-olt, Ossian, and Os-

car, to Avatcli the bay in which it was apprehended

the enemy Avas to land. Oscar was the worst

choice of a scout that could be made, for, brave as

he was, he had the bad property of falling very

often asleep on his post, nor was it possible to
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awake him, w-itliout cuttiiiff off one of liis fiii<i«'rs,

or (lasliing a laroe stone ai;ainst his liead. Wlien

the enemy appeared, Oscar, very mifortiinately,

was asleep. Ossian and Ca-olt consulted ahout

the method of awakening him, and they, at last,

fixed on the stone, as the less dang:erous expedi-

ent.

Gun thog Caoilte a chlach, nach gan

Agus a n' aighai' chiean gun bhuail

;

Tri mil an tuUoch gun chri', «Sic.

" Ca-olt took up a heavy stone, and struck it

against the hero's head. The hill shook for three

miles, as the stone rebounded and rolled away."

Oscar rose in A\Tath. and his father giavely de-

sired him to spend his rage on his enemies, which
he did to so good purpose, that he singly routed a

whole wing of their army. The confederate kings

advanced, notAvithstanding, till they came to a nar-

row pass, possessed by the celebrated Ton-iosal.

This name is very significant of the singular pro-

perty of the hero who bore it. Ton-iosal, though
brave, was so heavy and unwieldy, that when he

sat down, it took the whole force of an hundred

men to set him upright on his feet again. Luckily

for the preservation of Ireland, the hero ha]j})en(;d

to be standing when the enemy appeared, and he

gave so good an account of tbem, that Fiu7i, upon
his arrival, found little to do, but to divide the

spoil among his soldiers.

All these extraordinary heroes, Fion, Ossian,

Oscar, and Ca-olt, says the poet, Avere

Siol Erin na gorm lann.

The son* of Erin oJ bine Heel.
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Neither shall I much dispute the matter with him:

he has my consent also to appropriate to Ireland

the celebrated Ton-iosal. I shall only say that

tliey are different persons from those of the same

name in the Scotish poems ; and that, though the

stupendous valoui* of the first is so remarkable,

they have not been equally lucky with the latter,

in their poet. It is somewhat extraordinary that

Fion, who lived some ages before St. Patrick,

swears like a very good christian :

Air an Dia do chum gach case.

By God who shaped every case.

It is worthy of being remarked, that, in the line

quoted, Ossian, who lived in St. Patrick's days,

seems to have understood something of the Eng-
lish, a language not then subsisting. A person,

more sanguine for the honour of his country than

I am, might argue, from this circumstance, that

this pretendedly Irish Ossian was a native of

Scotland ; for my countrymen are universally al-

lowed to have an exclusive right to the second

sight.

From the instances given, the reader may form

a complete idea of the Irish compositions concern-

ing the Fiofia. The gieatest part of them make
the heroes of Fiofi,

Siol Alsin a n'nioma caoile.

The race q/" Albion qf manyfriths.

The rest make them natives of Ireland. But the

truth is, that their authority is of little consequence

on either side. From the instances I have given,
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they appear to have been the work of a very mo-
dem period. The pious ejaculations they contain,

their allusions to the manners of the times, fix them
to the fifteenth century. Had even the authors of

these pieces avoided all allusions to their own
times, it is impossible that the poems could pass

for ancient, in the eyes of any person tolerably

conversant with the Irish ton^e. The idiom is

so corrupted, and so many words boiTowed from

the English, that the language must have made con-

siderable progiess in Ireland before the poems were
written.

It remains now to show how the Irish bards be-

gan to appropriate the Scotish Ossian and his

heroes to their own country. After the English

conquest, many of the natives of Ireland, averse

to a foreign yoke, either actually were in a state

of hostility with the conquerors, or, at least, paid

little regard to their government. The Scots in

those ages were often in open war, and never in

cordial friendship with the English. The similarity

of manners and language, the traditions concern-

ing their common origin, and, above all, their

having to do with the same enemy, created a free

and friendly intercourse between the Scotish and

Irish nations. As the custom of retaining bards

and senachies was common to both : so each, no

doubt, had formed a system of history, it matters

not how much soever fabulous, conceniing their

respective origin. It was the natural poHcy of

the times, to reconcile the traditions of both na-

tions together, and, if possible, to deduce them
from the same original stock.
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The Saxon manners and lanpruage had at that

time made great progress in the South of Scotland.

The ancient language, and the traditional history

of the nation, became confined entirely to the in-

habitants of the Highlands, then fallen, from seve-

ral concumng circumstances, into the last degree

of ignorance and barbarism. The Irish, who, for

some ages before the conquest, had possessed a

competent share of that kind of learning which
then prevailed in Europe, found it no difficult mat-
ter to impose tlieir own fictions on the ignorant

Highland senachies. By flattering the vanity of

the Highlanders, with their long list of Heremo-
nian kings and heroes, they, without contradiction,

assumed to themselves the character of being the

mother nation of the Scots of Britain. At this

time, certainly, Avas established that Hibernian

system of the original of the Scots, which after-

wards, for want of any other, was universally re-

ceived. The Scots of the low country, who, by
losing the language of theii' ancestors, lost, toge-

ther with it, their national traditions, received,

implicitly, the history of their countiy, from Irish

refugees, or from Highland senachies, persuaded

over into the Hibernian system.

These circumstances are far fiom being ideal.

We "have remaining many particular traditions,

which bear testimony to a fact, of itself abundantly

probable. What makes the matter incontestable

is, that the ancient traditional accounts of the ge-

nuine origiai of the Scots, have been handed down
without interruption. Though a few ignorant

senarhies might be persuaded out of their own
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opinion, by the smoothness of an Irish tale, it was

impossible to eradicate, ft-om among the bulk of

the people, their owni national traditions. These

traditions afterwards so much prevailed, that the

Highlanders continue totally unacquainted with

the pretended Hibernian extract of the Scots na-

tion. Ignorant chronicle-\\Titers, strangers to the

ancient language of theu' country, preserved only

fi'om falling to the gi'ound so improbable a story.

This subject, perhaps, is pursued further than it

deserves ; but a discussion of the pretensions of

Ireland was become in some measure necessary.

If the Irish poems, concerning the Fiona, should

appear ridiculous, it is but justice to observe, that

they are scai'cely more so than the poems of other

nations, at that period. On other subjects, the

bards of Ireland have displayed a genius for poetry.

It was, alone, in matters of antiquity, that they

were monstrous in their fables. Their love-son-

nets, and their elegies on the death of persons

worthy or renowmed, abound with simplicity, and

a wild harmony of numbers. They become more

than an atonement for their errors, in every other

species of poetry. But the beauty of these spe-

cies depends so much on a certain ciiriosafelicitas

of expression in the original, that they must appear

much to disadvantage in another language.
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CRITICAL DISSERTATION,

<^.

Among tlie monuineuts remaining of the an-

cient state of nations, few are more valuable than

their poems or songs. History', when it treats of

remote and dark ages, is seldom very instructive.

Tlie beginnings of society, in every country, are

involved in fabulous confusion ; and, though they

were not, they would furnish few events worth

recording. But, in every period of society, hu-

man manners are a curious spectacle ; and the

most natural pictures of ancient manners are ex-

hibited in the ancient poems of nations. These

present to us, what is much more valuahle than

the history of such transactions as a rude age can

afford,—the liistory of human imagination and pas-

sion. They make us acquainted with the notions

and feelings of our fellow-creatm-es in the most
artless ages ; discovering what objects they ad-

mired, and what pleasures they pursued, before

y2
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those refinements of society had taken place, which
enlarge indeed, and diversify the transactions, hut

disguise the manners of mankind.
Besides this merit, which ancient poems have

with philosophical observers of human nature, they

have another with persons of taste. They promise

some of the highest beauties of poetical writing.

Irregular and unpolished we may expect the pro-

ductions of uncultivated ages to be ; but abound-
ing, at the same time, with that enthusiasm, that

vehemence and fii'e, which are the soul of poetry.

For many circumstances of those times which we
call barbarous, are favourable to the poetical spirit.

That state in which human nature shoots wild and
free, though unfit for other improvements, certain-

ly encourages the high exertions of fancy and pas-

sion.

In the infancy of societies, men live scattered

and dispersed, in the midst of solitary rural scenes,

where the beauties of nature are their chief enter-

tainment. Tliey meet with many objects, to them
new and strange ; their Avonder and surprise are

frequently excited ; and, by the sudden changes

of fortune, occurring in their unsettled state of

life, their passions are raised to the utmost : Their

passions have nothing to restrain them ; their ima-

gination has nothing to check it. They display

themselves to one another Avithout disguise : and

converse and act in the uncovered simplicity of

nature. As their feelings are strong, so their lan-

guage, of itself, assumes a poetical turn. Prone to

exaggerate, they describe every thing in the strong-

est colours, which, of course, renders their speech
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picturesque and figiu-ative. Figurative language

owes its rise cliiefly to two causes ; to the want of

proper names for objects, and to the influence of

imagination and passion over the form of expres-

sion. Both these causes concur in the infancy of

society. Figures are commonly considered as

artificial modes of speech, devised by orators and

poets, after the world had advanced to a refined

state. The contraiy of this is the truth. Men
never have used so many figures of style, as m
those rude ages, when, besides the power of a warm
imagination to suggest lively images, the want of

proper and precise terms for the ideas they would

express, obliged them to have recourse to circum-

locution, metaphor, comparison, and all those sub-

stituted forms of expression, which give a poetical

air to language. An American chief, at this day,

harangues at the head of his tribe, in a more bold

metaphorical style, than a modern European would

adventure to use in an Epic poem.
In the progress of society, the genius and man-

ners of men undergo a change more favourable to

accuracy than to sprightliness and sublimity. As
the world advances, the understanding gains ground

upon the imagination ; the understanding is more

exercised ; the imagination less. Men apply them-

selves to trace the causes of things ; they coiTCCt

and refine one another ; they subdue or disguise

their passions ; they form their exterior manners

upon one uniform standard of politeness and ci-

viUty. Human nature is pruned according to

method and mle. Language advances from ster-

ility to copiousness, and, at the same time, ftom
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fervour and enthusiasm, to correctness and preci-

sion. Style becomes more chaste ; but less ani-

mated. The progress of the world, in this re-

spect, resembles the progi'ess of age in man. The
powers of imagination are most vigorous and pre-

dominant in youth ; those of the understanding

ripen more slowly, and often attain not to their

maturity, till the imagination begins to flag. Hence,

poetry, which is the child of imagination, is fre-

quently most glowing and animated in the first

stages of society. As the ideas of our youth are

remembered with a peculiar pleasure on account of

their liveliness and vivacity ; so the most ancient

poems have often proved the greatest favoui'ites of

nations.

Poetry has been said to be more ancient than

prose : and however paradoxical such an assertion

may seem, yet, in a qualified sense, it is true.

Men certainly never conversed with one another

in regular numbers; but even their ordinary lan-

guage would, in ancient times, for the reasons be-

fore assigned, approach to a poetical style ; and the

first compositions transmitted to posterity beyond

doubt, were, in a literal sense, poems; that is, com-

positions in which imagination had the chief hand,

formed into some kind of numbers, and pronounced

with a musical modulation or tone. Music or

song has been found coeval with society among
the most barbarous nations. The only subjects

which could prompt men, in their first rude state,

to utter their thoughts in compositions of any

length, were such as naturally assumed the tone

of poetry
;
praises of their gods, or of their an-
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cestors ; commemorations of their own wailike

exploits ; or lamentations over their misfortunes.

And, before WTiting was invented, no other com-

positions, except songs or poems, could take such

hold of the imagination and memory, as to be pre-

served by oral tradition, and handed down from

one race to another.

Hence we may expect to find poems among the

antiquities of all nations. It is probable, too, that

an extensive search would discover a certain de-

gree of resemblance among all the most ancient

poetical productions, from whatever country they

have proceeded. In a similar state of manners,

similar objects and passions operating upon the

imaginations of men, ^nll stamp their productions

with the same general character. Some diversity

^vill, no doubt, be occasioned by climate and geni-

us. But mankind never bear such resembling fea-

tures, as they do in the beginnings of society. Its

subsequent revolutions give rise to the principal

distinctions among nations ; and divert, into chan-

nels Avidely sepai'ated, that current of human geni-

us and manners, which descends originally from

one spring. What we have been long accustomed

to call the oriental vein of poetr^'', because some
of the eailiest poetical productions have come to

us from the East, is probably no more oriental

than occidental ; it is characteristical of an age

rather than a country ; and belongs, in some mea-
sure, to all nations at a certain period. Of this

the works of Ossian seem to ftunish a remarkable

proof.

Our present subject leads us to investigate the
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ancient poetical remains, not so much of the East,

or of the Greeks and Romans, as of the Northern

nations ; in order to discover whether the Gothic

poetry has any resemblance to the Celtic or Gae-
lic, which we are about to consider. Though the

Goths, under which name we usually comprehend
all the Scandinavian tribes, were a people alto-

gether fierce and martial, and noted, to a proverb,

for their ignorance of the liberal arts, yet they too,

from the earliest times, had their poets and their

songs. Their poets were distinguished by the title

of Scalders, and their songs were termed Vyses. *

« Glaus Wormius, in the appendix to his Treatise de Literatura

Runica, has given a particular account of the Gothic poetry, com-
monly called Runic, from Runes, which signifies the Gothic letters.

He informs us, that there were no fewer than 136 different kinds of

measure or verse used in their Vyses s and though we are accustomed

to call rhyme a Gothic invention, he says expressly, tliat among all

these measures, rhyme, or correspondence of final syllables, was

never employed. He analyses the structure of one of these kinds of

verse, that in which the poem of Lodbrog, afterwards quoted, is

written ; which exhibits a very singular species of harmony, if it can

be allowed that name, depending neither upon rhyme, nor upon me-
trical feet, or quantity of syllables, but chiefly upon the number of

the syllables, and the disposition of the letters. In every stanza was

an equal number of lines : in every line six syllables. In each dis-

tich, it was requisite that three words should begin with the same

letter ; two of the corresponding words placed in the first line of the

distich, the third in the second line. In each line were also required

two syllables, but never the final ones, formed either of the same

consonants, or same vowels. As an example of this measure, Glaus

gives us these two Latin lines, constructed exactly according to the

above rules of Runic verse:

—

Christus caput nostrum

Coronet te bonis.
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Saxo Graramaticus, a Danish Historian of consi-

derable note, who flourished in the thirteenth cen-

tury, informs us that very many of these songs,

containing the ancient traditionary stories of the

country, were found engraven upon rocks in the

old Runic character, several of which he has trans-

lated into Latin, and inserted into his History.

But liis versions are plainly so paraphrastical, and

forced into such an imitation of the style and the

measures of the Roman poets, that one can form

no judgment fi'om them of the native spirit of the

original. A more curious monument of the tme
Gothic poetry is preserved by Olaus Wormius in

his book de Literatura Runica. It is an Epice-

dium, or funeral song, composed by Regner Lod-
brog ; and translated by Olaus, word for word,

from the original. This Lodbrog was a king of

The initial letters of Christus, Caput, and Coronet, make the three

corresponding letters of the distich. In the first line, the first sylla-

bles of Christus and of nostrum ; in the second line, the 07i in cor-

onet and in bonis, make the requisite correspondence of syllables.

Frequent inversions and transpositions were permitted in this poetry ;

which would naturally follow from such laborious attention to the

collocation of words.

The curious on this subject may consult likewise Dr. Hick's The-

saurus Linguarum Septentrionalium; particularly the 23d chapter of

his Grammatica Anglo Saxonica and Maeso-Gothica ; where they will

find a full account of the structure of the Anglo Saxon verse, which

nearly resembled the Gothic. They will find also some specimens

both of Gothic and Saxon Poetry. An extract, which Dr. Hicks

has given from the work of one of the Danish Scalders, entitled Her-

varer Saga, containing an evocation from the dead, may be found in

the 6th volume of Miscellany Poems, publishetl by Mr. Dryden.
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Denmark, who lived in the eighth century, famous

for his wars and victories ; and at the same time

an eminent Scalder or poet. It was his misfor-

tune to fall at last into the hands of one of his

enemies, by whom he was thrown into prison, and

condemned to be destroyed by serpents. In this

situation he solaced himself with rehearsing all

the exploits of his life. The poem is divided into

twenty-nine stanzas, of ten lines each ; and every

stanza begins with these words, Pugnavimus En-
sibus, " We have fought with our swords." O-
laus's version is in many places so obscure as to be

hardly intelligible. I have subjoined the whole

below, exactly as he has published it ; and shall

translate as much as may give the English reader

an idea of the spirit and strain of this kind of

poetry. *

f 1. Pugnavimus Ensibus

Haud post longum tempus

Cum in Gotlandia accessimus

Ad serpentis immensi necem
Tunc impetravimus Thoram
Ex hoc vocamnt me virum

Quod serpentem transfodi

Hirsutum braccam ob illam cedem

Cuspide ictum intuli in colubrum

Ferro lucidorum stupendiorum.

2. Multum juvenis fuiquando acquisivimus

Orientem versus in Oieonico freto

Vulnerum amnes avidae ferae

Et flavipedi avi

Accepimus ibidem sonuerunt

Ad sublimes galeas

Dura ferra magnam escam



THE POEMS OF OSSIAN. 265

" We have fought with our swords. I was
young, when, towards the east, in the bay of Oreon,

we made torrents of blood flow, to gorge the raven-

ous beast of prey, and the yellow-footed bird. Tliere

Omnis erat oceanus vulnus

Vadavit corvusin sanguine csesorum.

3. Alte tulimus tunc lanceas

Quando viginti annos numeravimus

Et celebrem laudem comparavimus passim

Yicimus octo barones

In oriente ante Dimini portum

Aquilae impetravimus tunc sufficientem

Hospitiisumptum in ilia strage

Sudor decidit in vulnerura

Oceano perdidit exercitus aetatem.

4. Pugnae facta copia

Cum Helsingianos postulavimus

Adaulam Odini

Naves direximus in ostium Vistulae

Mucro potuit turn mordere

Omnis erat vulnus unda

Terra rubefacta Calido

Frendebat gladius in loricas

Gladius findebat Clypeos.

5. Memini neminem tunc fugisse

Priusquam in navibus

Heraudus in bello caderet

Non findit navibus

Alius baro praestantior

Mare ad portum

In navibus longis post illun

Sic attulit princeps passim

Alacre in bellum cor.

6. Exercitus abjecit Clypeos

Cum hasta volavit

Ardua ad virorum pectora

VOL. II. Z
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resounded the hard steel upon the lofty helmets of
men. The whole ocean was one wound. The
crow waded in the blood of the slain. When we-

had numbered twenty years, we lifted our spears

Momordit Scarforum cautes

Claudius in pugna

Sanguineus erat Clypeus

Antequam Rafno rex caderct

Fluxit ex virorum capitibus

Calidus iu loricas sudor.

7- Habere potueruut turn corvi

Ante Indirorum insulas

Suffieientem prffidam dilaniandam

Acquisivimus feris carnivoris

Plenum prandium unico actu

Difficile erat uniusfacere mentionem
Oriente sole

Spicula vidipungere

Propulerunt arcus ex se ferra.

8. Altum mugierunt enses

Antequam in Laneo campo
Eislinus rex cecidit

Processimus auro ditati

Ad terram prostratorum dimicandum
Gladius secuit Clypeorum

Picturas in galearum conventu

Cer%'icum mustum ex vulneribus

Diffusum per cerebrum fissum

9, Tenuimus Clypeos in sanguine

Cum hastam unximus

Ante Boring holmura

Telorum nubes disrumpunt clypeum

Extrusit arcus ex semetallum

Volnir cecidit in conflictu

Non erat illo rex major

Caesi dispersi late per littora

Ferae amplectebantur escam.
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on liigl), and every where spread our renown.
Eight barons we overcame in the east, before the

port of Dimnium ; and plentifully we feasted the

-eagle in that slaughter. The warm stream of

10. Pugna manifeste crescebat

Antequam Freyr rex caderet

In Flandrorum terra

Cfepit caeruleus ad incidendum

Sanguine Ulitus in auream
Loricam in pugna

Durus armonun mucro olim

Virgo deploravit matutinam lanienam-

Multa praeda dabatur feris.

IL Centies centenos vidi jacere

In navibus

Ubi ^nglanes vocatur

Navigavimus ad pugnara

Per sex dies antequam exercitus caderet

Transeginnus mueronum missam

In exortu solis

Coactus est pro nostris gladiis

Valdiofur in bello occumbere.

15^. Ruit pluvia sanguinis de gladiis

Prseceps in Bardafyrde

Pallidum corpus pro accipitribus

Murmuravit arcus ubi mucro
Acriter mordebat Loricas

In conflictu

Odini Pileus Galea

Cucurrit arcus ad vulnus

Venenatu acutus conspersus sudofe sanguineo.

13. Tenuimus magica scuta

Alte in pugnae ludo

Ante Hiadningum sinum

Videre licuit turn viros

Qui gladiis lacerarunt Clypcos
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wounds ran into the ocean. The army fell before

us. When we steered our ships into the mouth
of the Vistula, we sent the Helsingians to the hall

of Odin. Then did the sword bite. The waters

In gladiatorio murmure
Galeae attritae virorum

Erat sicut splendidam virginem

In lecto juxta se coUocare.

14. Dura venit tempestas Clypeis

Cadaver cecidit in terram

In Nortumbria

Erat circa matutinum tempus
Hominibus necessum erat fugere

Ex praelio ubi acute

Cassidis campos mordebant gladii

Erat hoc veluti Juvenem %'iduam

In primarla sede osculari.

15. Herthiofe evasit fortunatus

In Australibus Orcadibus ipse

Victoria in nostris hominibus

Cogebatur in amorum nimbo
Rogvaldus occumbere

Iste venit summus super accipitres

Luctus in Gladiorum ludo

Strenue jactabat concussor

Galeas sanguinis teli.

