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T was the voice of my love! few are his vifits to the dreams of
Malvina! Open your airy halls, ye fathers of mighty Tofcar.
Unfold the gates of your clouds; the fteps of Malvina’s departure
are near. 1 have heard a voice in my dream. I feel the fluttering
of my foul. Why didft thou come, O blaft, from the dark-rolling
of the lake? Thy ruftling wing was in the trees, the dream of Mal-

vina departed. But {he ‘beheld her love, when his robe of mift

flew on the wind ; the beam of the fun was on his fkirts, they glit-

tered like the gold of the ftranger. It was the voice of my love!

few are his vifits to my dreams !

# Malvina the daughter of Tofcar is
overheard by Offian - lamenting the death
of Ofcar her lover. Ofiian, to divert her
gricf, relates his own aflions in an expedi-
tion which he undertook, at Fingal's com-
mand, to aid Crothar the petty king of
Croma, a country in Ireland, againft Roth-
mar who invaded his dominions. The
ftory is delivered down thus-in tradition.
Crothar king. of Croma being. blind with
age, and his fon too young for the field,
Rothmar the chicf of Tromlo refolved to
avail himfelf of the opportunity offered of
annexing the dominions of Crothar to his

own. He accordingly marched into the

country fubject to Crothar, but which he
held of Arth or Artho, who was, at the
time, (upreme kingof Ireland;

Crothar being, on account of his age
and blindnels, unfit for a&ion, fent for
aid to Fingal king of Scotland ; who
ordered his fon Offian to the relief of
Crothar. But before his arrival Fovar-
gormo; the fon of Crothar, attacking Raoth-
mar,s was flain himfelf, and his forces to-
t;t!i}r defeated, OMfan renewed the war ;
came to battle, killed Rothmar, and rout-
ed his army, Croma being thus delivered
of its enemies, Offian returned to Scot-

land.
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Bur thou dwelleft in the foul of Malvina, fon of mighty Oflian.
My fighs arife with the beam of the eaft; my tears defcend with
the drops of night., I was alovely tree, in thy prelence, Ofcar,
with all my branches round me; but thy death came like a blaft
from the defart, and laid my green head low; the {pring returned
with its fhowers, but no leaf of mine arofe. The virgins faw me
filent in the hall, and they touched the harp of joy. The tear was
on the cheek of Malvina : the virgins beheld me in my grief. Why
art thou fad, they faid; thou firft of the maids of Lutha ? Was he
loyely as the beam of the morning, and ftately in thy fight ?

PrrasanT is thy fong in Offian’s ear, daughter of ftreamy Lu~
tha! Thou haft heard the mufic of departed bards in the dream of
thy reft, when fleep fell on thine eyes, at the murmur of Moruth *,
When thou didft return from the chace, in the day of the fun, thou
haft heard the mufic of the bards, and thy fong is lovely. Itis
lovely, O Malvina, but it melts the foal.  There is a joy in grief
when peace dwells in the breaft of the fad. But forrow waftes the
mournful, O daughter of Tofcar, and their days are few. They
fall away, like the flower on which the fun looks in his ftrength
after the mildew has pafled over it, and its head is heavy with the
drops of night. Attend to the tale of Offian, O maid ; he remem-

bers the days of his youth.

Tue king commanded ; I raifed my fails, and rufhed into the
bay of Croma ; into Croma’s founding bay in lovely Inisfail . High
on the coaft arofe the towers of Crothar king of ipears; Crothar
fenowned in the battles of his youth ; but age dwelt then around
the chief. Rothmar raifed the fword againft the hero; and the

t Inisfail, one of the ancient names of Ireland.
2 wrath

¥ Mor'-ruth, great flream.
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wrath of Fingal burned. He fent Offian to meet Rothmar in battle,
for the chief of Croma was the companion of his youth.

[ senT the bard before me with fongs; I came into the hall
of Crothar. There {at the hero amidft the arms of his fathers, but
his eyes had failed. His gray locks waved around a ftaff, on which
the warrior leaned. He hummed the fong of other times, when
the found of our arms reached his ears. Crothar rofe, ftretched his
aged hand and bleffed the fon of Fingal.