1 6. Quilibet jacebat transversim supra alium

Guadebat pugna latus

Accipiter ob gladiorum ludum
Non f.cit aquilam aut aprum
Qui Irlandiam gubernavit

Conventus fiebat ferri et Clypei

Marstanus rex jejunis

Fiebat in vedrae sinu

PrjEda data corvis.

17. Bellatorem multum vidi caderc

Mante ante macliajram
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were all one wound. The earth Avas dyed red

with the warm stream. The sword rung upon the

coats of mail, and clove the bucklers in twain.

None fled on that day, till, among his ships, He-

Virum in mucronum dissidio

Filio meo incidit mature

Gladius juxta cor

Egillus fecit AKnerura spoliatum

Impertertitum virum vita

Sonuit lancea prope Hamdi
Griscam loricam splendebant vexilla*

18. Verborura tenaces vidi dissecare

Haut minutim pro lupis

Endili maris ensibus

Erat per Hebdomadajspaciuni

Quasi mulicres vinum apportarent

Rubefactse erant naves

Valde in strepitu armorum
Scissa erat lorica

In Scioldungorum praelio.

19. Pulchricomum vidi crepusculascere

Virginis amatorem circa matutinum

Et confabulationis amicum viduarum

Erat sicut calidum balneum

Vinei vasis nympha portaret

Nos in Ilae fraeto

Antiquam Cm rex caderet

Sanguineum Clypeum vidi ruptum

Hoc invertit virorum vitam.

20. Egimus gladiorum ad cfedem

Ludum in Lindis insula

Cum regibus tribus

Pauci potuerunt inde laetari

Cecidit multus in rictum ferarum

Accipiter dilaniavit carnem cum lupo

Ut satur inde discederet

z 2
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raudus fell. Than him no braver baron cleaves

the sea with ships; a cheerful heart did he ever

bring to the combat. Then the host threw away
their sliields, when the uplifted spear flew at the

Hybernonim sanguis in oceanum

Copiose decidit per mactationis tempus.

21. Alte gladius mordebat Clypeos

Tunc cum aurei coloris

Hasta fricabat loricas

Videre licuit in Oulugs insula

Per secula multum post

Ibi fuit ad gladiorum ludos

Reges processerunt

Rubicundum erat circa insulam

At volans Draco vulnerum.

22. Quid est viro forti morte certius

Etsi ipse in armorum nimbo

Adversus collocatus sit

Saepe deplorat aetatem

Quinunquam premitur

Malum ferunt timidum incitare

Aquilam ad gladiorum ludum

Meticulosus venit nuspiam

Cordi suo usui.

23. Hoc numero aequum ut procedat

In contactu gladiorum

Juvenus unus contra alterum

Non retrocedat vir a viro

Hoc fuit viri fortis nobilitas diu

Semper debet amoris amicus virginum

Audax esse in fremitu armorum.

24. Hoc videtur mihi re vera

Quod fata sequimur

Rarus transgreditur fata Parcarum

Non destiiiavi Ella;

De vita; exitu mea;
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breasts of lieroes. The SAvord bit the Scarfian

rocks; hloody was the shield in battle, until Rat-
no, the king, Avas slain. From the heads of Avar-

riors the AA^ai-m sAveat streamed doAvn their armoui\

Cum ego sanguiuera semimortuus tegereni

Et naves in aquas protrusi

Passim impetravimus turn feris

Escam in Scotix sinubus.

25. Hoc riderc me facit semper

Quod Balderi patris scamna
Parata scio in aula

Bibemus cerevisiam brevi

Ex concavis crateribus cranioium

Non gcmit vir fortis contra mortem

Magnifici in Odini domibus

Non venio desperabundis

Verbis ad Odini aulam.

26. Hie vellent nunc omnes
Filii Aslaugfe gladiis

Amarum bellum excitare

Si exacte scirent

Calamity tes nostras

Quem non pauci angues

Venenati me discerpunt

Matrem accepi meis

Filiis ita ut corda valeant.

27. Valde inclinatur ad hsereditatem

Crudele stat nocumentum a vipcra

Anguis inhabitat aulam cordis

Sperarnus alterius ad Othini

Virgam in Ellae sanguine

Filiis meis livcscet

Sua ira rubescet

Non acres juvenes

Sessioncm tranquillam facient-

-8. Habco nuinquagies
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The crows around the Indirian islands had an am-
ple prey. It were difficult to single out one among
so many deaths. At the rising of the sun I be-

held the spears piercing the bodies of foes, and
the bows throwing forth their steel-pointed ar-

rows. Loud roared the sword, in the plains of

Lano.—The virgin long bewailed the slaughter of

that morning."—In this strain the poet continues

to describe several other militaiy exploits. The
images are not much varied: the noise of arms, the

streaming of blood, and the feasting the birds of

prey, often recurring. He mentions the death of

two of his sons in battle ; and the lamentation he

describes as made for one of them is very singular.

A Grecian or Roman poet would have introduced

the virgins or nymphs of the wood, bewailing the

untimely fall of a young hero. But, says our Go-
tliic poet, " When Rogvaldus was slain, for him

Prselia sub signis facta

Ex belli invitatione et semel

Minime putavi hominum
Quod me futurus esset

Juvenis didici roucronem rubcfaeere

Alius rex prjestantior

Nos Asae itivitabunt

Non est lugenda mors.

, Fert animus finiri

Invitantme Dysae

Quas ex Othiniaula

Othinus mihi misit

LiEtus ceievisiam cum Asis

In summa sede bibam

Vita? elapsae sunt hora;

Ridcns moriar.
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moiinied all the hawks of heaven," as lamenting a

benefactor who had so liberally supplied tliem with

prey: " for boldly," as he adds, " in the strife of

swords, did the breaker of helmets throw the spear

of blood."

The poem concludes with sentiments of the

highest bravery and contempt of death. " What
is more certain to the brave man than death,

though amidst the storm of swords, he stands^

always ready to oppose it ? He only regi'ets

this life Avho hath never known distress. The
timorous man alluies the devouring eagle to the

field of battle. The coward, wherever he comes,

is useless to himself. This I esteem honourable,

that the youth should advance to the combat fairly

matched one against another; nor man retreat

fi-om man. Long was this the warrior's highest

glory. He who aspires to the love of virgins

ought always to be foremost in the roar of arms.

It appears to me, of truth, that we are led by the

Fates. Seldom can any overcome the appoint-

ment of destiny. Little did I foresee that Ella *

was to have my life in his hands, in that day when
fainting I concealed my blood, and pushed forth

my ships into the waves; after we had spread a
repast for the beasts of prey throughout the Scot-

ish bays. But this makes me always rejoice, that

in the halls of our father Balder (or Odin) I

know there are seats prepared, where, in a short

• This was the name of his enemy who had condemned him to death

.
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time, we shall be drinking ale out of the hollow

skulls of our enemies. In the house of the mighty
Odin no brave man laments death. I come not

Avith the voice of despair to Odin's hall. How
eagerly would all the sons of Aslauga now rush to

war, did they know the distress of their father,

whom a multitude of venomous serpents tear! I

have given to my children a mother, who hath

filled their hearts with valour. I am fast approach-

ing to my end. A cruel death awaits me from

the viper's bite. A snake dwells in the midst of

my heart. I hope that the sword of some of my
sons shall yet be stained with the blood of Ella.

The valiant youths will wax red with anger, and
will not sit in peace. Fifty and one times have I

reared the standard in battle. In my youth I

learned to dye the sword in blood: my hope was
then, that no king among men would be more re-

nowned than me. The goddesses of death will

now soon call me; I must not mourn my death.

Now I end my song. The goddesses invite me
away; they whom Odin has sent to me from his

hall. I will sit upon a lofty seat, and drink ale

joyfully with the goddesses of death. The houi's

of my life are run out. I will smile when I die."

This is such poetry as we might expect from a bar-

barous nation. It breathes a most ferocious spirit.

It is wild, harsli, and irregular; but, at the same
time animated and strong; the style, in the origi-

nal, full of inversions, and, as we learn from some
of Olaus's notes, highly metaphorical and fi-

gured.
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But when we open the works of Ossian, a very

different scene presents itself. There we find the

fii-e and the enthusiasm of the most eaily times^

comhmed with an amazing degree of regularity

and art. We find tenderness, and even delicacy

of sentiment, gieatly predominant over fierceness

and harharity. Our hearts are melted with the

softest feelings, and, at the same time, elevated

with the highest ideas of magnanimity, generosity,

and tnie heroism. When we turn from the poetry

of Lodbrog to that of Ossian, it is like passing

from a savage desert into a fertile and cultivated

countr\'. How is this to be accounted for? or by

what means to be reconciled with the remote anti-

quity attributed to these poems ? This is a curious

point; and requiies to be illustrated.

That the ancient Scots were of Celtic original,

is past all doubt. Their conformity with the Cel-

tic nations in language, manners, and religion,

proves it to a full demonstration. The Celtfe? a

great and mighty people, altogether distinct from

the Goths and Teutones, once extended their tlo-

minion over all the west of Em'ope; but seem to

have had their most full and complete establish-

ment in Gaul. Wherever the Celtse or Gauls are

mentioned by ancient writers, we seldom fail to

hear of their Diaiids and their Bards; the insti-

tution of which two orders, was the capital dis-

tinction of their manners and policy. The Druids
were their philosophers and priests; the Bardsj

their poets and recorders of heroic actions: and
both these orders of men seem to have subsisted

among them, as chief members of the state, from
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time immemorial.* We must not, therefore, ima-

gine th- Celtae to have been altogether a gross

and rude nation. They possessed, from very re-

mote ages, a formed system of discipline and man-
ners, which appears to have had a deep and lasting

influence. Ammianus Marcellinus gives them this

express testimony, that there flourished among
them the study of the most laudable arts; intro-

duced by the bards, whose office it was to sing, iu

heroic verse, the gallant actions of illustrious men

;

and by the Druids, who lived together in colleges,

or societies, after the Pythagorean manner, and
philosophizing upon the highest subjects, asserted

the immortality of the human soul.t Though Ju-
lius Csesar, in his account of Gaul, does not ex-

pressly mention the bards, yet it is plain, that un-

der the title of Druids, he comprehends that whole

* There are three tribes who are respected in different degrees, vix,

the Bards, the Priests, and the Druids. The Bards are the poets, and
those who record the actions of their heroes. Strabo, B. IV.

There are likewise among them the composers of poems, whom they

call Bards; and these, with instruments like the lyre, celebrate the

prmses of some, and rail against others. Diod. Sicul. B. V.

And those who are called Bards, are their oracles, and these Bards

are poets, who sing praises in odes. Posidonius. Athetueum, B. VI.

f Per hsec loca (speaking of Gaul) hominibus paulatim excultis vigu-

ere studia laudahilium doctrinarum ; inchoata per Bardos et Euhages

et Druidas. Et Bardi quidem fortia virorum illustrium facta heroicis

composita versibus cum dulcibus lyrae modulis cantitarunt. Euhages

vero scrutantes seriera et sublimia naturae pandere conabantur. Inter

hos, Druidae ingeniis celsiores, ut auctoritas Pythagorae decrevit, soda-

litiis adstricti consortiis, quaestionibus altarum occultarumque rerum

erecti sunt ; et despectantes huraana pronuntiarunt animas immortales.

Am, Marcellinus, 1. 15, cap. 9.
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college or order, of which the bards, who, it is

probable, were the disciples of the Dmids, un-

doubtedly made a part. It deserves remark, that,

according to his account, the DruidicaJ institution

first took rise in Britain, and passed from thence

into Gaul ; so that they who aspired to be thorough

masters of that k'^arning, were wont to resort to

Britain. He adds, too, that such as were to be

initiated among the Druids, Avere obliged to com-
mit to their memory a great number of verses, in-

somuch that some employed twenty years in this

course of education; and that they did not think

it lawful to record these poems in writing, but sa-

credly handed them dovni by tradition from race

to race.*

So strong was the attachment of the Celtic na-

tions to their poetiy and their bards, that, amidst

all the changes of tlieir government and manners,

even long after the order of the Dniids was extinct,

and the national religion altered, the bards conti-

nued to flourish; not as a set of strolling songsters,

like the Greek Aoidoi or Rhapsodists in Homer's
time, but as an order of men highly respected in

the state, and supported by a public establishment.

We find them, according to the testimonies of

Strabo and Diodorus, before the age of Augustus
Csesar; and we find them remaining under the

same name, and exercising the same functions as

of old, in Ireland and in the north of Scotland,

almost down to our own times. It is well known

' Vid. Caesar de bello Gall. lib. 6.

2 A
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that in both these countries, every Regulus or

chief had his own bard, who was considered as an

officer of rank in his court; and had lands as-

signed him, which descended to his family. Of
the honour in which the bards were held, many
instances occur in Ossian's poems. On all impor-

tant occasions, they were the ambassadors between
contending chiefs; and their persons were held sa-

cred. " Cairbar feared to stretch his sword to the

bards though his soul was dai"k.—Loose the baixls,

said his brother Cathmor, they are the sons of

other times. Their voice shall be heard in other

ages when the kings of Temora have failed."

From all this theCeltic tribes clearlyappear to have
been addicted in so high a degree to poetry, and to

have made it so much their study from the earliest

times, as may remove our wonder at meeting with

a vein of higher poetical refinement among them,

than was at fii'st sight to have been expected

among nations, whom we are accustomed to call

barbarous. Barbarity, I must observe, is a very

equivocal term ; it admits of many different forms

and degrees ; and though, in all of them it excludes

polished manners, it is, however, not inconsistent

with generous sentiments and tender aifections.*

What degrees of fi'iendship, love, and heroism,

• Surely among the wild Laplanders, if any where, barbarity is in its

most perfect state. Yet their love songs, which Scheffer has given us

in his Lapponia, are a proof that natural tenderness of sentiment may
be found in a country, into which the least glimmering of science has

never penetrated. To most English readers, these songs are well knov?u

by the elegant translations of them in the Spectator, No. 2&ii and 400.
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may possibly be found to prevail in a rude state

of society, no one can say. Astonisliing instances

of tlieui we know, from bistory, bave sometimes

aj)peare(l; and a few cbaracters, distinguisbed by
tbose bigb qualities, migbt lay a foundation for a

set of manners being- introduced into tbe songs of

tbe bards, more refined, it is probable, and exalted,

according to tbe usual poetical licence, tban tbe

real manners of tbe country. In particular, with

respect to heroism; tbe great employment of tbe

Celtic bards, was to delineate tbe cbaracters, and
sing tbe praises of heroes. So Lucan,

Vos quoque qui fortes animos,belloqueperemptos,

Laudibus in longum vates diffunditis jevum
Plurima securi fudistis carmiiia BardL Phars. 1. 1.

Now, when we consider a coUeae or order of

I shall subjoin Scheffer's Latin version of one, which has the appearance

of being strictly literal.

Sol, clarissimum emitte lumen in paludem Orra, Si enisus in sum-

ma picearum cacumina scirem me visurum Orra paludem, in ea eni-

terer, ut viderem inter quos arnica mea esset flores : omnes suscinderem

frutices ibi enatos, omnes ramos praesecarum, hos virentes ramos. Cur-

sum nubium essem spcutus, qua; iter suum instituunt versus paludem

Orra, si ad te volarepossem alls, cornicum alls. Sed mihi desunt alse,

ala; querquedulfe, pedesque, anserum pedes plantseve bona?, qua; deferre

me v;ileant ad te. Satis expectasti diu ; per tot dies, tot dies tuos op-

timos, oculis tuis jucundissimis, corde tuo amicissimo. Quod si lon-

gissime velles effugere, cito tamen te consequerer. Quid firmius va-

lidiusve esse potest quam contort! nervi, catcna;ve ferrea;, quae duris-

simeligant? Sic amor contorquet caput nostrum, mutat cogitationes

et sententias, Puerorum voluntas, voluntas venti ; juvenum cogitatio.

nes, longre cogitationes. Quos si audirem omnes, a via, a via justa decli-

narem. Unum est consilium quod capiam ; ita scio viam rectiorem me
reperturum. Sehefferi Lapponia, cap. 25.
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men, who, cultivating poetry throTighout a long se-

ries of ages, had their imaginations continually

employed on the ideas of heroism; who had all

the poems and panegyrics which Avere composed
by their predecessors, handed doAvn to them with

care; who rivalled and endeavoured to outstrip

those Avho had gone before them, each in the cele-

bration of his particular hero; is it not natural to

think, that at length the character of a hero would
appear in their songs with the highest lustre, and

be adorned with qualities truly noble? Some of

the qualities, indeed, which distinguish a Fingal,

moderation, humanity, and clemency, would not

probably be the first ideas of heroism occurring to

a barbarous people: but no sooner had such ideas

begun to dawn on the minds of poets, than, as the

human mind easily opens to the native representa-

tions of human perfection, they Avould be seized

and embraced; they would enter into their pane-

gyrics; they Avould afford materials for succeeding

bards to Avork upon, and improve; they Avould

contribute not a little to exalt the public manners.

For such songs as these, familiar to the Celtic

warriors from their childhood, and throughout

their Avhole life, both in Avar and in peace, their

principal entertainment, nmst have had a very

considerable influence in propagating among them
real manners nearly approaching to the poetical;

and in forming even such a hero as Fingal. Es-
pecially when Ave consider, that among their limit-

ed objects of ambition, among the feAV advantages

Avhich, in a savage state, man could obtain over

man, the chief Avas Fame, and that injniortality
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\rhich they expected to receive from their vii-tues

and exploits, in the songs of bards.*

Having- made these remarks on the Celtic poetry

and bards in general, I shall next consider the par-

ticular advantages which Ossian possessed. He
appears clearly to have lived in a period which en-

joyed all the benefit I just now mentioned of tradi-

tionary poetr)\ The exploits of Trathal, Trenmor,
and the other ancestors of Fingal, are spoken of

as familiarly known. Ancient bards are frequently

alluded to. In one remarkable passage, Ossian

describes himself as living in a sort of classical age,

enlightened by the memorials of former times,

whicli ^^Tre conveyed in the songs of bards ; and
points at a period of darkness and ignorance,

which lay beyond the reach of tradition. " His
words," says he, " came only by halves to oui'

ears ; they were dark as the tales of other times,

before the light of the song arose." Ossian him-

self appears to have been endowed by nature with

an exquisite sensibility of heart
;
prone to that

tender melancholy which is so often an attendant

on great genius ; and susceptible equally of strong

and of soft emotions. He was not only a professed

bard, educated with care, as we may easily believe,

to all the poetical ait then known, and connected,

as he sJiows us himself, in intimate friendship with

« When Edward 1. conquered Wales, he put to death all the Welch
bards. This cruel policy plainly shows how great an influence he ima-

gined the songs of these bards to have over the minds of the people •, and
of what nature he judged that influence to be. The Welsh bards were

of the same Celtic race with the Scotish and Irish.

2 A 2
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the other contemporary ])ar(ls, but a warrior also

;

and tlie son of the most renowned hero and prmce
of his age. This formed a conjunction of circum-

stances uncommonly favourable towards exalting

the imagination of a poet. He relates expeditions

in which he had been engaged ; he sings of battles

in which he had fought and overcome ; he had be-

held the most illustrious scenes which that age

could exhibit, both of heroism in war, and magni-

ficence in peace. For hov/ever rude the magnifi-

cence of those times may seem to us, we must
remember that all ideas of magnificence are com-
parative ; and that the age of Fingal was an era of

distinguished splendour in that part of the world.

Fingal reigned over a considerable territory ; he

was emiched with the spoils of the Roman pro-

vince ; he was ennobled by his victories and great

actions ; and was in all respects a personage of

much higher dignity than any of the chieftains, or

heads of clans, who lived in the same country,

after a more extensive monarchy was established.

The manners of Ossian's age, so far as we can

gather them from his writings, were abundantly

favourable to a poetical genius. The two dispirit-

ing vices, to which Longinus imputes the decline

of poetry, covetousness and effeminacy, were as

yet unknown. The cares of men were few. Tliey

lived a roving, indolent life ; hunting and Avar their

principal employments ; and their chief amuse-
ments, the music of bards and " the feast of shells."

The great object pursued by heroic spirits, was
" to receive their fame," that is, to become Avorthy

of being celebrated in the songs of bards ; and " to
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have their uaino on tlie four gray stones." To die

Tinlaniented 1)\' a bard was deemed so great a

niisforturie, as even to disturb their ghosts in ano-

ther state. " They wander in thick mists beside

tlie reedy lake ; but never sliall they rise, without

the song, to tlie dwelling of winds." After death,

they expected to follow employments of the same
nature with those which had amused them on

earth: to Hy with their friends on clouds, to pm-sue

airy deer, and to listen to their praise in the mouths
of bards. In such times as these, in a country

Avhere poetry had been so long cultivated, and so

highly honoured, is it any wonder that, among tlie

race and succession of bards, one Homer should

arise ; a man who, endowed Avith a natural, happy
genius, favoured by peculiar advantages of birth

and condition, and meeting-, in the course of his

life, with a variety of incidents proper to fire his

imagination, and to touch his heart, should attain

a degree of eminence in poetry worthy to draw
the admiration of more refined ages ?

The compositions of Ossian are so strongly

marked with characters of antiquity, that although

there were no external proof to support that anti-

quity, hardly any reader of judgment and taste

could hesitate in referring them to a very remote

era. There are four great stages through Avhich

men successively pass in the progress of society.

The first and earliest is the life of hunters; pastur-

age succeeds to this, as the ideas of property be-

gin to take root; next agriculture; and, lastly, com-
merce. Throughout Ossian's poems we plainly find

ourselves in the first of these periods of society

;
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during which, Imnting; Avas the chief employment
of men, and the principal method of their procur-

ing subsistence. Pasturage was not indeed, wholly

unknown; for we hear of dividing the herd in case

of a divorce ; hut the allusions to herds and cattle

are not many ; and of agriculture, we find no traces.

No cities appear to have been built in the temto-
ries of Fingal. No arts are mentioned except-

that of navigation and of working in iron.* Every
thing presents to us the most simple and unimprov-

ed manners. At their feasts, the heroes prepared

their own repast; they sat round the light of the

burning oak; the wind lifted their locks, and whistled

through their open halls. Whatever was beyond
the necessaries of life, was known only to them as

the spoil of the Roman province; " the gold of the

stranger; the lights of the stranger; the steeds of the

stranger, the children of the rein."

* Their skill in navigation need not at all surprise us. Living in the

western islands, along the coast, or in a country which is every where

intersected with arms of the sea, one of the first objects of their atten-

tion, from the earliest time, must have been how to traverse the waters.

Hence that knowledj^e of the stars so necessary for guiding them by

night, of which we find several traces in Ossian's works ;
particularly

in the beautiful description of Cathmor's shield, in the seventh book of

Temora. Among all the northern maritime nations, navigation was

very early studied. Piratical incursions were the chief means they em-

ployed for acquiring booty; and were among the first exploits which

distinguished them in the world. Even the savage Americans were, at

their first discovery, found to possess tlie most surprising skill and dex-

terity in navigating their immense lakes and rivers.

The description of Cutbullin's chariot, in the first book of Fingal, has

been objected to by some, as representing greater magnificence than is

consistent with the supposed poverty of that age. But this chariot is

plainly only a horse-litter; and the gems mentioned in the description,

are no other than the shining stones or pebbles, known to be frequently

i'ound along the western coast of Scotland.
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This representation of Ossian's times must strike

us the more, as genuine and authentic, wlien it is

compared Avitli a poem of later date, which Mr.
Macpherson has preserved in one of his notes. It

is that wherein five bards are represented as pass-

ing the evening in the house of a chief, and each

of them separately giving his description of the

niglit. The night scenery is beautiful; and the

author has plainly imitated the style and manner
of Ossian: but he has allowed some images to ap-

pear which betray a later period of society. For

we meet with windows clapping, the herds of goats

and cows seeking shelter, the shepherd wander
ing, corn on the plain, and the wakeful hind re-

building the shocks of corn which had been over-

turned by the tempest. Whereas in Ossian's

Avorks, from beginning to end, all is consistent ; no
modern allusion drops from him; but every where
the same face of rude nature appears; a country

wholly uncultivated, thinly inhabited, and recently

peopled. The gi'ass of the rock, the flower of the

heath, the thistle with its beard, are the chief or-

naments of his landscapes. " The desert," says

Fingal, " is enough for me, with all its woods and
deer."

The circle of ideas and transactions is no wdder

than suits such an age; nor any greater diversity

hitroduced into characters, than the events of that

period would naturally display. Valour and bodi-

ly strength are the admired qualities. Contentions

arise, as is usual among savage nations, from the

slightest causes. To be aflt'ronted at a tournament,
or to be omitted in the invitation to a feast, kin-
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(lies a war. Women are often carried away by
force; and tlie whole tribe, as in the Homeric
times, rise to avenge the wrong. The heroes,

show refinement of sentiment, indeed, on several

occasions, but none of manners. They speak of

their past actions with freedom, boast of their ex-

ploits, and sing their own praise. In their bat-

tles, it is evident that drums, trumpets, or bag-

pipes, were not kno^^'^l or used. They had no ex-

pedient for giving the military alarms but striking

a shield, or raising a loud cry; and hence the loud

and teiTible cry of Fingal is often mentioned, as a
necessary qualification of a great general; like the

(SofjV aya&og MsnXaog of Homer. Of military dis-

cipline, or skill, they appear to have been entirely

destitute. Their armies seem not to have been

numerous; their battles were disorderly ; and ter-

minated, for the most part, by a personal combat,

or wrestling of the two chiefs; after which, "the
bard sung the song of peace, and the battle ceased

along the field."

The manner of composition bears all the marks
of the greatest antiquity. No artful transitions;

nor fidl and extended connection of parts; such as

Ave find among the poets of later times, when or-

der and regularity of composition Mere more
studied and known; but a style always rapid and
vehement; in narration concise even to abruptness,

and leaving several circumstances to be supplied by
the reader's imagination. The language has all

that figurative cast, Avhich, as I before shoAved,

partly a gloAving and undisciplined imagination,

partly the sterility of language, and the want of
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proper terms, have always introduced into tlie

early speech of nations; and, in several respects,

it carries a reniarkahle resemblance to the style of

the Old Testament. It deserves particular notice,

as one of the most genuine and decisive charac-

ters of antiquity, that very tew general terms, or

abstract ideas, are to be met with in the whole col-

lection of Ossian's works. The ideas of men, at

fii'st, were all particular. They had not words to

express general conceptions. These were the

consequence of more profound reflection, and
longer acquaintance with the arts of thought and
speech. Ossian, accordingly, almost never expres-

ses himself in the abstract. His ideas extend-

ed little farther than to the objects he saw a-

round him. A public, a conmiunity, the universe,

were conceptions beyond his sphere. Even a
mountain, a sea, or a lake, which he has occa-

sion to mention, though only in a simile, are for

the most part particularized ; it is the hill of Crom-
la, the storm of the sea of Malmor, or the reeds of

the lake of Lego. A mode of expression, which,

whilst it is characteristical of ancient ages, is at the

same time highly favourable to descriptive poetry.

For the same reasons, personification is a poetical

figure not very common with Ossian. Inanimate
objects, such as winds, trees, flowers, he some-
times personifies with great beauty. But tlie per-

sonifications which are so familiar to later poets, of

Fame, Time, Terror, Virtue, and the rest of that

class, were unknown to our Celtic bard. These
were modes of conception too abstract for his age.

All these are marks so undoubted, and some of
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them, too, so nice and delicate, of the most early

times, as put the high antiquity of these poems
out of question. Especially when we consi-

der, that if there had been any imposture in this

case, it must have been contrived and executed in

the Highlands of Scotland two or three centuries

ago ; as up to this period, ])oth by manuscripts and
by the testimony of a multitude of living witnes-

ses, concerning the uncontrovertible tradition of

these poems, they can clearly be traced. Now
this is a period when that country enjoyed no ad-

vantages for a composition of this kind, which it

may not be supposed to have enjoyed in as great,

if not in a gi-eater degree, a thousand years before.

To suppose that two or three hundred years ago,

when we well know the Highlands to have been
in a state of gross ignorance and barbarity, there

should have arisen in that country a poet, of such

exquisite genius, and of such deep knowledge

of mankind, and of history, as to divest himself of

the ideas and manners of his own age, and to give

us a just and natural picture of a state of society

more ancient by a thousand years ; one who could

support this counterfeited antiquity through such

a large collection of poems, Avithout the least in-

consistency ; and who, possessed of all this genius

and art, had at the same time the self-denial of

concealing himself, and of ascribing his o\\ai works

to an antiquated bard, without the imposture

being detected—is a supposition that transcends

all bounds of credibility.

There are, besides, two other circumstances to

be attended to, still of gi-eater weight, if possible,
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against tins hypothesis. One is, the total absence

of religious ideas ft-om this work ; for which the

translator has, in his preface, given a very proba-

ble account, on the footing of its being the work
of Ossian. The druidical superstition was, in the

days of Ossian, on the point of its final extinc-

tion, and, for particular reasons, odious to the fa-

mily of Fingal ; whilst the Christian faith was not

yet established. But had it been the work of one,

to whom the ideas of Christianity were familiar

from his infancy ; and who had superadded to them
also the bigotted superstition of a dark age and

country, it is impossible but in some passage or

other, the traces of them would have appeared-

The other circumstance is, the entire silence which

reigns with respect to all the great clans or fami-

lies, which are now established in the Highlands.

The origin of these several clans is known to be

very ancient : And it is as well known that there

is no passion by which a native Highlander is

more distinguished, than by attachment to his

clan, and jealousy for its honour. That a High-
land bard, in forging a work relating to the anti-

quities of his country, should have inserted no cir-

cumstance which pointed out the rise of his own
clan, which ascertained its antiquity, or increased

its glory, is, of all suppositions that can be formed,

the most improbable ; and the silence on this head,

amounts to a demonstration that the author lived

before any of the present great clans were formed
or known-

Assuming it then, as we well may, for certain,

that the poems now under consideration, are genu-
VOL. II. 2 B
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ine venerable monuments of veiy remote antiquity,

I proceed to make some remarks upon their gene-

ral spirit and strain. The two gieat characteris-

tics of Ossian's poetry are, tenderness and sub-

limity. It breathes nothing of the gay and cheer-

ful kind ; an air of solemnity and seriousness is

diftused over the whole. Ossian is perhaps the

only poet who never relaxes, or lets himself down
into the light and amusing strain ; which I readily

admit to be no small disadvantage to him with the

hulk of readers. He moves perpetually in the

high region of the grand and the pathetic. One
key note is struck at the beginning, and supported

to the end ; nor is any ornament introduced, but

what is perfectly concordant with the general tone

or melody. The events recorded are all serious

and gi'ave ; the scenery throughout wild and ro-

mantic. The extended heath by the sea-shore

;

the mountain shaded with mist ; the torrent lush-

ing through a solitary valley ; the scattered oaks,

and the tombs of wamors overgro\\ni with moss ;

all produce a solemn attention in the mind, and
prepare it for great events. We find not in Os-
sian an imagination that sports itself, and dresses

out gay trifles to please the fancy. His poetry,

more perhaps than that of any other writer, de-

serves to be styled, The jjoeby of the Heart. It

is a heart penetrated with noble sentiments, and

with sublime and tender passions ; a heart that

glows, and kindles the fancy ; a heart that is full,

and pours itself forth. Ossian did not write, like

modem poets, to please readers and critics. He
Kung from the love of poetry and song. His de-



THE POE:.It> OF OtSSIAN. 287

light was to think of the heroes among Avhoui he

had flourished ; to recall the aftecting incidents of

his life ; to dwell upon his past wars, and loves,

and friendships ; till, as he expresses it himself,

" there comes a voice to Ossian and awakes his

soul. It is the voice of years that are gone ; they

roll before me with all their deeds;" and under

this true poetic inspiration, giving vent to his

genius, no wonder we should so often hear, and

acknoAvledge in his strains, the powerful and ever-

pleasing voice of natm-e.

Arte, natura potentior omni.—
Est Deus in nobis, agitante calescimus illo.

It is necessary here to observe, that the beauties

of Ossian's writings cannot be felt by those who
have given them only a single or a hasty perusal.

His manner is so different from that of the poets

to whom we are most accustomed ; his style is

so concise, and so much crowded with imageiy

;

the mind is kept at such a stretch in accompany-
ing the author ; that an ordinary reader is at first

apt to be dazzled and fatigued, rather than pleas-

ed. His poems require to be taken up at inter-

vals, and to be fi-equently reviewed ; and then it

is impossible but his beauties must open to every

reader who is capable of sensibility. Those who
have the liighest degree of it, will relish them the

most.

As Homer is, of all the great poets, the one
whose manner and times come the nearest to Os-
sian's, we are naturally led to run a parallel in

some instances between the Greek and the Celtic

bard. For though Homer lived more than a thou-
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sand years before Ossian, it is not fi-om the age of

tlie world, but from the state of society, that we
are to judge of resembling times. The Greek has,

in several points, a manifest superiority. He in-

troduces a greater variety of incidents : he pos-

sesses a larger compass of ideas ; has more diver-

sity in his characters ; and a much deeper know-
ledge of human nature. It was not to be expected,

that in any of these particulars, Ossian could equal

Homer. For Homer lived in a country where
society was much farther advanced ; he had be-

held many more objects ; cities built and flourish-

ing ; laws instituted ; order, discipline, and arts

begun. His field of observation was much larger

and more splendid; his knowledge, of course,

more extensive ; his mind, also, it shall be gi'anted,

more penetrating. But if Ossian's ideas and ob-

jects be less diversified than those of Homer, they

are all, however, of the kind fittest for poetry

:

the bravery and generosity of heroes, the tender-

ness of lovers, the attachments of friends, parents,

and children. In a rude age and country, though

the events that happen be few, the undissipated

mind broods over them more ; they strike the ima-

gination, and fire the passions in a higher degree
;

and of consequence become happier materials to

a poetical genius, than the same events when scat-

tered through the wide circle of more varied ac-

tion, and cultivated life.

Homer is a more cheerful and sprightly poet

than Ossian. You discern in him all the Greek
vivacity ; whereas Ossian uniformly maintains the

gi-avity and solemnity of a Celtic hero. This too
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is in a great measure to be accounted for from the

different situations in ^vhich they Uved, partly per-

sonal, and partly national. Ossian had survived

all his ftiends, and was disposed to melancholy by
the incidents of his life. But besides this, cheer-

fulness is one of the many blessings which we owe
to formed society. The solitary wild state is al-

ways a serious one. Bating the sudden and vio-

lent bursts of mirth, which sometimes break forth

at their dances and feasts ; the savage American
tribes have been noted by all travellers for their

gravity and taciturnity. Somewhat of this taci-

turnity may be also remarked in Ossian. On all

occasions he is frugal of his words, and never gives

you more of an image or a description than is just

sufficient to place it before you in one clear point

of view. It is a blaze of lightning, which flashes

and vanishes. Homer is more extended in his de-

scriptions ; and fills them up with a greater variety

of circumstances. Both the poets are dramatic

;

that is, they introduce their personages frequently

speaking before us. But Ossian is concise and
rapid in his speeches, as he is in every other thing.

Homer, with the Greek vivacity, had also some
portion of the Greek loquacity. His speeches

indeed are highly charatteristical ; and to them we
are much indebted for that admirable display he
has given of human nature. Yet if he be tedious

any where, it is in these ; some of them trifling

;

and some of them plainly unseasonable. Both
poets are eminently sublime ; but a difference

may be remarked in the species of their subli-

mity. Homer's sublimity is accompanied Avitli

2 B 2
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more impetuosity and fire ; Ossian's with more
of a solemn and awful grandeur. Homer hun'ies

you along : Ossian elevates, and fixes you in as-

tonishment. Homer is most sublime in actions

and battles ; Ossian in description and sentiment.

In the pathetic. Homer, when he chooses to exert

it, has gi-eat power ; but Ossian exerts that power
much oftener, and has the character of tenderaess

far more deeply imprinted on his works. No poet

knew better how to seize and melt the heart.

With regard to dignity of sentiment, the pre-emi-

nence must clearly be given to Ossian. This is

indeed a surprising circumstance, that, in point of

humanity, magnanimity, virtuous feelings of every

kind, our rude Celtic bard should be distinguished

to such a degree, that not only the heroes of Ho-
mer, but even those of the polite and refined Vir-

gil, are left far behind by those of Ossian.

After these general observations on the genius

and spirit of our author, I now proceed to a nearer

view, and more accurate examination of his works

:

and as Fingal is the first great poem in this collec-

tion, it is proper to begin with it. To refuse the

title of an epic poem to Fingal, because it is not,

in every little particular, exactly conformable to

the practice of Homer and Virgil, were the mere
squeamishness and pedantry of criticism. Exam-
ined even according to Aristotle's rules, it would

be found to have all the essential requisites of a

true and regular Epic ; and to have several of them
in so high a degree, as at first view to raise our

astonishment on finding Ossian's composition so

agreeable to rules of wliich he was entirely igno-
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rant. But our astonishment will cease, when we
consider from what source Aristotle drew those

rules. Homer knew no more of the laws of criti-

cism than Ossian. But, guided by nature, he

composed in verse a regular story, founded on

heroic actions, which all posterity admired. Aris-

totle, with great sagacity and penetration, traced

the causes of this general admiration. He observed

what it was in Homer's composition, and in the

conduct of his story, which gave it such power to

please ; from this observation he deduced the rules

which poets ought to follow, who would write and

please like Homer ; and to a composition formed

according to such rules, he gave the name of an

Epic poem. Hence his whole system arose. Aris-

totle studied nature in Homer. Homer and Ossian

both ^vTote fi-om nature. No wonder that among
all the three, there should be such agreement and

conformity.

The fundamental iiiles delivered by Aristotle

concerning an Epic poem, are these :—That the

action, which is the groundwork of the poem,

should be one, complete, and great ; that it should

be feigned, not merely historical ; that it should

be enlivened with characters and manners, and

heightened by the marvellous.

But, before entering on any of these, it may
perhaps be asked, what is the moral of Fingal ?

For, according to M. Bossu^ an Epic poem is no

other than an allegory contrived to illustrate some
moral tmth. The poet, says this critic, must be-

gin with fixing on some maxim or instruction which

he intends to inculcate on mankind. He next
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forms a fable, like one of iEsop's, wholly with a

view to the moral ; and having thus settled and

arranged his plan, he then looks into traditionary

history for names and incidents, to give his fable

some air of probability. Never did a more frigid,

pedantic notion, enter into the mind of a critic.

We may safely pronounce that he who should

compose an Epic poem after this manner—who
should first lay down a moral and contrive a plan,

before he had thought of his personages and actors

—might deliver, indeed, very sound instruction,

but would find few readers. There cannot be the

least doubt that the first object which strikes an

Epic poet, which fires his genius, and gives him
any idea of his work, is the action or subject he is

to celebrate. Hardly is there any tale, any sub-

ject, a poet can choose for such a work, but will

afford some general moral instruction. An Epic
poem is by its nature one of the most moral of all

poetical compositions : but its moral tendency is

by no means to be limited to some commonplace
maxim, which may be gathered from the story.

It arises from the admiration of heroic actions,

which such a composition is peculiarly calculated

to produce ; from the virtuous emotions which the

characters and incidents raise, whilst we read it

;

from the happy impression which all the parts

separately, as well as the Avhole taken together,

leave upon the mind. However, if a general

moral be still insisted on, Fingal obviously furnishes

one, not inferior to that of any other poet, viz.

—

that wisdom and bravery ah^ays triumph over

brutal force : or another nobler still—that the most
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complete victory over an enemy is obtained by tbat

moderation and generosity wliich convert him into

a friend.

The unity of the Epic action, which, of all Aris-

totle's rules, is the chief and most material, is so

strictly preserved in Fingal, that it must be per-

ceived by every reader. It is a more complete

unity than what arises from relating the actions of

one man, which the Greek critic justly censures

as imperfect ; it is the unity of one entei-prise—the

deliverance of Ireland from the invasion of Swaran

:

an enterprise which has surely the full heroic dig-

nit5% AH the incidents recorded bear a constant

reference to one end—no double plot is carried on

—but the parts unite into a regular whole : and as

the action is one and great, so it is an entire or

complete action. For we find, as the critic farther

requires, a beginning, a middle, and an end—

a

Nodus, or intrigue, in the poem—difiiculties oc-

curring through Cuthullin's rashness and bad suc-

cess—those difficulties gradually surmounted ; and

at last the work conducted to that happy conclusion

which is held essential to Epic poetr)\ Unity is,

indeed, observed with greater exactness in Fmgal,

than in almost any other Epic composition. For

not only is unity of subject maintained, but that

of time and place also. The Autumn is clearly

pointed out as the season of the action ; and from

beginning to end the scene is never shifted from

the heath of Lena, along the sea shore. The dura-

tion of the action in Fingal, is much shorter than

in the Iliad or iEneid, but surely there may be

shorter as well as longer heroic poems ; and if the
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authority of Aristotle be also required for tliis, he

says expressly, that the Epic composition is indefi-

nite, as to the time of its duration. Accordingly,

the action of the Iliad lasts only forty-seven days,

whilst that of the ^Eneid is continued for more
than a year.

Throughout the Avhole of Fingal, there reigns

that grandeur of sentiment, style, and imagery,

which ought ever to distinguish this high species

of poetry. The story is conducted with no small

art. The poet goes not back to a tedious recital

of the beginning of the war with Swaran ; but,

hastening to the main action, he falls in exactly,

by a most happy coincidence of thought, with the

ride of Horace.

Semper ad eventum festinat, et in medias res,

Non secus ac notas, auditorem rapit

Nee gemino bellum Tiojanum auditur ab ovo.

Be Arte Poet.

He invokes no muse, for he acknowledged none;

but his occasional addresses to Malvina, have a
finer effect than the invocation of any Muse. He
sets out with no formal proposition of his subject

;

but the subject naturally and easily unfolds itself;

the poem opening in an animated manner with the

situation of Cuthullin, and the arrival of a scout

who informs him of Swaran's landing. Mention
is presently made of Fingal, and of the expected

assistance from the ships of the lonely isle, in order

to give further light to the subject. For the poet

often shows his address in gradually preparing us

for tlie events he is to introduce ; and, in particular,
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the preparation for the appearance of Fingal, the

previous expectations that are raised, and the ex-

treme mapiificence, fully answering these expec-

tations, with which the hero is at length presented

to us, are all worked up with such skilful conduct,

as would do honour to any poet of the most refined

times. Homer's art in magnifying the character

of Achilles, has been universally admired. Ossian

certainly shows no less art in aggrandizing Fingal.

Nothing could be more happily imagined for this

pui-pose than the whole management of the last

battle, wherein Gaul, the son of Momi, had be-

sought Fingal to retire, and to leave to him and
his other chiefs the honour of the day. The
generosity of the king in agreeing to this proposal

—the majesty with which he retreats to the hill,

from whence he was to behold the engagement,

attended by his bards, and waving the lightning of

his sword—his perceiving the chiefs overpowered

by numbers, but, from unwillingness to deprive

them of the glory of victory by coming in person

to their assistance, first sending Ullin, the bard, to

animate their coin-age ; and, at last, when the

danger becomes more pressing, his rising in his

might, and intei-posing, like a divinity, to decide

the doubtful fate of the day, are all circumstances

contrived with so much art as plainly discovers the

Celtic Bards to have been not unpractised in heroic

poetry.