Ossian ! faid the hero, the ftrength of Crothar’s arm has failed.
O could I lift the {word, as on the day that Fingal fought at Stru-
tha! He was the firlt of mortal men; but Crothar had alfe his
fame. The king of Morven praifed me, and he placed on my arm
the bofly fhield of Calthar, whom the hero had flain in war. Doit
thou not behold it on the wall, for Crothar’s eyes have failed ? Is thy
ftrength, like thy fathers, Offian? let the aged feel thine arm.

I cAve my arm to the king ; he feels it with his aged hands. The
figh rofe in his breaft, and his tears defcended. Thou art ftrong,
my fon, he faid, but not like the king of Morven. But who is like
the hero among the mighty in war! Let the feaft of my halls be
fpread ; and let my bards raife the fong. Greatis he that is within

my walls, fons of ecchoing Croma!

The fealt is fpread. The harp is heard ; and joy is in the hall.
But it was joy covering a figh, that darkly dwelt in every breaft. It
was like the faint beam of the moon fpread on a cloud in heaven.
At length the mufic ceafed, and the aged king of Croma fpoke ;
he fpoke without a tear, but the figh fwelled in the midft of his

voice.
Kk 2 Sown
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Son of Fisgall doft thou ‘not behold the darknefs of Crothar’s
hall of hells 1 My foul was not dark at the feaft; when my people
lived. I rejoiced in the prefence of ftrangers, when my f{on fhone
in the hall, - ‘But, Offian, he is a beam that is departed, and left no
{treak of light behind. He is fallen, fon of Fingal, in the battles

of his father.

Rothmar the chief of grafly Tromlo heard that
my eyes had failed ; he heard that my arms were fixed in the hall,
and the pride of his foul arofe. He came towards Croma; my people
fell before him. ' I took my arms in the hall, 'but what could fight-
lefs Crothar do? My fteps were unequal ; my grief was great. I
wifhed for the days that were paft. Days! wherein T fought; and
won in the ficld of blood. My fon returned from the chace; the
fair-haired Fovar-gormo *. 'He had not lifted his fword in battle,
for his arm was young. But the foul of the youth was great; the
fire of valour burnt in his eyes. He faw the difordered fteps of his
father, and his figh arofe. King of Croma, he faid, is it becaufe thou
haft no fon: is it for the weaknefs of Fovar-gormo’s arm that thy
fighs arife ? I begiﬁ, my father, to feel the ftrength of my arm; I
have drawn the fvord of my youth ; and I have bent the bow. Let
me meet this Rothmar, with the youths of Croma: let me meet
him, O my father; for I feel my burning foul.

Axp thou thalt meet him, I faid, fon of the fightlefs: Crothar !
But let others advance before thee, that I may hear the tread of thy feet
at thy return ; for my eyes behold thee not, fair-haired Fovar-gormo !
He went, he met the foe; he fell. The foe advances towards

Croma. He who flew my fon is near, with all his pointed fpears.
It is not time to fill the fhell, I replied, and took my fpear. My
people faw the fire of my eyes, and they rofe around. All night we

& Faobhar-gorm, the blue porut ::I."‘_,.-‘l’g-rf.
firode
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firode’ along the heath. 'Gray morning rofe in the eaft. A green
narrow vale np?uzir{:d before us; nor did it want its blue ftream.
The dark hoft of Rothmar are on its banks, with all their glittering
arms.  We fought along the vale; they fled ; Rothmar funk be-
neath my fivord. Day had not defcended in the weft when I brought
his arms to Crothar. The aged hero felt them with his hands; and

joy brightened in his foul.

THEe people gather to the hall; the thells of the feaft are heard.
Ten harps are ftrung; five bards advance, and fing, by tarns *, the
praife of Offian ; they poured forth their burning fouls, and the
harp anfwered to their voice. The joy of Croma was great: for
peace returned to the land. The night came on with filence, and

the morning returned with joy. No foe came in darknefs, with
his

* Thofe extempore compaofitions were Firnst BarDp.
in great repute among fucceeding bards.