The story which is the foundation of the Iliad

is in itself as simple as that of Fingal. A quarrel

arises between Achilles and Agamemnon concern-

ing a female slave ; on which, Achilles, apprehend-
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ing himself to be injured, withdraws his assistance

from the rest of the Greeks. The Greeks fall into

great distress, and beseech him to be reconciled to

them. He refuses to fight for them in person, but

sends his friend Patroclus ; and, upon his being

slain, goes forth to revenge his death, and kills

Hector. The subject of Fingal is this :—Swaran
comes to invade Ireland. Cuthullin, the guardian

of the young king, had applied for assistance to

Fingal, who reigned in the opposite coast of Scot-

land. But before Fingal's arrival, he is hurried by
rash counsel to encounter Swaran. He is defeated

—he retreats—and desponds. Fingal arrives in

this conjuncture. The battle is for some time du-

bious ; but in the end he conquers Swaran ; and
the remembrance of Swaran's being the brother of

Agandecca, who had once saved his life, makes
him dismiss him honourably. Homer, it is true,

has filled up his story with a much greater variety

of particulars than Ossian ; and in this has shown
a compass of invention superior to that of the other

poet. But it must not be forgotten, that though

Homer be more circumstantial, his incidents, how-
ever, are less diversified in kind than those of Os-
sian. War and bloodshed reign throughout the

Iliad ; and, notwithstanding all the fertility of Ho-
mer's invention, there is so much uniformity in his

subjects, that there are few readers, who, before

the close, are not tired with perpetual fighting.

Whereas, in Ossian, the mind is relieved by a

more agreeable diversity. There is a finer mixture

of war and heroism, with love and friendship, of

martial, with tender scenes, than is to be met with,
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perhaps, in any other poet. The episodes too,

have great propriety; as natural, and proper to that

age and country : consisting of the songs of bards,

which are known to have been the great entertain-

ment of the Celtic heroes in war, as well as in

peace. These songs are not introduced at random

;

if you except the episode of Duchomar and Morna,
in the first book, Avhich, though beautiful, is more
unartful than any of the rest ; they have always

some particular relation to the actor who is inte-

rested, or to the events which are going on ; and,

whilst they vary the scene, they preserve a suffi-

cient connexion with the main subject, by the fit-

ness and propriety of their introduction.

As Fingal s love to Agandecca influences some
circumstances of the poem, particularly the ho-

nourable dismission of Swaran at the end, it was
necessary that we should be let into this part of

the hero's story. But as it lay without the com-
pass of the present action, it could be regularly in-

troduced no where, except in an episode. Ac-
cordingly the poet, with as much propriety, as if

Aristotle himself had directed the plan, has con-

trived an episode for this purpose in the song of

Canil, at the beginning of the third book.

The conclusion of the poem is strictly accord-

ing to rule ; and is every way noble and pleasing.

The reconciliation of the contending heroes—the

consolation of Cuthullin, and the general felicity

that crowns the action—soothe the mind in a veiy

agreeable manner, and form that passage fiom agi-

tation and trouble, to perfect quiet and repose,

which critics require as the proper termination of

VOL. II. 2 c
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the Epic work. " Thus they passed the night in

song, and brought back the morning with joy.

Fingal arose on the heath, and shook his glittering

spear in his hand. He moved first towards the

plains of Lena, and we followed like a ridge of

fire. Spread the sail, said the king of Morven,

and catch the winds that pom* from Lena. We
rose on the wave Avith songs ; and rushed with joy

through the foam of the ocean."—So much for the

unity and general conduct of the Epic action in

Fingal.

With regard to that property ofthe subject which

Aristotle requires, that it should be feigned, not his-

torical, he must not be understood so strictly, as if

he meant to exclude all subjects which have anyfoun-
dation in truth. For such exclusion would both be

unreasonable in itself, and, what is more, would be

contrary to the practice of Homer, who is known to

have founded his Iliad on historical facts concern-

ing the war of Troy, which was famous through-

out all Greece. Aristotle means no more than

that it is the business of a poet not to be a mere
annalist of facts, but to embellish truth with beau-

tiful, probable, and useful fictions; to copy nature,

as he himself explains it, like painters, who pre-

serve a likeness, but exhibit their objects more
grand and beautiful than they are in reality. That
Ossian has followed this course, and building upon
true history, has sufficiently adorned it with poeti-

cal fiction for aggrandizing his cliaracters and facts,

will not, I believe, be questioned by most readers.

At the same time, the foundation which those facts

and chai'acters had in truth, and the share Avhich
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the poet himself had in the transactions which
he records, must be considered as no small advan-

tage to Iiis Avork. For truth makes an impres-

sion on the mind far beyond any fiction; and no
man, let his imagination be ever so strong, relates

any events so feelingly, as those in which he has

been interested; paints any scene so naturally as

one which he has seen; or draws any characters

in such strong colom*s, as those which he has per-

sonally known. It is considered as an advantage

of the Epic subject to be taken from a period so

distant, as, by being involved in the darkness of

tradition, may give license to fable. Though Os-
sian's subject may at first view appear unfavourable

in this respect, as being taken fiom his oaati times,

yet when we reflect that he lived to an extreme

old age; that he relates what had been transacted

in another country, at the distance of many years,

and after all that race of men who had been the

actors were gone off the stage; we shall find the

objection, in a great measure, obviated. In so rude

an age, when no written records were known,
when tradition was loose, and accuracy of any
kind little attended to, what was great and heroic

in one generation easily ripened into the marvellous

in the next.

The natural representation of human characters

in an Epic poem is highly essential to its merit

;

and in respect of this there can be no doubt of

Homer's excelling all the heroic poets who have

ever wrote. But though Ossian be much inferior

to Homer in this article, he mil be found to be

equal at least, if not superior to Virgil; and has
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indeed given all the display of human nature which
the simple occuiTences of the times could be ex-

pected to furnish. No dead uniformity of charac-

ter prevails in Fingal; but, on the contrary, the

principal characters are not only clearly distin-

guished, but sometimes artfully contrasted, so as to

illustrate each other. Ossian's heroes are, like

Homer's, all brave; but their bravery, like those of

Homer's too, is of different kinds. For instance,

the prudent, the sedate, the modest, and circum-

spect Coimal, is finely opposed to the presumptu-

ous, rash, overbearing, but gallant and generous

Calmar. Calmar hurries Cuthullin into action by
his temerity ; and when he sees the bad effects of

his counsels, he will not survive the disgrace.

Connalj like another Ulysses, attends Cuthullin to

his retreat, counsels, and comforts him under his

misfortune. The fierce, the proud, and high-spi-

rited Swaran is admirably contrasted with the

calm, the moderate, and generous Fingal. The
character of Oscai* is a favourite one throughout

the whole poems. The amiable warmth of the

young warrior; his eager impetuosity in the day of

action; his passion for fame; his submission to his

father; his tenderness for Malvina, are the strokes

of a masterly pencil; the strokes are few; but it

is the hand of nature, and attracts the heart. Os-
sian's own character, the old man, the hero, and
the bard, all in one, presents to us, through the

whole work, a most respectable and venerable fi-

gure, which we always contemplate with pleasure.

Cuthullin is a hero of the highest class: daring,

magnanimous, and exquisitely sensible to honour.
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We become attached to his interest, and are deeply

touched with his distress ; and after the admiration

raised forhiminthe first part of the poem, it is astrong

proof of Ossian's masterly genius that he durst ad-

venture to produce to us another hero, compaied
with whom, even the gi*eat Cuthullin should be

only an inferior personage; and who should rise as

far above him, as Cuthullin rises above the rest.

Here, indeed, in the character and description

of Fingal, Ossian triumphs almost unrivalled: for

we may boldly defy all antiquity to show us any
hero equal to Fingal. Homer's Hector possesses

several great and amiable qualities; but Hector is

a secondary personage in the Iliad, not the hero of

the work. We see him only occasionally; we
know much less of him than we do of Fingal; who
not only in this Epic poem, but in Temora, and

throughout the rest of Ossian's works, is presented

in all that variety of lights w^hich give the full dis-

play of a character. And though Hector faithfully

discharges his duty to his country, his friends, and
his family, he is tinctured, however, with a degree

of the same savage ferocity, which prevails among
all the Homeric heroes. For we find him exulting

over the fallen Patroclus, with the most cruel

taunts, and telling him, when he lies in the agony

of death, that Achilles cannot help him now; and

that in a short time his body, stripped naked, and

deprived of funeral honours, shall be devomed by
vultures.* Whereas, in the character of Fingal,

lliadxvi.830.II. xvii. 127.

2 c 2
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concur almost all the qualities that can ennoble hu-
man nature; that can either make us admire the

hero, or love the man. He is not only unconquer-

able in war, but he makes his people happy by his

wisdom in the days of peace. He is truly the

father of his people. He is known by the epithet

of " Fingal of the mildest look;" and distinguish-

ed, on every occasion, by humanity and generosity.

He is merciful to his foes ;* full of affection to his

children ; full of concern about his fnends ; and ne-

ver mentions Agandecca, his first love, without

the utmost tenderness. He is the universal pro-

tector of the distressed; " None ever went sad

from Fingal."—'' O Oscar! bend the strong in

arms; but spare the feeble hand. Be thou a stream

of many tides against the foes of thy people; but

like the gale that moves the grass, to those who
ask thine aid. So Trenmor lived; such Trathal

was; and such has Fingal been. My arm was the

support of the injured; the weak, rested behind the

lightning of my steel."—These were the maxims
of true heroism, to which he formed his giandson.

His fame is represented as every where spread ; the

greatest heroes acknowledge his superiority; his

* When he commands his sons, after Swaran is taken prisoner,

*' to pursue the rest of Lochlin, over the heath of Lena ; that no ves-

sel may hereafter bound on the dark-rolling waves of Inistore;" he

means not, assuredly, as some have misrepresented him, to order a ge-

neral slaughter of the foes, and to prevent their saving themselves by

flight ; but, like a wise General, he commands his chiefs to render

the victory complete, by a total rout of the enemy ; that they might

adventure no more for the future, to fit out any fleet against him or

his allies.
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enemies tremble at his name; and the highest en-
comium tliat can be bestowed on one whom the
poet would most exalt, is to say that his soul was
like the soul of Fingal.

To do justice to the poet's merit, in supporting

such a character as this, I must observe, what is not
commonly attended to, that there is no part of

poetical execution more difficult, than to draw a
perfect cliaracter in such a manner, as to render it

distinct and affecting to the mind. Some strokes

of human imperfection and frailty, are what usually

give us the most cleai" view, and the most sensible

impression of a character; because they present

to us a man such as we have seen; they recal

known features of human nature. When poets

attempt to go beyond this range, and describe a

faultless hero, they, for the most part, set before us

a sort of vague undistinguishable character, such as

the imagination cannot lay hold of, or realize to

itself, as the object of affection. We know how
much Viigil has failed in this particular. His per-

fect hero, iEneas, is an unanimated, insipid per-

sonage, whom we may pretend to admire, but

whom no one can heartily love. But what "S^irgil

has failed in, Ossian, to our astonishment, has suc-

cessfully executed. His Fingal, though exhibited

without any of the common human failings, is ne-

vertheless a real man; a character Avhich touches

and interests every reader. To this it has much
contributed, that the poet has represented him as

an old man; and by this has gained the advantage

of throwing around him, a great many circum-

stances peculiar to that age, ^^•hich paint him to
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the fancy in a more distinct light. He is sur-

rounded with his family; he instructs his children

in the principles of vu'tue; he is narrative of his

past exploits ; he is venerable with the gray locks

of age; he is frequently disposed to moralize, like

an old man, on human vanity, and the prospect of

death. There is more art, at least, more felicity

in this, than may at first be imagined. For youth

and old age are the two states of human life, capa-

ble of being placed in the most picturesque lights.

Middle age is more general and vague; and has

fewer circumstances peculiar to the idea of it. And
when any object is in a situation that admits it to

be rendered particular, and to be clothed with a

variety of circumstances, it always stands out more
clear and full in poetical description.

Besides human personages, divine or supernatu-

ral agents, are often introduced into Epic poetiy;

forming what is called the machinery of it; which
most critics hold to be an essential part. The
marvellous, it must be admitted, has always a

gi'eat charm for the bulk of readers. It giatifies

the imagination, and aflfords room for striking and
sublime description. No wonder, therefore, that

all poets should have a strong propensity towards

it. But I must observe that nothing is more diffi-

cult, than to adjust properly the marvellous with

the probable. If a poet sacrifice probability, and
fill his work with extravagant supernatural scenes,

he spreads over it an appearance of romance and
childish fiction; he transports his readers from this

world, into a fantastic visionary region: and loses

that weight and dignity wliich should reign in E})ic



THE POEMS OF OSSIAN. 305

poetry. No work, from which probability is alto-

gether banished, can make a lasting or deep im-
pression. Human actions and manners are always

the most interesting objects which can be present-

ed to a human mind. All machinery, therefore,

is faulty, which withdraws these too mnch from
view; or obscures them under a cloud of incredi-

ble fictions. Besides being temperately employed,

machinery ought always to have some foundation

in popular belief. A poet, is, by no means, at li-

berty to invent what system of the marvellous he
pleases. He must avail himself either of the reli-

gious faith, or the superstitious credulity of the

country wherein he lives; so as to give an air of

probability to events which are most contrary to

the common course of nature.

In these respects, Ossian appears to me to have

been remaikably happy. He has indeed followed

the same course with Homer. For it is perfectly

absurd to imagine, as some critics have done, that

Homer's mythology was invented by him, in con-

sequence of profound reflections on the benefit it

would yield to poetiy. Homer was no such re-

fining genius. He found the traditionary stories

on which lie built 4»is Iliad, mingled with popular

legends concerning the intervention of the gods
;

and he adopted these because they amused the

fancy. Ossian, in like manner, found the tales of

his countiy full of ghosts and spirits : it is likely

he ^believed them himself ; and he introduced

them, because they gave his poems that solemn

and marvellous cast which suited his genius.

This was the only machinery he could employ
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with propriety; because it was the only intervention

of supernatural beings which agreed with the com-
mon belief of the country. It was happy ; because ,

it did not interfere in the least with the proper |

display of human characters and actions ; because |

it had less of the incredible than most other kinds

of poetical machinery ; and, because it served to

diversify the scene, and to heighten the subject

by an awful grandeur, which is the great design

of machinery.

As Ossian's mythology is peculiar to himself,

and makes a considerable figure in his other poems,

as well as in Fingal, it may be proper to make
some observations on it, independent of its subser-

viency to Epic composition. It turns^ for the most
part, on the appearances of departed spirits. These,

consonantly to the notions of every rude age, are

represented not as purely immaterial, but as thin

airy forms, which can be visible or invisible at

pleasure : their voice is feeble ; their arm is weak

;

but they are endowed with knowledge more than

human. In a separate state, they retain the same
dispositions which animated them in this life.

They ride on the wind ; they bend their airy

bows ; and pursue deer formed of clouds. The
ghosts of departed bards continue to sing. The
ghosts of departed heroes frequent the fields of their

former fame " They rest together in their

caves, and talk of mortal men.—Their songs are

of other worlds.—They come sometimes to the

ear of rest, and raise their feeble voice." All

this presents to us much the same set of ideas

concerning spirits, as we find in the eleventh book
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of the Odyssey, where Ulysses visits the regions
of the dead : and, in the twenty-third book of the
Iliad, the ghost of Patroclus, after appearing to

Achilles, vanishes precisely like one of Ossian's,

emitting a shrill, feeble (Ty, and melting away like

smoke.

But though Homer's and Ossian's ideas con-
ceraing ghosts were of the same nature, we can-

not but observe that Ossian's ghosts are drawn
with much stronger and livelier colours than those

of Homer. Ossian describes ghosts with all the

particularity of one who had seen and conversed
with them, and whose imagination was full of the

impression they had left upon it. He calls up
those awful and tremendous ideas which the

Simulacra modis palentia miris

are fitted to raise in the human mind ; and which,

in Shakspeare's style, " harrow up the soul."

Crugal's ghost, in particular, in the beginning of

the second book of Fingal, may vie with any ap-

pearance of this kind, described by any Epic or

tragic poet whatever. Most poets would have

contented themselves with telling us, that he re-

sembled, in every particular, the living Crugal

;

that his form and dress were the same, only his

face more pale and sad ; and that he bore the mark
of the wound by wliicli he fell. But Ossian sets

before our eyes a spirit ft-om the invisible Avorld,

distinguished by all those features, which a strong

astonished imagination would give to a ghost.

" A dark-red stream of fire comes down fi-om the

hill. Crugal sat upon the beam ; he that lately fell by
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the hand of Swaran, striving in the battle of he-

roes. His face is like the beam of the setting

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

His eyes are like two decaying flames. Dark is

the wound of his breast—The stars dim-twinkled

through his form ; and his voice was like the sound
of a distant stream." The circumstance of the

stars being beheld " dim twinkling through his

form," is wonderfully picturesque ; and conveys

the most lively impression of his thin and shadowy
substance. The attitude in which he is afterwards

placed, and the speech put into his mouth, are full

of that solemn and awful sublimity, which suits the

subject. " Dim, and in tears, he stood and stretch-

ed his pale hand over the hero. Faintly he raised

his feeble voice like the gale of the reedy Lego.

—

My ghost, O Connal ! is on my native hills ; but

my corse is on the sands of UUin. Thou shalt never

talk with Crugal, nor find his lone steps in the

house. I am light as the blast of Cromla ; and I

move like the shadow of mist. Connal, son of Col-

gar ! I see the dark cloud of death. It hovers over

the plains of Lena. The sons of green Erin shall

fall. Remove from the field of ghosts Like the

darkened moon he retired, in the midst of the

whistling blast."

Several other appearances of spirits might be

pointed out, as among the most sublime passages of

Ossian's poetry. The circumstances of them are

considerably diversified ; and the scenery always

suited to the occasion. " Oscar slowly ascends the

hill. The meteors of night set on the heath before

him. A distant torrent faintly roars. Unft-equent
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!)Iasts rushtlirougli aged oaks. The lialf-enlightened

moon sinks dim and red behind her hill. Feeble

voices are heard on the heath. Oscar drew his

sword." Nothing can prepare the fancy more
Imppily for the awful scene that is to follow. " Tren-

mor came from his hill, at the voice of his mighty

son. A cloud, like the steed of the stranger,, sup-

ported his airy limbs. His robe is of the mist of

Lano, that brings death to the people. His sword

is a green meteor, half extinguished. His face is

mthout form, and dark. He sighed thrice over

the hero : and thrice the winds of night roared

around. Many were his words to Oscar.—He
slowly vanished, like a mist that melts on the sunny
hill." To appearances of this kind, we can find no
parallel among the Greek or Roman poets. They
bring to mind that noble description in the book of

Job : "In thoughts from the visions of the night,

when deep sleep faUeth on men, fear came upon
me, and trembling, which made all my bones to

shake. Then a spirit passed before my face; the

hair of my ilesh stood up: it stood still; but I

could not discern the form thereof. An image was
before mine eyes. There was silence ; and I heard

a voice saying—shall mortal man be more just

than God ?" *

As Ossian's supernatural beings are described

with a surprising force of imagination, so they are

introduced with propriety. We have only three

ghosts in Fingal : that of Crugal, which comes to

• Job iv. 13—17.
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warn the host of impending destniction, and to ad-

vise them to save themselves by retreat ; that of

EviraUin, the spouse of Ossian, Avhich calls him to

rise and rescue their son from danger ; and that of

Agandecca, which, just before the last engagement
with Swaran, moves Fingal to pity, by momiiing
for the approaching destruction of her kinsmen and
people. In the other poems, ghosts sometimes
appear when invoked to foretell futurity ; frequent-

ly, according to the notions of these times, they

come as forerunnersi of misfortune or death to those

whom they visit ; sometimes they inform their

friends at a distance of their own death ; and some-
times tliey are introduced to heighten the scenery

on some great and solemn occasion :
" A hundred

oaks burn to the wind : and faint light gleams over

the heath. The ghosts of Ardven pass through

the beam ; and show their dim and distant forms.

Comala is half unseen on her meteor ; and Hidal-

lan is sullen and dim."—" The awful faces of other

times looked from the clouds of Crona."—" Fer-

cuth! I saw the ghost of night. Silent he stood

on that bank; his robe of mist flew on the wind.

I could behold his tears. An aged man he seem-

ed, and full of thought."

The ghosts of strangers mingle not with those of

the natives. " She is seen; but not like the daugh-

ters of the hill. Her robes are fi'om the strangers'

land; and she is still alone." When the ghost of

one whom he had formerly known is introduced,

the propriety of the living character is still pre-

served. This is remarkable in the appearance of

Calmar's gliost, in the poem entitled, The Death
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of CuthuUin. He seems to forbode CuthuUin's

death, and to beckon him to his cave. Cuthullin

reproaches him for supposhig that he could be in-

timidated by such prognostics: " Why dost thou

bend thy dark eyes on me, ghost of the car-borne

Calmar? Wouldst thou frighten, me, O Maltha's

son! from the battles of Cormac? Thy hand was
not feeble in war; neither was thy voice for peace.

HoAv art thou changed, chief of Lara ! if thou

dost advise to fly! Retire thou to thy cave: thou

art not Calmar's ghost: he delighted in battle;

and his arm was like the thunder of heaven. Cal-

mar makes no retm-n to this seeming reproach:

but " he retired in his blast with joy; for he had
heard the voice of his praise." This is precisely

the ghost of Achilles in Homer; who, notwith-

standing all the dissatisfaction he expresses with

his state in the regions of the dead, as soon as he

had heard his son Neoptolemus praised for his

gallant behaviour, strode away with silent joy to

rejoin the rest of his shades.*

It is a great advantage of Ossian's mythology,

that it is not local and temporary, like that of

most other ancient poets; which of course, is apt

to seem ridiculous, after the superstitions have

passed away on which it was founded. Ossian's

mythology is, to speak so, the mythology of hu-

man nature; for it is founded on what has been

the popular belief in all ages and countries, and

under all forms of reUgion, concerning the appear-
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ances of departed spirits. Homer's machinery is

always lively and amusing; but far from being al-

ways supported with proper dignity. The inde-

cent squabbles among his gods surely do no ho-

nour to Epic poetry. Whereas Ossian's machinery

has dignity upon all occasions. It is indeed a

dignity of the dark and awful kind: but this is

proper; because coincident with the strain and
spirit of the poetry. A light and gay mythology,

like Homer's, would have been perfectly unsuita-

ble to the subjects on which Ossian's genius

was employed. But though his machinery be al-

ways solemn, it is not, however, always dreaiy or

dismal; it is enlivened, as much as the subject

would permit, by those pleasant and beauti-

ful appearances which he sometimes intro-

duces, of the spirits of the hill. These are gen-

tle spirits; descending on sunbeams; fair moving
on the plain; their forms white and bright; their

voices sweet; and their visits to men propitious.