IGHT is dull and dark., The clouds

The pieces extant of that kind fhew more . :
g pictes e & reft on the hills, No ftar with green

of the good ear, than of the poetical genius E
goe 2 et trembling beam ;. no moon looks from the

of their authiors. The tranflator has only fiy. 1 hear the. blaft in the wood ; but I

met with one poem of this fort, whicli'be hear it diftant far. The ftream of the valley

st T e e (SR T
ks worthy of being preferved. It'is <l :
i e & PIE murmurs ; but its murmur is fullen and

ufand years later than Offtan, but the -
a thoufand A, BUtthe  r From the tree at the grave of the

: 2 e oblerved his ma I : .
authors feem to have obferved his manner; 4.4 4. long-howling owl is heard. 1 fee

and adopted fome of his expreflions. The | i form on the plain |—It is a ghoft !

flory of it is this. Five bards, paffing th ; r : - :
ry of it is this. Five bards, p afling the it fades—it flies, Some funeral thall pafs

it in the houfe of a chief, who was s J
night in the houfe of a chief, who wasa o0 \wovs the metear marks the path.
% Bt e (errarallr B o LR i ; :
poet himfelf, went feverally to make their The diftant dog is howling from the hut

obflervations on, and returned with an of the hill. The ftag lies on the mountain

extempore defcription of, night, The mols: the hind is at his fide. She hears
night happened to be one in Oclober, as the wind in his branchy horns. She ftarts,

appears from the poem, and in the north 1,4 lies asain.

of Scotland, it has all that variety which The roe is in the cleft of the rock; the
the bards afcribe to it, in their deferiptions. heathecock’s head is beneath his wing. No
1 beaft,
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his glittering {pear. The joy of Croma was great; for the gloomy

Rothmar fell.

I ra1sED my voice for Fovar-gormo, when they laid the chief in

earth.

The aged Crothar was there, but his figh was not heard.

He {earched for the wound of his {on, and found it in his breaft. Joy

rofe in the face of the aged.

bealt, no bird is abroad, but the owl and
the howling fox. She on' a leaflefs tree:
he ina cloud on the hill,

Dark, panting, trembling, fad the tra-
Through fhrubs,
through thorns, he goes, along the gur-
gling rill,
He fears the ghoft of night.
groans to the blaft; the falling branch re-

veller has loft his Way.

He fears the rock and the fen.
The old tree
founds. The wind drives the withered
burs, clung together, along the grafs. It
is the light tread of a ghoft | —He trembles
amid{t the night.

Dark, dufky, howling is night, cloudy,
windy, and full of ghofts! The dead are
abroad | my friends, reccive me from the
night.

Secono Barp,

The wind is up. The fhower defcends.
‘The fpirit of the mountain fhrieks. Woads
fall fromhigh, Windows flap, The grow-
ing river roars. The traveller
the ford. Hark that fhrick ! he dies:—
The ftorm drives the horle from the hill,

attempts

the goat, the lowing cow.  They tremble
as drives the fhower, belide the moulder-

A
ing bank.

He came and fpoke to Offian.

King
The hunter ftarts from fleep, in his
lonely hut ; he wakes the fire decayed. His
wet dogs fmoke around him. He fills the
chinks with heath, Loud roar two moun-
tain ftreams which mect befide his booth,
dad on the {ide of a hill the wandering
fhepherd fits.

him, The {tream roars down the rock. He

The tree refounds above

waits for the rifing moon to guide him to
his home,

Ghofls ride on the florm to-night. Sweet
is their voice between the fqualls of wind,
Their fongs are of other worlds.

The rain is paft.
Streams roar, and windows flap,

The dry wind blows,
Cold
drops fall from the roof. 1 fee the ftarry
fky. But the thower gathers again, The
wett is gloomy and dark. Night is flormy
and difmal ; receive me, my friends, from
night.
Tairp Barb.

The wind {till founds between the hills =
and whiftles through the grafs of the'rock.
The turfy
The cleuds, divided, fly over
The

flies {parkling

The firs fall from their place,
hut is torn.
the fky, and thew the burning ftars.
meteor, token of deathd

through
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King of fpears! he faid, my fon has not fallen without his fume.

The young warrior did not fly; but met death, as he went forward

in his {trenat
nown is heard! The feeble will
{mile at their trembling hands.
ed in the fong; the young tear

through the gloom. It refts on the hill, T
fee the withered fern, the dark browed
rock, the fallen oak. Who is thatin his
throwd beneath the tree, by the fiream ?