The greatest praise that can be given to the beau-

ty of a living woman, is to say, ^' She is fair

as the ghost of the hill; when it moves in a

sun-beam at noon, over the silence of Morven."
" The hunter shall hear my voice from his booth.

He shall fear, but love my voice. For sweet shall

my voice be for my friends ; for pleasant were they

to me."

Besides ghosts, or the spirits of departed men,

we find in Ossian some instances of other kinds

of machinery. Spirits of a superior nature to

ghosts are sometimes alluded to, which have power
to embroil the deep ; to call forth winds and
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storms, and pour them on the land of the stran-

ger ; to overturn forests, and to send death among
the people. We have prodigies too : a shower of

blood ; and Avhen some disaster is befalling at a

distance, the sound of death heard on the strings

of Ossian's bai-p : all perfectly consonant, not only

to the peculiar ideas of northern nations, but to the

general cun-ent of a superstitious imagination in

all countries. The description of Fingal's airy

hall, in the poem called Berrathon, and of the as-

cent of Malvina into it, deserves particular notice,

as remarkably noble and magnificent. But, above

all, the engagement of Fingal with the spirit of

Loda, in Caric-thura, cannot be mentioned with-

out admiration. I forbear transcribing the passage,

as it must have di'awai the attention of every one
who has read the works of Ossian. The undaunt-

ed courage of Fingal, opposed to all the terrors of

the Scandinavian God ; the appeaiance and the

speech of that awful spirit ; the wound which he
receives, and the shriek which he sends forth,

" as, rolled into himself, he rose upon the wind;"

are full of the most amazing and temble majesty.

I know no passage more sublime in the writings

of any uninspired author. The fiction is calcu-

lated to aggrandize the hero : v.hich it does to a

high degree ; nor is it so unnatural or wild a fic-

tion as might at first be thought. According to

the notions of those times, supernatural beings

were material, and, consequently, vulnerable. The
spirit of Loda was not acknowledged as a deity by
Fingal ; he did not worship at the stone of his

))ower : he plainly considered him as the God of

2 D 2
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his enemies only ; as a local deity, whose domin-
ions extended no farther than to the regions where
he was Avorshipped ; who had, therefore, no title

to threaten him, and no claim to his submission.

We know there are poetical precedents of great

authority, for fictions fully as extravagant ; and if

Homer be forgiven for making Diomed attack and
wound in battle the gods whom that chief him-

self worshipped, Ossian surely is pardonable for

making his hero superior to the god of a foreign

territory. *

Not^dthstanding the poetical advantages which

I have ascribed to Ossian's machinery, I acknow-
ledge it would have been much more beautiful and
perfect, had the author discovered some knowledge

* The scene of this encounter of Fingal with the spirit of Loda is

laid in Inistore, or the islands of Orkney ; and in the description of

Fingal's landing there, it is said, " a rock bends along the coast with

all its echoing wood. On the top is the circle of Loda, with the mossy

stone of power." In confirmation of Ossian's topography, it is proper

to acquaint tlie reader, that in these islands, as I have been well in-

formed, there are many pillars, and circles of stones, still remaining,

known by the name of the stones and circles of Loda, or Loden ; to

which some degree of superstitious regard is annexed to this day.

Those islands, until the year H68, made a part of the Danish domin-

ions. Their ancient language, of which there are yet some remains

among the natives, is called the Norse; and is a dialect, not of the

Celtic, but of the Scandinavian tongue. The manners and the super-

stitions of the inhabitants are quite distinct from those of the High-

lands and western isles of Scotland. Their ancient songs, too, are of a

different strain and character, turning upon magical incantations and

evocations from the dead, which were the favourite subjects of the old

Runic poetry. They have many traditions among them, of wars in

former times'withIthe inhabitants of the western islands.
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of a Supreme Being. Although his silence on this

head has been accounted for by the learned and
ingenious translator in a very probable manner, yet

still it must be held a considerable disadvantage to

the poetry. For the most august and lofty ideas

that can embellish poetry, are derived from the

belief of a divine administration of the universe.

And hence the invocation of a Supreme Being, or

at least of some superior powers, who are con-

ceived as presiding over human affairs, the solem-

nities of religious worship, prayers preferred, and
assistance implored on critical occasions, appear

with great dignity in the works of almost all poets

as chief ornaments of their compositions. The ab-

sence of all such religious ideas from Ossian's poe-

try is a sensible blank in it; the more to be re-

gi'etted, as we can easily imagine what an illustri-

ous figure they would have made under the man-
agement of such a genius as his ; and how finely

they would have been adapted to many situations

which occur in his works.

After so particular an examination of Fingal, it

were needless to enter into as full a discussion of

the conduct of Temora, the other Epic poem.
Many of the same observations, especially with re-

gard to the great characteristics of heroic poetry,

apply to both. The high merit, however, of Te-
mora, requires that we should not pass it by with-

out some remarks.

The scene of Temora, as of Fingal, is laid in

Ireland ; and the action is of a posterior date. The
subject is, an expedition of the hero, to dethrone

and punish a bloody usurper, and to restore the
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possession of the kingdom to the posterity of the

lawful prince ; an undertaking Avorthy of the jus-

tice and heroism of the great Fingal. The action

is one and complete. Tlie poem opens with the

descent of Fingal on the coast, and the consulta-

tion held among the chiefs of the enemy. The
murder of the young prince, Cormac, which was
the cause of the war, being antecedent to the Epic
action, is introduced with great propriety as an
episode in the first book. In the progress of the

poem, three battles are described, which rise in

their importance above one another; the success is

various, and the issue for some time doubtful; till

at last, Fingal, brought into distress by the Avound

of his great general, Gaul, and the death of his son,

Fillan, assumes the command himself, and having

slain the Irish king in single combat, restores the

rightful heir to his throne.

Temora has perhaps less fire than the other Epic
poem ; but, in return, it has more variety, more
tenderness and more magnificence. The reigning

idea, so often presented to us, of " Fingal in the

last of his fields," is venerable and affecting ; nor

could any more noble conclusion be thought of,

than the aged hero, after so many successful a-

chievements, taking his leave of battles, and, with

all the solemnities of those times, resigning his

spear to his son. The events are less crowiled in

Temora than in Fingal ; actions and characters are

more particularly dis])layed; we are let into the

transactions of both hosts ; and informed of the

adventures of the night as well as of the day. The
Ktill pathetic and romantic scenery of several of



THE POEMS OF OSSIAN. 317

the night adventures, so remarkably suited to Os-
sian's genius, occasion a fine diversity in the poem;
and are happily contrasted with the military opera-

tions of the day.

In most of our author's poems, the hori'ors of

war are softened by intermixed scenes of love and
friendship. In Fingal, these are introduced as

episodes ; in Temora, we have an incident of this

natm-e wrought into the body of the piece, in the

adventure of Catlmior and Sulmalla. This forms
one of the most conspicuous beauties of that poem.
The distress of Sulmalla, disguised and unknown
among strangers, her tender and anxious concern
for the safety of Cathmor, her dream, and her
melting remembrance of the land of her fathers

;

Cathmor's emotion, when he first discovers her,

his struggles to conceal and suppress his passion,

lest it should unman him in the midst of war,

though " his soul poured forth in secret, when he
beheld her fearful eye ;" and the last interview be-

tween them, when, overcome by her tenderaess,

he lets her know he had discovered her, and con-

fesses his passion ; are all WTOught up with the

most exquisite sensibility and delicacy.

Besides the characters which appeared in Fin-

gal, several new ones are here introduced ; and

though, as they are all the characters of wamors,
bravery is the predominant feature, they are never-

theless diversified in a sensible and striking man-
ner. Foldath, for instance, the general of Cath-

mor, exhibits the perfect picture of a savage chief-

tain : bold, and daring, but presumptuous, cruel,

and overbearing. He is distinguished, on his
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first appearance, as the friend of the tyrant Cair-

bar ;
" His stride is haughty ; his red eye rolls in

wrath." In his person and wliole deportment, he

is contrasted with the mild and wise Hidalla, ano-

ther leader of the same army, on whose humanity

and gentleness he looks with great contempt. He
professedly delights in strife and blood. He in-

sults over the fallen. He is imperious in his

counsels, and factious when they are not followed.

He is unrelenting in all his schemes of revenge,

even to the length of denying the funeral song to

the dead ; which, from the injury thereby done

to their ghosts, was, in those days, considered as

the greatest barbarity. Fierce to the last, he com-
forts himself in his dying moments with thinking

that his ghost shall often leave its blast to rejoice

over the graves of those he had slain. Yet Os-
sian, ever prone to the pathetic, has contrived to

throw into his account of the deaths even of this

man, some tender circumstances ; by the moving
description of his daughter Dardulena, the last of

his race.

The character of Foldath tends much to exalt

that of Cathmor, the chief commander, which is

distinguished by the most humane virtues. He
abhors all fraud and cruelty, is famous for his hos-

pitality to strangers ; open to every generous sen-

timent, and to eveiy soft and compassionate feel-

ing. He is so amiable as to divide the reader's

attachment between him and the hero of the poem

;

though our author has artfully managed it so, as

to make Cathmor himself indirectly acknowledge

Fingal's sui>eriority, and to appear somewhat ap-
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prehensive of the event, after the death of Fillan,

which lie knew would call forth Fingal in all liis

might. It is very remarkahle, that although Os-
sian has introduced into his poems three complete

heroes, Cutliullin, Cathmor, and Fingal, he has,

ho\vever, sensihly distinguished each of their cha-

racters. Cuthullin is particularly honourable

;

Cathmor particularly amiable ; Fingal wise and

great, retaining an ascendant peculiar to himself

in whatever light he is "viewed.

But the favourite figure in Temora, and the one

most highly finished is Fillan. His character is

of that sort for which Ossian sliows a particular

fondness ; an eager, fervent, young wamor, fired

viith all the impatient enthusiasm for military

glory, peculiar to that time of life. He had sketch-

ed tliis in the description of his own son, Oscar

;

but as he has extended it more fidly in Fillan, and
as the character is so consonant to the Epic strain,

though, so far as I remember, not placed in such a

conspicuous light by any other Epic poet, it may
be worth while to attend a little to Ossian's man-
agement of it in this instance.

Fillan was the youngest of all the sons of Fm-
gal

;
younger, it is plain, than his nephew, Oscar,

by whose fame and gieat deeds in war, we may
naturally suppose his ambition to have been highly

stimulated. Withal, as he is younger, he is de-

scribed as more rash and fiery. His fii-st appear-

ance is soon after Oscar's death, when he was
employed to watch the motions of the foe by night.

In a conversation with his brother Ossian, on that

occasion we learn that it was not long since he
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began to lift the spear. " Few are the marks of

my sword in battle ; but my soul is fire." He is

with some difficulty restrained by Ossian fiom go-

ing to attack the enemy ; and complains to him,

that his father had never allowed him any oppor-

tunity of signalizing his valour. " The king hath

not remarked my sword|; I go forth with the crowd

;

I return without my fame." Soon after, when
Fingal, according to custom, was to appoint one

of his chiefs to command the army, and each was
standing forth, and putting in his claim to this

honour, Fillan is represented in the following most

picturesque and natural attitude :
" On his spear

stood the son of Clatho, in the wandering of his

locks. Thrice he raised his eyes to Fingal : his

voice thrice failed him as he spoke. Fillan could

not boast of battles ; at once he strode away. Bent
over a distant stream he stood ; the tear hung in

his eye. He struck, at times, the thistle's head,

with his inverted spear." No less natural and
beautiful is the description of Fingal's paternal

emotion on this occasion. " Nor is he unseen of

Fingal. Sidelong he beheld his son. He beheld

him with bursting joy. He hid the big tear with

his locks, and turned amidst his crowded soul."

The command, for that day, being given to Gaul,

Fillan rushes amidst the thickest of the foes, saves

Gaul's life, who is wounded by a random arrow,

and distinguishes himself so in battle that " the

days of old return on Fingal's mind, as he beholds

the renown of his son. As the sun rejoices from

the cloud, over the tree his beams have raised,

whilst it shakes its lonely head on the heath ; so
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joyful is the king over Fillan." Sedate, however,

and wise, he mixes the praise which he l)estow8 on

him with some reprehension of his rashness. " My
son, I saw thy deeds, and my soul was glad. Thou
art hrave, son of Clatho, hut headlong in the strife.

So did not Fingal advance, though he never feared

a foe. Let thy people he a ridge hehind thee,

they are thy strength in the field. Then shalt thou

he long renownied, and hehold the tombs of thy

fathers."

On the next day, the greatest and the last of

Fillan's life, the charge is committed to him of

leading on the host to battle. Fiugal's speech to

his troops, on this occasion, is full of noble senti-

~ment ; and, where he reconnnends his son to their

cai-e, extremely touching. " A young beam is

before you ; few are his steps to war, they are

few, but he is valiant; defend my dai"k-haired son.

Bring him back Avith joy ; hereafter he may stand

alone. His form is like his fathers ; his soul is a

flame of their fire." When the battle begins, the

poet puts forth his strength to describe the exploits

of the young hero ; who, at last encountering and

killing, with his own hand, Foldath, the opposite

general, attains the pinnacle of glory. In wdiat

follows, Avhen the fate of Fillan is drawing near,

Ossian, if any wdiere, excels himself. Foldath be-

ing slain, and a general rout begun, there was no

resource left to the enemy, but in the gi'eat Cath-

mor himself, w^ho, in this extremity, descends fi'om

the hill where, according to the custom of those

princes, he surveyed the battle. Observe how this

VOL. II. 2 E
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critical event is wrought up by the poet :
" Wide-

spreading over echoing Lubar, the flight of Bolga

is rolled along. Fillan hung forward on their

steps ; and strewed the heath with dead. Fingal

rejoiced over his son.—Blue-shielded Cathmor
rose.—Son bf Alpin, bring the harp! Give Fillan's

praise to the wind ; raise high his praise in my
hall, while yet he shines in war. Leave, blue-eyed

Clatho ! leave thy hall ; behold that early beam of

thine ! The host is withered in its course.—No
farther look.—It is dark.—Light-trembling from

the harp, strike, virgins ! strike the sound." The
sudden interruption, and suspense of the uaiTation,

on Cathmor's rising from his hill, the abrupt burst-

ing into the praise of Fillan, and the passionate

apostrophe to his mother, Clatho, are admirable

efforts of poetical art, in order to interest us in

Fillan's danger ; and the whole is heightened by
the immediately following simile, one of the most

magnificent and sublime, that is to be met with

in any poet, and which, if it had been found in

Homer, would have been the frequejit subject of

admiration to critics : " Fillan is like a spirit of

heaven, that descends from the skirt of his blast.

The troubled ocean feels his steps, as he strides

from wave to wave. His path kindles behind him

;

islands shake their heads on the heaving seas."

But the poet's art is not yet exJiausted. The

fall of this noble young warrior, or, in Ossian's

style, the extinction of this beam of heaven, could

not be rendered too interesting and affecting. Our
attention is naturally drawTi towards Fingal. He
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beholds from his hill the rishig of Calhnioi, and
the danjjer of liis son. But what shall he do ?

" Shall Fingal rise to his aid, and take the sword

of Luno ? What then should become of thy fame,

son of white-bosomed Clatho ? Turn not thine

eyes from Fingal, daughter of Inistore ! I shall

not quench thy early beam. No cloud of mine

shall rise, my son, upon thy soul of fire." Strug-

gling between concern for the fame, and fear for

the safety of his son, he withdraws from the sight

of the engagement; and despatches Ossian in haste

to the field, with this affectionate and delicate in-

junction :

—

'^ Father of Oscar !" addressing him by
a title, which, on this occasion, has the highest

propriety, " Father of Oscar ! lift the speai- ; de-

fend the young in arms. But conceal thy steps

from Fillan's eyes ; he must not know that I doubt

his steel." Ossian arrived too late. But unwilling

to describe Fillan vanquished, the poet suppresses

all the circumstances of the combat with Cathmor;
and only shows us the dying hero : we see him
animated to the end with the same martial and
ardent spirit ; breathing his last in bitter regi-et

for being so early cut off from the field of gloiy :

" Ossian, lay me in that hollow rock. Raise no

stone above me, lest one should ask about my
fame. I am fallen in the first of my fields ; fallen

without renown. Let thy voice alone send joy to

my flying soul. Why should the bard know where
dwells the early-fallen Fillan !" He who, after

tracing the circumstances of this story, shall deny
that our bard is possessed of liigh sentiment and
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Jiigh art, must be strangely prejudiced indeed.

Let him read the story of Pallas, in Virgil, which
is of a similar kind, and, after all the praise he may
justly bestow on the elegant and finished descrip-

tion of that amiable author, let him say which of

the two poets unfold most of the human soul. I

v/ave insisting on any more of the particulars in

femora ; as my aim is rather to lead the reader

into the genius and spirit of Ossian's poetry, than

to dwell on all his beauties.

The judgment and art discovered in conducting

Avorks of such length as Fingal and Temora, dis-

tinguish them from the other poems in this collec-

tion. The smaller pieces, however, contain parti-

cular beauties no less eminent. They are historical

poems, generally of the elegiac kind ; and plainly

discover themselves to be the work of the same
author. One consistent face of manners is every

where represented to us ; one spirit of poetry

reigns ; the masterly hand of Ossian appears

throughout ; the same rapid and animated style

;

the same strong colouring of imagination, and the

same glowing sensibility of heart. Besides the

unity which belongs to the compositions of one
man, there is moreover a certain unity of subject,

which very happily connects all these poems. They
form the poetical history of the age of Fingal. The
same race of heroes whom we had met with in the

greater poems, Cuthullin, Oscar, Connal, and
Gaul, return again upon the stage ; and Fingal

himself is always the principal figm-e, presented on
every occasion with equal magnificence, nay rising
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upon us to the last. The drcumstances of Ossian's

old ay^e and hlindness, his survivmg all his ft-iends,

and his relating- their great exploits to "Malvina, the

spouse or mistress of his beloved son, Oscar, furnish

the finest poetical situations that fancy could devise

for that tender pathetic which reigns in Ossian's

poetry-

On each of these poems, there might be room
for separate observations, \vith regard to tlie con-

duct andy4isposition of the incidents, as well as to

the beauty of the descriptions and sentiments.

Cai'thon is a regular and higlily-finished piece.

The main story is very properly introduced by
Clessammor's relation of the adventure of his youth

;

and this introduction, is finely heightened by Fin-

gal's song of mourning over Moina ; in which Os-
sian, ever fond of doing honour to his father, has

contrived to distinguish him for being an eminent

poet, as well as wariior. Fingal's song upon this

occasion, when " his thousand baids leaned forward

from their seats to hear the voice of the king," is

inferior to no passage in the whole book ; and with
gi-eat judgment put in his mouth, as the seiious-

ness, no less than the sublimity, of the strain, is

peculiarly suited to the hero's character. In Dar-
thula, are assembled almost all the tender images
that can touch the heart of man :—friendship, love,

the affections of parents, sons, and brothers, the

distress of the aged and the unavailing bravery of

the young. The beautiful address to the moon,
with which the poem opens, and the transition

from thence to the subject, most happily prepare
the mind for that train of affecting events that is to
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follow. The story is regular^, dramatic, interesting

to the last. He Avho can read it without emotion,

may congratulate himself, if he pleases, upon being

completely armed against sympathetic sonow. As
Fingal had no occasion of appearing in the action

of this poem, Ossian makes a very artful transition

from his narration, to what Avas passing in the halls

of Selma. The sound heard there on the strings

of his harp, the concern which Fingal shows on
hearing it, and the invocation of the ghosts of their

fathers to receive the heroes facing in a distant land,

are introduced with great beauty of imagination to

increase the solemnity, and to diversify the scenery

of the poem.
Caric-thura is full of the most sublime dignity

;

and has this advantage, of being more cheerful in

the subject, and more happy in the catastrophe,

than most of the other poems. Though tempered
at the same time with episodes, in that strain of

tender melancholy which seems to have been the

great delight of Ossian and the bards of his age.

Lathmon is peculiarly distinguished by high gene-

rosity of sentiment. This is carried so far, parti-

cularly in the refusal of Gaul, on one side, to take

the advantage of a sleeping foe, and of Lathmon,
on the other, to overpower by numbers the two
young warriors, as to recall into one's mind the

manners of chivalry ; some resemblance to which
may perhaps be suggested by other incidents in

tJiis collection of poems. Chivahy, however, took
rise in an age and country too remote fiom those

of Ossian, to admit the suspicion that the one

could have bonowed any thing from the other. So
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far as chivalry had any real existence, the same mili-

tary enthusiasm which gave buth to it in the feudal

times, might, in the days of Ossian, that is, in the

infancy of a rising state, through the operation of

the same cause, very naturally produce effects of

the same kind on the minds and manners of men.

So far as chivalry was an ideal system existing

only in romance, it will not be thought surjjrising,

when we reflect on the account before given of the

Celtic Bards, that this imaginary refinement of

heroic manners should be found among them, as

much, at least, as among the Trohadores, or

strolling Proven^'al bards, in the tenth or eleventh

century ; whose songs, it is said, first gave rise to

those romantic ideas of heroism, which for so long

a time enchanted Europe.* Ossian's heroes have

all the gallantry and generosity of those fabulous

knights, without their extravagance ; and his love

scenes have native tenderness, without any mixture

of those forced and unnatural conceits which abound
in the old romances. The adventures related by
our poet, Avhich resemble the most those of ro-

mance, concern women who follow their lovers to

war, disguised in the armoui- of men ; and these

are so managed as to produce, m the discovery,

several of the most interesting situations ; one

beautiful instance of which may be seen in Caric-

thm-a, and another in Calthon and Colmal.

Oithona presents a situation of a different na-

ture. In the absence of her lover, Gaul, she had

• Vi('i. Hiictiiisdc orisine fabularum Romanensium.
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been earned oft' and ravislied by Dunrommath.
Gaul discovers the place where she is kept con-

cealed, and comes to revenge her. The meeting

of the two lovers, the sentiments and the behavi-

our of Oithona on that occasion, are described with

such tender and exquisite propriety, as does the

greatest honour both to the art and to the delicacy

of our author ; and would have been admired in

any poet of the most refined age. The conduct

of Croma must strike every reader as remarkably

judicious and beautiful. We are to be prepared

for the death of Malvina, which is related in the

succeeding poem. She is therefore introduced in

person ;
" she has heard a voice in a dream ; she

feels the fluttering of her soul ;'' and in a most
moving lamentation addressed to her beloved Os-
car, she sings her own death-song. Nothing could

be calculated with more art to soothe and comfort

her, than the story which Ossian relates. In the

young and brave Fovargormo, another Oscai- is

introduced ; his praises are sung ; and the happi-

ness is set before her of those who die in their

youth, " when their renown is around them ; be-

fore the feeble behold them in the hall, and smile

at their trembling hands."

But no where does Ossian's genius appear to

greater advantage, than in Berrathon, which is

reckoned the conclusion of his songs, " The last

sound of the voice of Cona."

Qualis olor noto positurus littore vitam,

Ingemit, et maestis mulcens couscntibus auras

Prajsago quaritur venientia funera cantu.



THE P0EM8 OF ()88lAi\. 329

Tlie whole train of ideas is admirably suited to

the subject. Every thing is fiill of that invisible

world, into which the aged bard believes himself

now ready to enter. The airy hall of Fingal pre-

sents itself to his \'iew ;
" he sees the cloud that

shall receive his ghost ; he beholds the mist that

shall form his robe when he appears on his hill
;"

and all the natural objects around him seem to

caiTy the presages of death. " The thistle shakes

its beard to the wind. The floAver hangs its heavy
head : it seems to say, I am covered with the

drops of heaven ; the time of my departure is

near, and the blast that shall scatter njy leaves."

Malvina's death is hinted to him in the most deli-

cate manner by the son of Alpin. His lamentation

over her, her apotheosis, or ascent to the habita-

tion of heroes, and the introduction to the story

which follows from the mention which Ossian sup-

poses the fatlier of Malvina to make of him in the

hall of Fingal, are all in the highest spirit of poe-

try. " And dost thou remember Ossian, O Tos-

car, son of Conloch ? the battles of our youth were
many ; our swords went together to the field."

Notliing could be more proper than to end his

songs with recording an exploit of the father of

that Malvina of whom his heart was now so full

;

and who, from first to last, had been such a favour-

ite object throughout all his poems.

The scene of most of Ossian's poems is laid in

Scotland, or in the coast of Ireland, opposite to the

territories of Fingal. Wlien the scene is in Ire-

land, we perceive no change of manners from those

of Ossian's native country. For as Ireland was un-
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doubtedly peopled with Celtic tribes, the language,

customs, and religion of both nations were the

same. They had been separated from one another

by migration, only a few generations, as it should

seem, before our poet's age ; and they still main-

tained a close and frequent intercourse. But when
the poet relates the expeditions of any of his he-

roes to the Scandinavian coast, or to the islands of

Orkney, which were then part of the Scandinavian

territory, as he does in Caric-tlmra, Sulmalla of

Lumon, and Cathloda, the case is quite altered.

Those countries Avere inhabited by nations of the

Teutonic descent, who in their manners and religi-

ous rites differed widely from the Celtse ; and it is

curious and remarkable to find this difference

clearly pointed out in the poems of Ossian. His
descriptions bear the native marks of one who was
present in the expeditions which he relates, and
who describes what he had seen with his own
eyes. No sooner are we carried to Lochlin, or

the islands of Inistore, than we perceive that we
are in a foreign region. New objects begin to ap-

pear. We meet every where with the stones and
circles of Loda, that is, Odin, the great Scandina-

vian deity. We meet Avith the divinations and

enchantments for which it is well known those

northern nations were early famous. There, mix-

ed with the " murmur of waters, rose the voice of

aged men, who called the forms of night to aid

them in their war ;" Avhilst the Caledonian chiefs

who assisted them, are described as standing at a

distance, heedless of their rites. That ferocity of

manners, which distinguished those nations, also



THE POEMS OF OSSIAN. 331

becomes conspicuous. In the combats of their

chiefs there is a peculiai- savaojeness ; even their

women are bloody and fierce. The spirit, and the

very ideas of Regner Lodbrog:, that northern scahl-

er, whom I formerly quoted, occur to us again.

" The hawks," Ossian makes one of the Scandina-

vian chiefs say, " rush from all their winds ; they

are wont to trace my course. We rejoiced three

days above tlie dead, and called the liawks of hea-

ven. They came fiom all their winds, to feast on
the foes of Annir."

Dismissing now the separate consideration of

any of our author's works, I proceed to make
some observations on his manner of writing, under

the general heads of Description, Imagery, and
Sentiment.

A poet of original genius is always distinguish-

ed by his talent for description. * A second-rate

writer discerns nothing new or peculiar in the ob-

ject he means to describe. His conceptions of it

ai-e vague and loose; his expressions feeble ; and
of course the object is presented to us indistinctly

and as through a cloud. But a true poet makes
us imagine that we see it before our eyes; he
catches the distinguishing features ; he gives it the

colours of life and reality ; he places it in such a
light that a painter could copy after him. This

happy talent is chiefly owing to a lively imagina-

* Seetherulesof poetical description excellently illustrated by Lord
Kaims in his Elements of Criticism, vol. iii. chap. 21. of Narration and
Description.
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tion, which first receives a strong impression of the

object ; and then, by a proper selection of capital

picturesque circumstances employed in describing-

it, transmits that impression in its full force to the

imaginations of others. That Ossian possesses

this descriptive power, in a high degree, we have

a clear proof, from the effect which his descrip-

tions produce upon the imaginations of those Avho

read him with any degiee of attention and taste.

Few poets are more interesting. We contract an

intimate acquaintance with his principal heroes.

The characters, the manners, the face of the coun-

try, become familiar : we even think we could

draw the figm^e of his ghosts. In a word, whilst

reading him, we are transported as into a new
region, and dwell among his objects as if they

were all real.

It were easy to point out several instances of

exquisite painting in the works of our author. Sucli,

for instance, as the scenery with which Temora
opens, and the attitude in which Cairbar is there

presented to us ; the description of the young
prince Cormac, in the same book ; and the ruins

of Balclutha in Carthon. " I have seen the walls

of Balclutha, but they were desolate. The fire

had resounded in the halls ; and the voice of the

people is heard no more. The stream of Clutha

was removed from its place by the fall of the walls.

The thistle shook there its lonely head: the moss

whistled to the wind. The fox looked out from

the windows ; the rank giass of the wall waved
round his head. Desolate is the dwelling of

Moina; silence is in the house of her fathers."
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Nothing also can be more natural and lively than

the manner in which Carthon afterwards describes

how the conflagration of his city aiFected him when
a child. " Have I not seen the fallen Balclutha ?

and shall I feast with ComhaVs son !—Comhal

!

who threw his fire in the midst of my father's hall!

I was young-, and knew not the cause why the

virgins Avept. The colunms of smoke pleased mine
eye, when they rose above my walls. I often

looked back with gladness, when my friends fled

above the hill. But when the years of my youth

came on, I beheld the moss of my fallen walls.

My sigh arose with the morning ; and niy tears

descended with night. Shall I not fight, I said to

my soul, against the children of my foes ? And I

will fight, O bard ! I feel the strength of my soul."

In the same poem, the assembling of the chiefs

round Fingal, Avho had been warned of some im-

pending danger by the appearance of a prodigy, is

described with so many picturesque circumstances,

that one imagines himself present in the assembly.
" The king alone beheld the tenible sight, and he

foresaw the death of his people. He came in

silence to his hall, and took his father's spear; the

mail rattled on his breast. The heroes rose a-

round. They looked in silence on each other,

marking the eyes of Fingal. They saw the battle

in his face. A thousand shields are placed at once

on their arms ; and they drew a thousand swords.

The hall of Selma brightened around. The clang

of arms ascends. The giay dogs howl in their

place. No word is among the mighty chiefs.

VOL. II. 2 F
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Each marked the eyes of the king, and half as-

sumed his spear."

It has been objected to Ossian, that his descrip-

tions of mihtary actions are imperfect, and much
less diversified by circumstances than those of Ho-
mer. This is in some measure true. The amaz-

ing fertility of Homer's invention is no where so

much displayed as in the incidents of his battles,

and in the little history pieces he gives of the per-

sons slain. Nor indeed, with regard to the ta-

lent of description, can too much be said in praise

of Homer. Every thing is alive in his wi'itings.

The colours with which he paints are those of na-

ture. But Ossian's genius was of a different kind

from Homer's. It led him to hurry towards grand

objects, rather than to amuse himself with particu-

lars of less importance. He could dwell on the

death of a favourite hero ; but that of a private

man seldom stopped his rapid course. Homer's
genius was more comprehensive than Ossian's. It

included a wider circle of objects ; and could work
up any incident into description. Ossian's was
more limited ; but the region within which it chiefly

exerted itself was the highest of all, the region of

the pathetic and sublime.

We must not, imagine, however, that Ossian's

battles consist only of a general indistinct descrip-

tion : such beautiful incidents are sometimes in-

troduced, and the circumstances of the persons

slain so much diversified, as to show that he could

have embellished his military scenes with an abun-

dant variety of particulars, if his genius had led
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Lim to dwell upon 'them. One man *' is stretched

in the dust of his native land ; he fell, where often

he had spread the feast, and often raised the voice

of the hai-p." The maid of Inistore is introduced,

in a moving apostrophe, as weeping- for another.

And a third, as " rolled in the dust he lifted his

faint eyes to the king," is remembered and mourn-
ed by Fingal as tlie friend of Agandecca. The
blood pouring from the wound of one who is slain

by niglit, is lieard " hissing on the half-extinguish-

ed oak," which had been kindled for giving light.

Another, climbing a tree to escape from his foe,

is pierced by his spear fiom behind ;
" shrieking,

panting he fell ; whilst moss and withered branches

pursue his fall, and strew the blue arms of Gaul."

Never was a finer picture dra^Ti of the ardour of

two youthful wai-riors than the following :
" I saw

Gaul in his armour, and my soul was mixed with

his ; for the fire of the battle was in his eyes ; he

looked to the foe with joy. We spoke the words

of friendship in secret ; and the lightning of our

swords poured together.—We drew them behind

the wood, and tried the strength of our arms on

the empty air."

Ossian is always concise in bis descriptions,

which adds much to their beauty and force. For

it is a great mistake to imagine, that a crowd of

particulars, or a very full and extended style, is of

advantage to description. On the contrary, such,

a diffuse manner, for the most part, weakens it..

Any one redundant circumstance is a nuisance.

It encumbers and loads the fancy, and renders the

main image indistinct. " Obstat," as Quintiliaii

says, with regard to style, " quicquid non adjuvat."
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To be concise in description, is one thing ; and to

be general, is another. No description, that rests

in generals, can possibly be good ; it can convey

no lively idea; for it is of particulars only that we
have a distinct conception. But, at the same time,

no strong imagination dwells long upon any one

particular, or heaps together a mass of trivial

ones. By the happy choice of some one, or of a

few that are the most striking, it presents the

image more complete, shows us more at one

glance, than a feeble imagination is able to do, by
turning its object round and round into a vai'iety

of lights. Tacitus is, of all prose wi'iters, the

most concise. He has even a degree of abrupt-

ness resembling our author: yet no writer is more
eminent for lively description. When Fingal, af-

ter having conquered the haughty Swaran, pro-

poses to dismiss him with honour: " Raise, to-

morrow, thy white sails to the wind^ thou brother

of Agandecca!" He conveys, by thus addiessing

his enemy, a stronger impression of the emotions

then passing within his mind, than if whole para-

graphs had been spent in describing the conflict

between resentment against Swaran and the ten-

der remembrance of his ancient love. No amplifi-

cation is needed to give us the most full idea of a

hardy veteran, after the few following words :
" His

shield is marked with the strokes of battle ; his red

eye despises danger." When Oscar, left alone,

was surrounded by foes, " he stood," it is said,

" growing in his place, like the flood of the nar-

row vale ;" a happy representation of one, who, by
daring intrepidity in the midst of danger, seems to
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increase in his appearance, and becomes more for-

midable every moment, like the sudden rising of
the torrent hemmed in by the valley. And a whole
crowd of ideas, concerning the circumstances of
domestic sorrow occasioned by a young- wanior's
first going fortli to batth^, is poured upon the mind
by these words: " Calmar leaned on his father's

spear; that spear which he brought from Lara's

hall, when the soul of his mother was sad."

The conciseness of Ossian's descriptions is the

more proper on account of his subjects. Descrip-

tions of gay and smiling scenes may, without any
disadvantage, be amplified and prolonged. Force
is not the predominant qualities expected in these.

The description may be weakened by being dif-

fuse, yet, notwithstanding, may be beautiful still.

Whereas, with respect to grand, solemn, and pa-

thetic subjects, which are Ossian's chief field, the

case is very different. In these, energy is, above
all things, required. The imagination must be
seized at once, or not at all; and is far more deep-

ly impressed by one strong and ardent image, than

by the anxious minuteness of laboured illustra-

tion.

But Ossian's genius, though chiefly turned to-

wards the sublime and pathetic, was not confin-

ed to it: in subjects, also, of grace and delicacy,

he discovers the hand of a master. Take for an
example the following elegant description of Agan-
decca, wherein the tenderness of Tibullus seems

united with the majesty of Virgil: " The daughter

of the snow overheard, and left the hall of her se-

cret sigh. She came, in all her beauty; like the

2 V 2
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moon from the cloud of the East. Loveliness

was aromid her as light. Her steps were like the

music of songs. She saw the youth, and loved

him. He was the stolen sigh of her soul. Her
blue eyes rolled on him in secret: and she blest

the chief of Morven." Several other instances

might be produced of the feelings of love and
friendship painted by our author Avith a^^most na-

tural and happy delicacy.

The simplicity of Ossian's manner adds great

beauty to his descriptions, and indeed to his whole

poetry. We meet with no affected oniaments; no
forced refinement; no marks, either in i style or

thought, of a studied endeavour to shine and
sparkle. Ossian appears every where to be

prompted by his feelings ; and to speak from the

abundance of his heart. I remember no more
than one instance of what can be called quaint

thought in this whole collection of his works. It

is in the first book of Fingal, Avhere from the tombs
of two lovers two lonely yews are mentioned to

have sprung, " whose branches wished to meet on
high." This sympathy of the trees with the lovers,

may be reckoned to border on an Italian conceit

and it is somewhat curious to find this single in-

stance of that sort of wit in our Celtic poetry.

The " joy of grief," is one of Ossian's remai'ka-

ble expressions, several times repeated. If any
one shall think that it needs to be justified by a
precedent, he may find it twice used by Homer in

the Iliad, when Achilles is visited by the ghost of

Patroclus; and in the' Odyssey, when Ulysses
meets his mother in the shades. On both these
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occasions, the heroes, melted with tenderness, la-

ment their not having it in their power to throw
their arms round the ghost, "^ that we might,"

say they, " in a mutual emhrace enjoy the delight

of grief."

K|i/sgo7o Tira^TUfisc&cc yoo/o.*

But in truth the expression stands in need of

no defence from authority; for it is a natm-al and
just expression, and conveys a clear idea of that

gratification which a virtuous heart often feels in

the indulgence of a tender melancholy. Ossian

makes a very proper distinction between this gi-ati-

fication, and the destructive effect of overpowering

grief. " There is a joy in grief, when peace

dwells in the breasts of the sad. But sorrow

wastes the mournful, O daughter of Toscar,

and their days are few." To " give the joy

of grief," generally signifies to raise the strain

of soft and grave music : and finely characterises

the taste of Ossian's age and country. In those

days, when the songs of bards were the great de-

light of heroes, the tragic muse was held in chief

honom-; gallant actions and virtuous sufferings

were the chosen theme; preferably to that light

and trifling strain of poetry and music, which

promotes light and trifling manners, and serves to

emasculate the mind. " Strike the harp in my
hall," said the great Fingal, in the midst of youth

and victory, " strike the harp in my hall, and let

Fingal hear the song. Pleasant is the joy of grief

!

'* Odyss. xi. 211. Iliad xxiii. 96.
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It is like the shower of spring, when it softens the

branch of the oak; and the young leaf lifts its green

head. Sing on, O bards ! To-morrowwe lift the sail."

Personal epithets have been much used by all

the poets of the most ancient ages; and, when
well chosen, not general and unmeaning, they con-

tribute not a little to render the style descriptive

and animated. Besides epithets founded on bodi-

ly distinctions, akin to many of Homer's, we find

in Ossian several which are remarkably beautiful

and poetical. Such as, Oscar of the future fights,

Fingal of the mildest look, Carril of other times,

the mildly-blushing Evirallin; Bragela, the lonely

sun-beam of Dunscaich ; a Culdee, the son of the

secret cell.

But of all the ornaments employed in descrip-

tive poetry, comparisons or similes are the most
splendid. These chiefly form what is called the

imagery of a poem : and as they abound so much
in the works of Ossian, and are commonly among
the favourite passages of all poets, it may be ex-

pected that I should be somewhat particular in my
remarks upon them.

A poetical simile always supposes two objects

brought together, between whidi there is some near

relation or connection in the fancy. What that re-

lation ought to be, cannot be precisely defined. For
various, almost numberless, are the analogies form-

ed among objects, by a sprightly imagination. The
relation of actual similitude or likeness of appear-

ance, is far from being the only foundation of poeti-

cal comparison. Sometimes a resemblance in the

effect produced by two objects, is made the con-
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iiecting- principle: sometimes a resemblance in one

distinguishing: property or circumstance. Very
often two objects are brought together in a simile,

though they resemble one anothor, strictly speak-

ing, in nothing, only because they raise in the mind
a train of similar, and what may be called con-

cordant ideas; so that the remembrance of the one
when recalled, serves to quicken and heighten the

impression made by the other. Thus, to give an

instance from our poet, the pleasure with which
an old man looks back on the exploits of his youth,

has certainly no direct resemblance to the beauty

of a fine evening; farther than that both agree

in producing a certain calm, placid joy. Yet Os-
sian has founded upon ihis one of the most beau-

tiful comparisons that is to be met with in any
poet. " Wilt thou not listen, son of the rock, to

the song of Ossian? My soul is full of other

times; the joy of my youth returns. Thus the

sun appears in the west after the steps of his

brightness have moved behind a storm. The
green, hills lift their dewy heads. The blue streams

rejoice in the vale. The aged hero comes forth on
his staff; and his gray hair glitters in the beam.'*

Never was there a finer group of objects. It

raises a strong conception of the old man's joy and

elevation of heart, by displaying a scene which

produces in every spectator a coiTesponding train

of pleasant emotions ; the declining sun looking

forth in his brightness after a storm ; the cheerful

face of all nature; and the still life finely animated

by the circumstance of the aged hero, with his staff

and his giay locks ; a circumstance both extremely
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picturesque in itself and peculiarly suited to the

main object of the comparison. Such analogies

and associations of ideas as these, are highly pleas-

ing to the fancy. They give opportunity for in-

troducing many a fine poetical picture. They di-

versify the scene; they aggiandize the subject;

they keep the imagination awake and sprightly.

For as the judgment is principally exercised in

distinguishing objects, and remarking the differ-

ences among those which seem like; so the highest

amusement of imagination is to trace likenesses

and agreements among those which seem different.

The principal rules which respect poetical com-
parisons, are, that they may be introduced on pro-

per occasions, when the mind is disposed to relish

them; and not in the midst of some severe and

agitating passion, which cannot admit this play of

fancy; that they be founded on a resemblance

neither too near and obvious, so as to give little

amusement to the imagination in tracing it, nor

too faint and remote, so as to be apprehended with

difficulty; that they serve either to illustrate the

principal object, and to render the conception of

it more clear and distinct; or at least, to heighten

and embellish it, by a suitable association of ima-

ges.*

Every country has a scenery peculiar to itself J

and the imagery of a good poet will exhibit it.

For as he copies after nature, his allusions will of

course be taken from those objects which he sees

* See Elements of Criticism, vol. 3. ch. 19.
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around liim, and which liave often struck his fancy.

For this reason, in order to judge of the propriety

of poetical imagery, we ought to be, in some mea-
sure, acquainted with the natural history of the

country where the scene of the poem is laid. The
introduction of foreign images betrays a poet, co-

pying not from nature, but fi'om other T\'Titers.

Hence so many lions, and tigers, and eagles, and

serpents, which we meet with in the similes of

modern poets ; as if these animals had acquired

some right to a place in poetical comparisons for

ever, because employed by ancient authors. They
employed them with propriety, as objects generally

known in their country ; but they ai'e absurdly used

for illustration by us, who know them only at

second-hand, or by description. To most readers

of modern poetry, it were more to the purpose to

describe lions or tigers by similes taken from men,

than to compare men to lions. Ossian is very cor-

rect in this particular. His imagery is, without

exception, copied from that face of nature which

he saw before his eyes ; and by consequence may
be expected to be lively. We meet with no Gre-

cian or Italian scenery ; but with the mists and

clouds and storms of a northern mountainous

region.

No poet abounds more in similes than Ossian.