The waves dark-tumble on the lake,
and lafth its rocky files, The boat is brim-
full in the cove; the oars on the rocking
tide. A maid fits fad befide the rock, and
eyes the rolling fiream. Her lover pro-
mifed to come. She faw his boat, when
yet it was light, on the lake. Is this his
broken boat on the fhore ? Are thele his
groans on the wind ?

Hark ! the hail rattles around, The
flaky fnow defcends. - The tops of the hills
are white, The flormy winds abate, Va-
rious is the night and cold; receive me, my

friends, from night.

FourtH Barb.

Night is calm and fair; blue, ftarry,
fettled is night. The winds, with the
clouds, are gone. They fink behind the
hill. The moon is up on the mountain,
Trees glifter : ftreams fhine on the rock.
Bright rolls the fettled lake; bright the
ream of the wale.

I fee the trees overturned; the fhocks
of cornon the plain, The wakeful hind

h. Happy are they

who die in youth, when their re-
not behold them in the hall; or
Their memory fhall be honeur-
of the virgin falls, But the aged

wither

rebuilds the fhocks, and whiltles on the
diftant field.

Calm, fettled, fair is night | —Who
comes from the place of the dead f That
form with the robe of fnow ; white arma
and dark-brown hair ! It is the daughter of
the chief of the people ; the that lately feli |
Come, let us view thee, O maid! thou
that haft been the delight of heroes | The
blaft drives the phantom away; white,
without form, itafcends the hill,

The breezes drive the blue mift, ﬂuw|_'|.-'
over the narrow vale. It rifes on the hill,
and joins its head to heaven.—Night is
fettled, calm, blue, ftarry, bright with the
moon. Receive me not, my friends, for
lovely is the night.

Firre Barb,

Night is calm, but dreary. The moon is
in a cloud in the weft. Slow moves that
pale beam along the fhaded hill. The di-
ftant wave isheard. The.torrent murmurs
on the rock. The cock is heard from the
booth. More than half the night is pait,
‘The houle-wife, groping in the gloom, re-
kindles the fettled fire. The hunter thinks
that day approaches, and calls his bound-
ing dogs. He afcends the hill and whiflles

on
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wither away, by degrees, and the fame of their youth begins to be
forgot. They fall in fecret; the figh of their fonis not heard. Joy

is around their tomb; and the ftone of their fame is placed with-

out a tear. Happy are they who die in youth, when their renown

is around them !

on his way. A blaft removes the cloud.

‘He fees the flarry plough of the north.

Much of the night is to pafs. He nods
by the mofly rock.

Hark ! the whirlwind is in the wood ! A
low murmur in the vale! It is the mighty
army of the dead returning from the air.

The moon refts behind the hill. The
beam is ill on that lofty rock. Long are
the thadows of the trees, Now it is dark
over all. Night is dreary, filent, and dark;
receive me, my friends, from night.

The CHIEF.

Let clouds reft on the hills: fpirits fly
and travellers fear. Let the winds of the
woods arife, the founding ftorms defcend.
Roar ftreams and windows flap, and green
winged meteors fly; rife the pale moon
from behind her hills, or inclufe her head
in clouds ; night is alike to me, blue, ftar-
my, or gloomy the fky. Night flies before

the beam, when it is poured on the hill.
T he young day returns from his clouds but
We return no more.

Where are our chiefs of old ¥ Where our
kings of mighty name ? The fields of their
battles are filent. Scarce their mofly tombs
remain. We fhall alfo be forgat, This lofty
houfe fhall fall, Qur fons fhall not behold
the ruins in grafs. They fhall afk of the aged,
s« Where ftood the walls of our fathers "

Raife the fong, and ftrike the harp; fend
round the (hells of joy. Sulpend a hundred
tapers on high. Youths and maids begin
the dance. Letfome gray bard be near me
to tell the deeds of other times; of kings
renowned in our land, of chiefs we behold
no more. 1hus let the night pafs until
morning {hall appear in our halls, Then
let the bow be at hand, the dogs, the
youths of the chace. We fhall afcend the
hill with day ; and awake!the-deer.

BERRATHON:
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