There are in this collection as many, at least, as in

the whole Iliad and Odyssey of Homer. I am,

indeed, inclined to think, that the works of both

poets are too much crowded with them. Similes

are sparkling ornaments, and, like all things that

sparkle, are apt to dazzle and tire us by their lustre.
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But if Ossian's similes be too frequent, tliey have

this advantage of being- commonly shorter than

Homer's ; they intenupt his narration less; he just

glances aside to some resembling object, and in-

stantly returns to his former tract- Homer's similes

include a wider range of objects. But, in return,

Ossian's are, without exception, taken fi-om objects

of dignity ; which cannot be said for all those

which Homer employs. The sun, the moon and
the stars— clouds and meteors—lightning, and
thunder—seas and whales—rivers, ton-ents, winds,

ice, rain, snow, dews, mist—fire and smoke—trees

and forests—heath and grass, and flowers—rocks

and mountains—music and songs—light and dark-

ness—spirits and ghosts ; these form the circle

within which Ossian's comparisons generally run.

Some, not many, are taken from birds and beasts

;

as eagles, seafowl, the horse, the deer, and the

mountain bee ; and a very few fi'om such operations

of art as were then known. Homer has diversified

his imagery by many more allusions to the animal

world ; to lions, bulls, goats, herds of cattle, ser-

pents, insects, and to the various occupations of

rural and pastoral life. Ossian's defect in this ar-

ticle, is plainly owing to the desert, uncultivated

state of his country, which suggested to him few
images beyond natural inanimate objects, in tlieir

rudest form. The birds and animals of the coun-

try were probably not numerous ; and his acquain-

tance with them was slender, as they were little

subjected to the uses of man.

The great objection made to Ossian's imagery,

is its uniformity, and the too frequent repetition
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of the same comparisons. In a work so thick

sown ^^'ith similes, one coukl not but expect to

find images of the same kind sometimes suggested

to the poet by resembhng objects ; especially to a

poet like Ossian, who wrote fi'om the immediate

impulse of poetical enthusiasm, and without much
preparation of study or labour. Fertile as Homer's
imagination is acknowledged to be, who does not

know liow often his lions and bulls and flocks of

sheep, recur with little or no variation; nay, some-
times in the very same words. The objection

made to Ossian, is, however, founded in a great

measure upon a mistake. It has been supposed,

by inattentive readers, that wherever the moon_, the

cloud, or the thunder,, returns in a simile, it is the

same simile, and it is the same moon, or cloud,

or thunder, which they had met with a few
pages before. Whereas very often the similes are

Avidely different. The object, whence they are

taken, is indeed in substance the same, but the

image is new ; for the .iippearance of the object is

changed ; it is presented to the fancy in another

attitude ; and clothed with new circumstances to

make it suit the different illustration for which it is

employed. In this, lies Ossian's great art ; in so

happily varying the form of the few natural ap-

pearances Avith which he was acquainted, as to

make them coiTespond to a great many different

objects.

Let us take, for one instance, the moon, which
is very frequently introduced into his comparisons

—as in northeni climates, where the nights are

long, the moon is a gi-eater object of attention than

in tlie climate of Homer—and let us view how
VOL. II. 2 G
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much our poet has diversified its appearance. The
shield of a warrior is like " the darkened moon,
when it moves, a dun circle, through the heavens."

The face of a ghost, wan and pale, is hke " the

beam of the setting moon ;" and a different ap-

pearance of a ghost, thin and indistinct, is like

*' the new moon seen through the gathered mist,

when the -sky pours down its flaky snow, and the

world is silent and dark ;" or, in a different form
still, " it is like the watery })eam of the moon,
when it rushes from between two clouds, and the

midnight-shower is on the field." A very opposite

use is made of the moon in the description of

Agandecca :
" She came in all her beauty, like

the moon from the cloud of the east." Hope suc-

ceeded by disappointment, is " joy rising on her

face, and sorrow returning again, like a thin cloud

on the moon." But when Swaran after his defeat

is cheered by Fingal's generosity, " His face bright-

ened like the full moon of heaven, when the clouds

vanish away, and leave het* calm and broad in the

midst of the sky." Venvela is " bright as the

moon when it trembles over the western wave ;"

but the soul of the guilty Uthal is " dark as the

troubled face of the moon when it foretells the

storm." And, by a very fanciful and uncommon
allusion, it is said of Cormac, who was to die in

his early years, " Nor long shall thou lift the spear,

mildly shining beam of youth ! Death stands dim
behind thee like the darkened half of the moon
behind its growing light."

Another instance of the same nature may be

taken from mist, which, as being a very familiar

appearance in the country of Ossian, he applies to
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a variety of pui*})oses, and pursues through a great

many forms. Sometimes, which one would hardly

expect, he employs it to heighten the appearance

of a beautiful object. The hair of Morna is " like

the mist of Cromla, when it curls on the rock, and

shines to the beam of the west."—" The song

comes with its music to melt and please the ear.

It is like soft mist, that, rising on a lake, pom-s on

the silent vale. The green flowers are filled with

dew. The sun returns in its strength, and the

mist is gone."* But, for the most part, mist is

employed as a simiUtude of some disagreeable or

terrible object. " The soul of Nathos was sad,

like the sun in the day of mist, when his face is

watery and dim." '•' The darkness of old age

comes like the mist of the desert." " The face of

a ghost is pale as the mist of Cromla." " The
gloom of battle is rolled along as mist that is pom*ed

on tlie valley, -when storms invade the silent sun-

shine of heaven." Fame, suddenly departing, is

likened to " mist that flies away before the mstling

wind of the vale." A ghost, slowly vanishing, to

" mist that melts by degrees on the sunny hill."

• There is a remarkable propriety in this comparison. It is intended

to explain the effect of soft and mournful music. Armin appears dis-

tuibed at a performance of this kind. Carmor says to him, " Why
bursts the sigh of Armin ? Is there a cause to mourn ? The song

comes with its music to melt and please the ear. It is like soft mist,"

&c.,—that is, such mournful songs have a happy effect to soften the

heart, and to improve it by tender emotions, as the moisture of the

mist refreshes and nourishes the flowers; whilst the sadness they oc-

casion is only transient, and soon dispelled by the succeeding occupa-

tions and amusements of life :
" The sun returns in its strength and the

mist is gone."



348 A DISSERTATION ON

Cairbar, after his treacherous assassination of Os-
car, is compared to a pestilential fog : " I love a

foe like Cathmor," says Fingal, " his soul is great

—liis arm is strong—his battles are full of fame.

But the little soul is like a vapour that hovers

round the marshy lake. It never rises on the

green hill, lest the winds meet it there. Its dwel-

ling is in the cave : and it sends forth the dart of

death. " This is a simile higlily finished. But
there is another which is still moi'e striking,

founded also on mist, in the fourth book of Temo-
ra. Two factious chiefs are contending; Gathmor
the king inteqjoses, rebukes, and silences them.

The poet intends to give us the highest ideas of

Cathmor's superiority ; and most eifectually ac-

complishes his intention by the folloAving happy
image : " They sunk from the king on either side,

like two columns of morning mist, when the sun

rises between them, on his glittering rocks. Dark
is their rolling on either side—each towards its

reedy pool.'' These instances may sufficiently

show with what richness of imagination Ossian's

comparisons abound, and, at the same time, Avith

what propriety of judgment they are employed.

If his field was narrow, it must be admitted to

have been as well cultivated as its extent would
allow.

As it is usual to judge of poets from a compari-

son of their similes more than of other passages, it

will perhaps be agreeable to the reader, to see how
Homer and Ossian have conducted some images

of the same kind. This might be shown in many
instances. For as the great objects of nature are
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common to the poets of all nations, and make the.

general storehouse of all imagery, the groundwork
of their comparisons must of course be frequently

the same. I shall select only a few of the most
considerable from both poets. Mr. Pope's transla-

tion of Homer can be of no use to us here. The
parallel is altogether unfair between prose and the

imposing harmony of flowing numbers. It is only

by viewing Homer in the simplicity of a prose

translation, that we can form any comparison be-

tween the two bards.

The shock of two encountering armies, the noise

and the tumult of battle, afford one of the most
gi'and and awful subjects of description ; on which
all epic poets have exerted their strength. Let us
first hear Homer. The following description is a
favourite one, for we find it twice repeated in the

same words.* " When now the conflicting hosts

joined in the field of battle, then were mutually op-

posed shields, and swords^ and the strength ofarm-
ed men. The bossy bucklers were dashed against

each other. The universal tumult rose. There
were mingled the triumphant shouts and the dying

gi-oans of the victors and the vanquished. The earth

streamed with blood. As when winter toiTents,

rushing from the mountains, pour into a nanow
valley their violent waters. They issue from a

thousand springs, and mix in the hollowed chan-

nel. The distant shepherd hears, on the mountain,

their roar from afar. Such Avas the terror and the

shout of the engaging armies." In another passage,

• Iliad, iv.H6..niHlviii. 60.

:d u t>
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the poet, much in the manner of Ossian, lieaps si-

mile on simile, to express the vastness of the idea

with which his imagination seems to labour. " With
a mighty shout the hosts engage. Not so loud

roars the wave of ocean, when driven against the

shore by the whole force of the boisterous north
;

not so loud in the woods of the mountain, the

noise of the flame, when rising in its fury to

consume the forest ; not so loud the wind among
the lofty oaks, when the AATath of the storm rages;

as was the clamour of the Greeks and Trojans,

when, roaring terrible, they rushed against each

other." *

To these descriptions and similes, we may op-

pose the following from Ossian, and leave the reader

to judge between them. He will find images of

the same kind employed ; commonly less extended;

but thrown forth with a glowing rapidity which
characterizes our poet. " As autumns dark storms

pour from two echoing hills, towards each other

approached the heroes. As two dark streams from
high rocks meet and mix, and roar on the plain

;

loud, rough, and dark in battle meet Lochlin and
Inisfail. Chief mixed his strokes with chief, and
man with man. Steel clanging, sounded on steel.

Helmets are cleft on high ; blood bursts and smokes
around.—As the troubled noise of the ocean, when
roll the waves on high ; as the last peal of the thun-

der of heaven, such is the noise of battle."—" As
roll a thousand waves to the rock, so Swaran's host

came on ; as meets a rock a thousand waves, so
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Inisfail met Swai-an. Death raises all his voices

arouiul, and mixes with the sound of sliields.—The
field echoes from wing' to wing, as a hmidred liam-

mers that rise by turns on the red son of the fur-

nace."—" As a hundred winds on Morven ; as the

streams of a hundred hills ; as clouds fly successive

over heaven ; or as the dark ocean assaults the

shore of the desert ; so roaring, so vast, so temble

the armies mixed on Lena's echoing lieath." In

several of these images, there is a remarkable simi-

larity to Homer's ; but what follows is superior to

any comparison that Homer uses on this subject.

" The groan of the people spread over the hills

;

it was like the thunder of night, when the clouds

burst on Cona ; and a thousand ghosts shriek at

once on the hollow wind." Never was an image

of more awful sublimity employed to heighten the

ten-or of battle.

Both poets compared the appearance of an army
approaching, to the gathering of dark clouds. "As
when a shepherd," says Homer, " beholds from the

rock a cloud bonie along the sea by the western

wind ; black as pitch it appears from afar, sailing

over the ocean, and can-ying the dreadful storm.

He shrinks at the sight, and drives his flock into

the cave : such, under the Ajaces, moved on the

dark, the thickened phalanx to the war." *

" They came," says Ossian, " over the desert like

stormy clouds, when the winds roll them over the

heath ; their edges are tinged Avith lightning ; and

the echoing gi'oves foresee the storm." The edges

of the cloud tinged with lightning is a sublime

» IHad, iv. 275.
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idea ; but the sliepherd and his flock render Ho-
mer's simile more pictmesque. This is fi-equently

the difference between the two poets. Ossian gives

no more than the main image, strong and full.

Homer adds circumstances and appendages, which
amuse the fancy by enlivening the scenery.

Homer compares the regular appearance of an
army to " clouds that are settled on the mountain
top, in the day of calmness, when the strength of

the north wind sleeps." * Ossian, with full as

much propriety, compares the appearance of a dis-

ordered army, to " the mountain cloudy when the

blast hath entered its w^omb, and scatters the cm'ling

gloom on every side." Ossian's clouds assume a
great many forms ; and, as Ave might expect from
his climate, are a fertile source of imagery to him.
" The warriors followed their chiefs, like the ga-

thering of tlie rainy clouds behind the red meteors
of heaven." An army retreating without coming
to action, is likened to " clouds that having long

threatened rain, retire slowly behind the hills."

The picture of Oithona, after she had determined

to die, is lively and delicate. " Her soul was re-

solved, and the tear was dried from her wdldly-

looking eye. A troubled joy rose on her mind,

like the red path of the lightning on a stormy

cloud." The image also of the gloomy Cairbar,

meditating, in silence, the assassination of Oscar,

until the moment came when his designs Avere ripe

for execution, is extremely noble and complete in

all its parts. " Cairbar heard their Avords in si-

lence ; like the cloud of a shoAver ; it stands dark



THE P0E3IS OF OSSlAxX. 353

on Cromla, till the lightning bui'sts its side. The
valley uleanis with red light ; the spirits of the

storm rejoice. So stood the silent king of Temora;
at length his words are heard."

Homer's compai'ison of Achilles to the dog-star,

is very sublime. " Priam beheld him rushing along

the plain, shining in his armour, like the star of

autumn : bright are its beams, distinguished amidst

the multitude of stars in the dark horn- of night.

It rises in its splendour ; but its splendoui* is fatal,

betokening to miserable men the destroying heat."*

The first appearance of Fingal is, in like manner,

compared by Ossian to a star or meteor. " Fin-

gal, tall in his ship, stretched his bright lance before

him. TeiTible was the gleam of his steel ; it was

like the green meteor of death, setting in the heath

of Malmor, when the traveller is alone, and the

broad moon is darkened in heaven." The hero's

appearance, in Homer, is more magnificent ; in

Ossian, more terrible.

A tree cut do^nii, or overthrown by a storm, is

a simihtude frequent among poets for describing

the fall of a warrior in battle. Homer employs

it often. But the most beautiful, by far, of his

comparisons, founded on this object, indeed one

of the most beautiful in the whole Iliad, is that on

the death of Euphorbus. " As the young and

verdant olive, which a man hath reared with care

in a lonely field, where the springs of water bubble

around it ; it is fair and flourishing ; it is fanned

by the breath of all the Avinds, and loaded with
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wliite blossoms ; Avlien the sudden blast of a whirl-

wind descending-, roots it out from its bed, and
stretches it out on the dust." * To this, elegant

as it is, Ave may oppose the following simile of Os-
sian's, relating to tlie death of the three sons of

Usnoth. " They fell, like three young oaks which
stood alone on the hill. The traveller saw the

lovely trees, and wondered how they grew so

lonely. The blast of the desert came by night,

and laid their green heads low. Next day he re-

turned ; but they were withered, and the heath

was bare." Malvina's allusion to the same object,

in her lamentation over Oscar, is so exquisitely

tender, that I cannot forbear giving it a place also.

" I was a lovely tree in thy presence, Oscar ! with
all my branches round me. But thy death came
like a blast from the desert, and laid my gi'een

head low. The spring returned with its showers;

but no leaf of mine arose." Several of Ossian's

similes taken from trees, are remarkably beautiful

and diversified with well chosen circumstances

;

such as that upon the death of Ryno and Orla

:

" They have fallen like the oak of the desert

;

when it lies across a stream, and withers in the

wind of the mountains ;" or that which Ossian ap-

plies to himself; " I, like an ancient oak in Mor-
ven, moulder alone in my place ; the blast hath

lopped my branches away ; and I tremble at the

wings of the north."

As Homer exalts his heroes by comparing them
to gods, Ossian makes the same use of compari-
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sons taken from spirits and gliosts. " Swaran
roared in battle like the shrill spirit of a storm
that sits dim on the clouds of Gornial, and enjoys

the death of the mariner.'' His people gathered

around Erragon, " like storms around the ghost of

night, when he calls them from the top of Morven,
and prepares to pour them on the land of tlie

stranger." " They fell before my son, like groves

in the desert, Avhen an angiy ghost rushes through

night, and takes their green heads in his hand."

In such images Ossian appears in his strength

;

for very seldom have supernatural beings been
painted with so much sublimity, and such force of

imagination, as by this poet. Even Homer, great

as he is, must yield to him in similes formed upon
these. Take, for instance, the following, which is

the most remarkable of this kind in the Iliad.

*' INIeriones followed Idomeneus to battle, like

Mars the destroyer of men, Avhen he rushes to

war. Terror, his beloved son, strong and fierce,

attends him ; who fills with dismay the most vali-

ant hero. They come from Thrace, armed against

the Ephp-ians and Phlegyans ; nor do they regard

the prayers of either ; but dispose of success at

their will." * The idea here is undoubtedly noble:

but observe what a figure Ossian sets before the

astonished imagination, and with what sublimely

terrible circumstances he has heightened it. " He
rushed in the sound of his arms, like the dreadful

'spirit of Loda, when he comes in the roar of a

thousand storms, and scatters battles from his eyes.

• Iliad, xiii. 298.
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He sits on a cloud over Loelilin's seas. His
mighty hand is on his sword. The winds Hft his

flaming locks. So terrible was CuthuUin in the

day of his fame."

Homer's comparisons relate chiefly to martial

subjects, to the appearances and motions of ar-

mies, the engagement and death of heroes, and the

various incidents of war. In Ossian, we find a

greater variety of other subjects illustrated by si-

miles
; particularly the songs of bards, the beauty

of women, the different circumstance of old age,

sorrow, and private distress ; which give occasion

to much beautiful imagery. What, for instance,

can be more delicate and moving, than the follow-

ing simile of Oithona's, in her lamentation over

the dishonour she had suffered ? " Chief of

Stnimon," replied the sighing maid, " why didst

thou come over the dark-blue wave to Nuath's
mournful daugliter ? Why did not I pass away
in secret ? like the flower of the rock, that lifts

its fair head unseen, and strews its withered leaves

on the blast ?" The music of bards, a favomite
object with Ossian, is illustrated by a variety of

the most beautiful appearances that are to be found
in nature. It is compared to the calm shower of

sj)ring ; to the dews of the morning on the hill of

roes ; to the face of the blue and still lake. Two
similes on this subject, I shall quote, because they

would do honour to any of the most celebrated

classics. The one is ; " Sit thou on the heath, O
bard! and let us hear thy voice; it is pleasant as

the gale of tlie spring that sighs on the hunter's

ear, when he wakens from dreams of joy, and lias
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heard the music of the spirits of the liill." The
other contains a short, but exquisitely tender

image, accompanied with the finest poetical paint-

ing. *' The music of Carril was hke the memory
of joys that are past, pleasant and mouniful to the

soul. The ghosts of departed bards lieard it from

Slimora's side. Soft sounds spread along the

wood ; and the silent valleys of night rejoice."

What a figure would sucli imagery and such sce-

neiy have made, had they been presented to us,

adorned with the sweetness and harmony of the

Virgihan numbers !

I have chosen all along to compare Ossian with

Homer, rather than Virgil, for an obvious reason.

There is a much nearer coiTespondence between
the times and manners of the two former poets..

Both \\Tote in an early period of society ; both are

originals ; both are distinguished by simplicity, su-

blimity, and fire. The correct elegance of Virgil,

his artful imitation of Homer, the Roman stateli-

ness which he every where maintains^ admit no
parallel Avith the abrupt boldness, and enthusiastic

warmth of the Celtic bard. In one article, in-

deed, there is a resemblance. Virgil is more ten-

der than Homer; and thereby agrees more with

Ossian ; with this difference, that the feelings of

the one are more gentle and polished, those of the

other more strong; the tenderness of Virgil soft-

ens, that of Ossian dissolves and overcomes the

heart.

A resemblance may sometimes be observed be-
tween Ossian's comparisons, and those employed
by the sacred writers. They abound much in



358 A DISSERTATION ON

this figure, and they use it with the utmost pro-

priety *. The imagery of scripture exhibits a soil

and chmate ahogether different from those of Os-
sian ; a warmer country, a more smiling face of

nature, the aits of agriculture and of rural life

much fai-ther advanced. The wine press, and the

threshing floor, are often presented to us ; the cedar

and the palm tree, the fragiance of perfumes, the

voice of the turtle, and the beds of lilies. The
similes are, like Ossian's, generally short, touching

on one point of resemblance, rather than spread

out into little episodes. In the following example

may be perceived what inexpressible grandeur

poetry receives fi'om the intervention of the Deity.
" The nations shall rush, like the rushings of

many waters ; but God shall rebuke them; and
they shall fly far off ; and shall be chased as the

chaff of the mountains before the wind, and hke
the down of the thistle before the whirlwind t."

Besides formal comparisons, the poetry of Os-
sian is embellished with many beautiful metaph-
ors; such as that remarkably fine one applied to

Deugala. " She was covered with the light of

beauty ; but her heart was the house of pride."

This mode of expression, which suppresses the

mark of comparison, and substitutes a figured de-

scription in room of the object described, is a great

enlivener of style. It denotes that glow and ra-

pidity of fancy, which, without pausing to form a

* See Dr. Lowth, de sacra Poesi Hcbrjcorum.

\ Isaiah, xvii. lo.
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regular simile, paints the object at one stroke.

—

" Thou art to me the beam of the east, rising in a
land unknoAvn."—" In peace, thou art the gale of

spring ; in war, the mountain storm."—" Pleasant

be thy rest, O lovely beam ; soon hast thou set on
our hills ! The steps of thy departure were stately,

like tlie moon on the blue-trembling wave, liut

thou liast left us in darkness, first of the maids of

Lutha ! Soon hast thou set, Malvina !—but thou

risest, like the beam of the east, among the spirits

of thy fi-iends, where they sit in their stormy halls,

the chambers of the thunder." Tliis is coiTect

and finely supported. But in the following in-

stance, the metaphor, though very beautiful at the

beginning, becomes imperfect before it closes, by
being improperly mixed with the literal sense.

" Trathal went forth with the stream of his peo-

ple ; but they met a rock : Fingal stood unmoved.
Broken they rolled back from his side. Nor did

they roll in safety ; the spear of the king pursued
their flight."

The hyperbole is a figure which we might ex-

pect to find often employed by Ossian ; as the un-

disciplined imagination of early ages generally

prompts exaggeration, and caiTies its objects to

excess ; whereas longer experience, and further

progi'ess in the arts of life, chasten men's ideas and
expressions. Yet Ossian's h\^erboles appear not

to me either so frequent or so harsh as might at

first have been looked for ; an advantage owing,

no doubt, to the more cultivated state in which, as

was before shoAvn, poetry subsisted among the an-

cient Celtae, than among most other barl)arous na-
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tions. One of the most exag:gei'ated descriptions

in the whole work, is what meets us at the begin-

ning of Fingal, where the scout makes his report

to Cuthullin of the landing of the foe. But this

is so far fi'om deserving censure, that it merits

praise, as being, on that occasion, natural and pro-

per. The scout arrives, trembling, and full of

fears ; and it is well known that no passion dis-

poses men to hyperbolize more than terror. It

both annihilates themselves in their own apprehen-

sion, and magnifies every object which they view

through the medium of a troubled imagination.

Hence all those indistinct images of formidable

greatness, the natural marks of a disturbed and

confused mind, which occur in Moran's description

of Swaran's appearance, and, in his relation of the

conference which they held together ; not unlike

the report which the aifrighted Jewish spies made
to their leader, of the land of Canaan. " The land

through which we have gone to search it, is a land

that eateth up the inhabitants thereof ; and all the

people that we saw in it are men of a great stature :

and there saw we giants, the sons of Anack, which

come of the giants ; and we were in our own
sight as grasshoppers, and so were we in their

sight *."

With regard to personifications, I formerly ol>-

served that Ossian was sparing, and I accounted

for his being so. Allegorical personages he has

none ; and their absence is not to be regretted.

' Numbers, xiii. 32,33.
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For tlie intermixture of those sliadowy beings,

which liave not the support of even mythological or

legendary belief, with human actors, seldom pro-

duces a good effect. The fiction becomes too

visible and fantastic ; and overthrows that impres-

sion of reality, which the probable recital of hu-

man actions is calculated to make upon the mind.

In the serious and pathetic scenes of Ossian, es-

pecially, allegorical characters would have been as

much out of place as in tragedy ; serving; only un-

seasonably to amuse the fancy, whilst they stop-

ped the cuiTent, and weakened the force of pas-

sion.

With apostrophes^ or addresses to persons ab-

sent or dead, which have been, in all ages, the

language of passion, our poet abounds ; and they

are among his highest beauties. Witness the

apostrophe in the first book of Fingal, to the maid

of Inistore, whose lover had fallen in battle ; and

that inimitably fine one of Cuthullin to Bragela,

at the conclusion of the same book. He com-

mands the harp to be struck in her praise ; and

the mention of Bragela's name immediately sug-

gesting to him a crowd of tender ideas ;
" Dost

thou raise thy fair face ft-om the rocks," he ex-

claims, " to find the sails of Cuthullin ? The sea

is rolling far distant, and its white foam shall de-

ceive thee for my sails." And now his imagina-

tion being wrought up to conceive her as, at that

moment, really in this situation, he becomes afraid

of the harm she may receive from the inclemency

of tlie night ; and with an enthusiasm, happy and

affecting, though beyond the cautious strain of

2 H 2
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modern poetry, " Retire," he proceeds, " retire,

for it is night, my love, and the dark winds sigh

in thy hair. Retire to the hall of my feasts, and
think of the times that are past ; for I will not re-

turn till the storm of war has ceased. O Connal,

speak of wars and arms, and send her from my
mhid ; for lovely with her raven hair is the white-

bosomed daughter of Sorglan." This breathes all

the native s|)irit of passion and tenderness.

The addresses to the sun, to the moon, and to

the evening star, must draw the attention of every

reader of taste, as among the most splendid orna-

ments of this collection. The beauties of each are

too great, and too obvious to need any particular

comment. Li one passage only of the address to

the moon, there appears some obscurity. " Whi-
ther dost thou retire from thy course, when the

darkness of thy countenance gi'ows ? Hast thou
thy hall like Ossian? Dwellest thou in the sha-

dow of grief? Have thy sisters fallen from Hea-
ven ? Are they who rejoiced with thee at night,

no more ? Yes, they have fallen, fair light ! and
thou dost often retire to mourn." We may be at

a loss to comprehend, at first view, the ground of

these speculations of Ossian, concerning the moon;
but when all the circumstances are attended to,

they will appear to flow natinally from the present

situation of his mind. A mind, under the domin-

ion of any strong passion, tinctures with its own
disposition, every object which it beholds. The
old bard, with his heart bleeding for the loss of all

his friends, is meditating on the different phases of

the moon. Her waning and darkness, presents to
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his melancholy imagination the image of soitow
;

and presently the idea arises, and is indulged, that,

like himself, she retires to mourn over the loss of

other moons, or of stars, whom he calls her sis-

ters, and fancies to have once rejoiced with ner

at night, now fallen from heaven. Darkness sug-

gested the idea of mourning, and mouniing sug-

gested nothing so naturally to Ossian, as the death

of beloved friends. An instance precisely similar

of this influence of passion, may be seen in a pas-

sage which has always been admired of Shaks-

peare's King Lear. The old man, on the point of

distraction, through the inhumanity of his daugh-

ters, sees Edgar appear* disguised like a beggar and
a madman.

Lear. Didst thou give all to thy daughters ? And art thou come
to this ?

Couldest thou leave nothing ? Didst thou give them all ?

Kent. He hath no daughters. Sir.

Lear. Death, traitor ! nothing could have subdued nature to such

a lowness, but his unkind daughters.

King Leart Act 3. Scene 5.

The apostrophe to the winds, in the opening of

Dar-thula, is in the highest spirit of poetry. " But

the winds deceive thee, O Dar-thula; and deny

the woody Etha to thy sails. These are not thy

mountains, Nathos, nor is that the roar of thy

climbing waves. The halls of Cairbai- are near,

and the towers of the foe lift their head—Where

have ye been, ye southern winds ; when the sons

of my love were deceived? But ye have been

spoitmg on plains, and pursuing the thistle's beard.

O that ye had been rustling in the sails of Nathos,
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till the hills of Etha rose ! till they rose in their

clouds, and saw their coming chief." This pas-

sage is remarkable for the resemblance it bears to

an expostulation with the wood nymphs, on their

absence at a critical time ; which, as a favourite

poetical idea, Virgil has copied from Theocritus,

and Milton has very happily imitated from both.

Where were ye, nymphs ? when the remorseless deep

Clos'd O'er the head of your lov'd Lycidas ?

For neither were ye playing on the steep

Where your old bards, the famous Druids lie

;

Nor on the shaggy top of Mona, high.

Nor yet where Deva spreads her wizard stream. •

Having now treated fully of Ossian's talents,

with respect to description and imagery, it only

remains to make some observations on his senti-

ments. No sentiments can be beautiful without

being proper ; that is_, suited to the character and

situation of those who utter them. In this respect,

Ossian is as con-ect as most writers. His charac-

ters, as above observed, are in general well sup-

ported ; which could not have been the case, had

the sentiments been unnatural or out of place. A
variety of personages, of different ages, sexes, and

conditions, are introduced into his poems ; and

they speak and act with a propriety of sentiment

and behaviour, which it is surprising to find in so

rude an age. Let the poem of Darthula, through-

out, be taken as an example.

• Milton's Lycidas. See Theocrit. Idyll. I.

And Virg. Eclog. 10.

Quae nemora, aut qui vos saltus habuere, puellaj, &c.
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But it is not enough that sentiments be natural

and proper. In order to acquire any high degree

of poetical merit, they must also be sublime and
pathetic.

The sublime is not confined to sentiment alone.

It belongs to description also ; and whether in

description or in sentiment, imports such ideas

presented to the mind, as raise it to an uncommon
degi-ee of elevation, and fill it with admiration and
astonishment. This is the highest effect either of

eloquence or poetry : and to produce this effect,

requires a genius glowing with the strongest and
warmest conception of some object, awful, great,

or magnificent. That this character of genius be-

longs to Ossian, may, I think, sufficiently appear

from many of the passages I have already had oc-

casion to quote. To produce more instances,

were superfluous. If the engagement of Fingal

with the Spirit of Loda, in Caric-thura ; if the

encounters of the ai'mies, in Fingal ; if the address

to the sun, in Carthon ; if the similes founded upon
ghosts and spirits of the night, all formerly men-
tioned, be not admitted as examples, and illustrious

ones too, of the true poetical sublime, I confess

myself entirely ignorant of this quality in \\Titing.

All the circumstances, indeed, of Ossian's com-
position, are favourable to the sublime, more, per-

haps, than to any other species of beauty. Accu-
racy and correctness; artfully connected narration;

exact method and proportion of parts—we may
look for in polished times. The gay and the

beautiful will appear to more advantage in the

midst of smiling scenery and pleasurable themes.
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But amidst the rude scenes of nature, amidst rocks

and torrents and whirhvinds and battles, dwells

the sublime. It is the thunder and the lightning

of genius. It is the offspring of nature, not of ai't.

It is negligent of all the lesser graces, and perfectly

consistent with a certain noble disorder. It asso-

ciates naturally with that grave and solemn spirit,

which distinguishes our author. For the sublime

is an awful and serious emotion; and is heightened

by all the images of trouble and ten-or and dark-

ness.
Ipse pater, media nimborum in nocte, corusca

Fulmina molitur dextra; quo maxima motu
Terra tremit ; fugere feras ; et mortalia corda

Per gentes, humilis stravit pavor ; ille, flagranti

Aut Atho, aut Rhodopen, aut alta Ceraunia telo

Dejicit.

Virg. Georg. I.

Simplicity and conciseness are never-failing cha-

racteristics of the style of a sublime Avriter. He
rests on the majesty of his sentiments, not on the

pomp of his expressions. The main secret of be-

ing sublime, is to say great things in few and in

plain words : for every superfluous decoration de-

grades a sublime idea. The mind rises and swells

when a lofty description or sentiment is presented

to it in its native form. But no sooner does the

poet attempt to spread out this sentiment or de-

scription, and to deck it round and round with

glittering ornaments, than the mind begins to fall

from its high elevation ; the transport is over ; the

beautiful may remain, but the sublime is gone.

Hence the concise and simple style of Ossian gives

great advantage to his sublime conceptions ; and
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assists them in seizing the imagination with full

power.

Sublimity, as belonging to sentiment, coincides

in a gieat measure with magnanimity, heroism, and
generosity of sentiment. Whatever discovers hu-

man natme in its gieatest elevation ; whatever be-

speaks a liigli effort of soul ; or shows a mind
superior to pleasures, to dangers, and to death

—

forms what may be called the moral or sentimental

sublime. For this, Ossian is eminently distin-

guished. No poet maintains a higher tone of

virtuous and noble sentiment, throughout all his

works. Paiticulai'ly in all the sentiments of Fingal,

there is a grandeur and loftiness proper to swell the

mind with the highest ideas of human perfection.

Wherever he appears, we behold the hero. The
objects which he pmsues are always tnily great;

to bend the proud ; to protect the injured ; to de-

fend his friends ; to overcome his enemies by
generosity more than by force. A portion of the

same spirit actuates all the other heroes. Valour

reigns ; but it is a generous valour, void of cruelty,

animated by honour, not by hatred. W"e behold

no debasing passions among Fingal's waniors ; no
spirit of avarice or of insult ; but a peqietual con-

tention for fame ; a desire of being distinguished

and remembered for gallant actions ; a love of jus-

tice; and a zealous attachment to their friends and

their country. Such is the strain of sentiment in

the works of Ossian.

But the sublimity of moral sentiments, if they

Avanted the softening of the tender, would be in

hazaid of giving a hard and stiff air to poetry. It
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is not enough to admire. Admiration is a cold

feeling, in comparison of that deep interest whicli

the heart takes in tender and pathetic scenes
;

where, by a mysterious attachment to the objects

of compassion, we are pleased and delighted, even

whilst we mourn. With scenes of this kind Ossian

abounds ; and his high merit in these is incontesti-

ble. He may be blamed for drawing tears too

often from our eyes ; but that he has the power of

commanding them, I believe no man, who has the

least sensibility, will question. The general cha-

racter of his poetry, is the heroic mixed with the

elegiac strain ; admiration tempered with pity.

Ever fond of giving, as he expresses it, " the joy
of grief," it is visible, that on all moving subjects

he delights to exert his genius ; and, accordingly,

never were there finer pathetic situations than what
his works present. His great art in managing
them, lies in giving vent to the simple emotions of

the heart. We meet with no exaggerated decla-

mation; no subtle refinements on sonow; no sub-

stitution of description in place of passion. Ossian

felt strongly himself: and tlie heart, when uttering

its native language, never fails, by powerful sym-
pathy, to aifect the heart. A great variety of ex-

amples might be produced. We need only open
the book to find them every where. What, for

instance, can be more moving than the lamentations

of Oithona, after her misfortune ? Gaul, the son

of Morni, her lover, ignorant of what she had suf-

fered, comes to her rescue. Their meeting is ten-

der in the highest degree. He proposes to engage

her foe, in single combat, and gives her in charge



THE POE3IS OF OSSIAN. 369

what she is to do, if he himself shall fall. " And
shall the dautrhter of Nuath live?" she replied with

a bursting sigh. " Shall I live in Tromathon,
and the son of Morni low ? My heart is not of

that rock ; nor my soul careless as that sea, which
lifts its blue waves to every A^and, and rolls beneath

the storm. The blast which shall lay thee low,

shall spread the branches of Oithona on earth. We
shall Avither together, son of car-borne Morni !

The narrow house is pleasant to me ; and the gray

stone of the dead ; for never more will I leave thy

rocks, sea-surrounded Tromathon!"
Oithona mourns like a woman: in Cuthullin's

expressions of grief after his defeat, we behold

the sentiments of a hero, generous but despond-

ing. The situation is remarkably fine. Cuthul-

lin, roused from his cave, by the noise of battle,

sees Fingal victorious in the field. He is describ-

ed as kindling at the sight :
" His hand is on the

sword of his fathers ; his red rolling eyes on the

foe. He thrice attempted to rush to battle; and
thrice did Connal stop him," suggesting, that Fin-

gal was routing the foe : and that he ought not, by
the show of supei-fluous aid, to deprive the king

of any part of the honour of a victory which was
owing to him alone. CuthuUiu yields to this ge-

nerous sentiment: but we see it stinging him to

the heart with the sense of his oa\ti disgrace.

" Then, Carril, go," replied the chief, " and greet

the king of Morven. When Lochlin falls away
like a stream after rain, and the noise of the battle

is over, then be thy voice sweet in his ear, to

praise the king of swords. Give him the sword
VOL. II. 2 I
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of Caithbat; for Cuthullin is Avorthy no more to

lift the arms of his fathers. But, O ye ghosts

of the lonely Cromla! ye souls of chiefs that are

no more ! be ye the companions of Cuthullin,

and talk to him in the cave of his soitow. For
never more shall I be renowned among the mighty
in the land. I am like a beam that has shone ;

like a mist that has fled away; when the blast of

the morning came, and bnghtened the shaggy side

of the hill. Connal! talk of arms no more: de-

parted is my fame. My sighs shall be on Crom-
la's wind ; till my footsteps cease to be seen. And
thou, white-bosomed Bragela ! mourn over the

fall of my fame; for, vanquished, I will never re-

tui*n to thee, thou sun-beam of Dunscaich!"

—^stuat ingens

Uno in corde pudor, luctusque, et conscia virtus.

Besides such extended pathetic scenes, Ossian

frequently pierces the heart by a single unexpected
stroke. When Oscar fell in battle, " No father

mourned his son slain in youth; no brother, his

brother of love; they fell without tears, for the

chief of the people was low." In the admi-

rable interview of Hector with Andromache,
in the sixth Iliad, the circumstance of the child

in his nurse's arms, has often been remarked
as adding much beauty to the tenderness of the

scene. In the following passage relating to the

death of Cuthullin, we find a circumstance that

must strike the imagination Avith still greater force.

" And is the son of Semo fallen?" said Can-il

with a sigh. " Mournful are Tura's walls, and
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sorrow (hvells at Dunscaich. Thy spouse is left

alone in her youth ; the son of thy love is alone.

He shall come to Bragela, and ask her why she

weeps. He shall lift his eyes to the wall, and see

his father's sword. Whose sword is that? he will

sav; and the soul of his mother is sad." Soon

after Fingal had shown all the grief of a father's

lieait for Rjtio, one of his sons, fallen in battle,

he is callinof, after his accustomed manner, his sons

to the chase. " Call," says lie, " Fillan and Ry-
no—But he is not here—My son rests on the bed

of death." This unexpected start of anguish is

worthy of the highest tragic poet.

If she come in, she'll sure speak to my wife—

My wife !—my wife—what wife ?—I have no wife

—

Oh, insupportable ! Oh, heavy hour !

Othello, Act Fifth, Scene Seventh.

The contrivance of the incident in both poets is

similar; but the circumstances are varied with

judgment. Othello dwells upon the name of wife,

when it had fallen from him, with the confusion

and hoiTor of one tortured mth guilt. Fingal,

wnth the dignity of a hero, corrects himself, and
suppresses his rising gi-ief.

The contrast which Ossian frequently makes
between his present and his former state, diffuses

over his whole poetry a solemn pathetic air, which
cannot fail to make impression on every lieart.

The conclusion of the Songs of Selma is particu-

larly calculated for this purpose. Nothing can be

more poetical and tender, or can leave upon the

mind a stronger and more affecting idea of the

venerable aged bard. " Such were the words of

the bards in the days of the song; when the king
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heard the music of harps and the tales of otlier

times. The chiefs gathered from all their hills,

and heard their lovely sound. They praised the

voice of Cona;* the first among- a thousand hards.

But age is now on my tongue, and my soul has

failed. I hear, sometimes, the ghosts of hards,

and learn their pleasant eong. But memory fails

on my mind; I hear the call of years. They say,

as they pass along, Why does Ossian sing? Soon
shall he lie in the narrow house, and no bard

shall raise his fame. Roll on, ye dark-brown

years! for you bring no joy in yom* course. Let
the tomb open to Ossian, for his strength has fail-

ed. The sons of the song are gone to rest. My
voice remains, like a blast, that roars lonely on a

sea-surrounded rock, after the winds are laid.

The dark moss whistles there, and the distant ma-
riner sees the waving trees."

Upon the whole ; if to feel strongly, and to de-

scribe naturally, he the two chief ingredients in

poetical genius, Ossian must, after fair examina-

tion, be held to possess that genius in a high de-

gree. The question is not, whether a few impro-

prieties may be pointed out in his works ; whether

this, or that passage, might not have been worked
up with more art and skill by some \\Titer of hap-

pier times ? A thousand such cold and frivolous

criticisms, are altogether indecisive as to his genu-

ine merit. But, has he the spirit, the fire, the in-

spiration of a poet ? Does he utter the voice of

nature ? Does he elevate by his sentiments ? Does
he interest by his descriptions ? Does he paint to

the heart as well as to the fancy ? Does he make

* Osaan himself is poetically called the Voice of Cona.
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his readers glow, and tremble, and weep ? These

are the great characteristics of true poetry. Where
these are found, he must be a minute critic indeed

who can dwell upon slight defects. A few beau-

ties of this high kind transcend whole volumes of

faultless mediocrity. Uncouth and abrupt, Ossian

may sometimes appear by reason of his conciseness.

But he is sublime, he is pathetic, in an eminent

degree. If he has not the extensive knowledge, the

regular dignity of narration, the fulness and accu-

racy of description, which Ave find in Homer and

Virgil, yet in strength of imagination, in gi-andeur

of sentiment, in native majesty of passion, he is

fully their equal. If he flows not always like a

clear stream, yet he breaks forth often like a tor-

rent of fire. Of art, too, he is far from being des-

titute ; and his imagination is remarkable for deli-

cacy, as well as strength. Seldom or never is he

either trifling or tedious ; and if he be thought too

melancholy, yet he is always moral. Though liis

merit were in other respects much less than it is,

this alone ought to entitle him to high regard, that

his WTitings are remarkably favourable to virtue.

They awake the tenderest sympathies, and inspire

the most generous emotions. No reader can rise

from him, without being warmed with the senti-

ments of humanity, virtue, and honour.

Though unacquainted with the original language,

there is no one but must judge the translation to

deserve the highest praise, on account of its beau-

ty and elegance. Of its faithfulness and accuracy,

I have been assured by persons skilled in the Gae-
lic tongue, who, from their youth, were acquainted

with m any of these poems of Ossian. To trans-
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fuse such spirited and fervid ideas from their own
language into another; to translate literally, and
yet with such a glow of poetry ; to keep alive so

much passion, and support so much dignity through-

out, is one of the most difficult works of genius,

and proves the translator to have heen animated

with no small portion of Ossian's spirit.

The measured prose which he has employed,

possesses considerable advantages above any sort

of versification he could have chosen.

Whilst it pleases and fills the ear with a variety

of harmonious cadences, being, at the same time,

freer from constraint in the choice and arrangement

of words, it allows the spirit of the original to be

exhibited with more justness, force, and simplicity.

Elegant, however, and masterly as Mr. Macpher-
son's translation is, we must never forget, whilst

we read it, that we are putting the merit of the

original to a severe test. For we are examining a

poet stripped of his native dress : divested of the

harmony of his own numbers. We know how
much grace and energy the works of the Greek
and Latin poets receive from the charm of versifi-

cation in their original languages. If then, desti-

tute of this advantage, exhibited in a literal ver-

sion, Ossian still has power to please as a poet

;

and not to please only, but often to command,
transport, and melt the heart; we may very safely in-

fer that his productions are the offspring of true and
uncommon genius ; and we may boldly assign liim

a place among those whose Avorks are to last for ages.

THE END.

R. MALCOLM, PRINTKR, GLASGOW.
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