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LEASANT are the words of the fong, faid Cuchullin, and

Jovely are the tales of other times. They are like the calm
dew of the morning on the hill of roes, when the fun is faint on
its fide, and the lake is fettled and blue in the vale. O Carril, raife
again thy voice, and let me hear the fong of Tura : which was fung
in my halls of joy, when Fingal king of fhiclds was there, and
glowed at the deeds of his fathers.

Fincar! thou man of battle, faid Carril, early were thy deeds
in arms. Lochlin was confumed in ‘thy wrath, when thy youth
firove with the beauty of maids. They fmiled at the fair-blooming
face of the hero; but death was in his hands. He was ftrong as

* The fecond night, fince the opening ftory of Agandecca is introduced here with
of the poem, continues; and Cuchullin, propriety, as great ufe is made of it in the
Connal, and Carril fill fit in the place courfe of the poem, and as it, in fome
defcrbed in the preceding book, The meafure, brings about the cataftrophe.
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the waters of Lora. His followers were like the roar of a thoufand
ftreams. 'They took the king of Lochlin in battle, but reftored him
to his fhips. His big heart fwelled with pride; and the death of
the youth was dark in his foul.

—For none ever, but Fingal, over-
came the ftrength of the mighty’ Starrdo *,

He fat in the hall of his fliells in Lioehlin’y woody land. He
called the gray-haired Snivan, that often fung round the circle + of
Loda: when the ftone of power heard his cry, and the battle turned
in the field of the valiant.

Go ; gray-haired Snivan, Starno faid, to Ardven’s fea-furrounded
rocks. 'Tell to Fingal king of the defart; he that is the faireft
among his thoufands, tell him I give him my daughter, the lovelieft
maid that everheaved a breaft of fnow.. Her arms are white as the
foam of my waves.-  Her foul is generous and mild. Let him come
with his braveft heroes to the daughter of the fecret hall,

SNivaN ¢dme: to Albion’s windy hills: and fair-haired Fingal
went. «-His kindled foul flew before "him 2s he bounded on . the
waves of the north.

Wercome, faid the dark-brown Starno, welcome, king of rocky
Morven ; and ye his heroes of might ; fons of the lonely ifle ! Three
days within my halls fhall ye feaft ; and three days purfue my boars,
that your fame may reach the maid that dwells in the fecret hall.

* Starno was the father of Swaran as - 4 This paflage moft certainly alludes to
well as Agandecca,—His fierce and cruel the religion of Lochlin, and the ffone of
characler is well marked in other poems peawer here mentioned is the image of one
concerning the times. of the deities of Scandanavia,
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Tue king of fnow ¥ defigned their death, and gave the feaft of
thells. “Fingal, whodoubted the foe, kept on hisarms of fteel. The
{ons of death were afraid, and fled from the eyes of the hero. The
voice of fprightly mirth arofe. The trembling harps of joy are
ftrang.  Bards f{ing the battle of heroes; or the heaving breaft of
love. Ullin, Fingal’s bard, was there; the {weet voice of the
hill of Cona. He praifed the danghter of the fnow ; and Morven’s -
high-defcended chief, The daughter of the fnow overheard, and

left the hall of her fecret figh. She came in all her beauty, like the

moon from the cloud of the eaft. Lovelinefs was around her as

light. Her fteps were like the mufic of fongs. She faw the youth.

and loved him. He was the ftolen figh of her foul. Her blue
eye rolled on him in fecret: and fhe bleft the chief of Morven.

Tuz third day with all its beams, fhone bright on the wood of
boars. Forth moved the dark-browed Starno; and Fingal, king of
fhields. Half the day they fpent in the chace; and the fpear of
Fingal was red in the blood of Gormal.

IT was then the daughter of Starno, with blue' eyes rolling in
tears, came with her voice of love and fpoke to the king of Morven.

Fincar, high-defcended chief, truft not Starno’s heart of pride.
Within  that wood he has placed his chiefs ; beware of the wood
of death. But, remember, fon of the hill, remember Agan-
decca: fave me from the wrath of my father, king of the windy
Morven !

* Starno is here poetically called the king + All the North-welt coaft. of Scotland
of fnow, from the great quantities of fnow probably went of old under the name of Mor-

that fall in his dominions, ven, which fignifies a ridge of very high hills.
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38 Fidn N G A 'L, Boox IIL.

Tur youth, with unconcern, went on; his heroes by his fide.
The fons of death fell by his hand ; and Gormal ecchoed around.

BeroRE the halls of Starno the fons of the chace convened. The
king's dark brows were like clouds. His eyes like meteors of night.
Bring hither, he cries, Agandecca to her lovely king of Morven.
Fis hand is ftained with the blood of my people; and her words

have not been in vain,———

Sy came with the red eye of tears. She came with her loofe
caven locks. Her white breaft heaved with fighs, like the foam of
the ftreamy Lubar. Starno pierced her fide with fteel. She fell
like a wreath of fnow that flides from the rocks of Ronan; when

the woods are ftill, and the eccho deepens in the vale.

Tuen Fingal eyed his valiant chiefs, his valiant chiefs took arms.
The gloom of the battle roared, and Lochlin fled or died. Pale,
in his bounding fhip he clofed the maid of the raven hair. Her
tomb afcends on Ardven, and the fea roars round the dark dwelling

of Agandccca.

Bressep be her foul, faid Cuchullin, and blefled be the mouth
of the fong. Strong was the youth of Fingal, and ftrong is his
arm of age. Lochlin fhall fall again before the king of ecchoing
Morven. Shew thy face from a cloud, O moon; light his white
fails on the wave of the night. And if any ftrong fpirit * of heaven

# Thhis is the only paflage in the poem afuperior being, or the ghofts of deceafed
that has the appearance of religion.—But warriors, who were fuppofed in thofe times
Cuchullin's apoftrophe to this fpirit is ac- to rule the ftorms, and to tranfport them-
companied with a doubt ; fo that it is not felves in a guft of wind from one country

eafy to determine whether the hero meant to another,
1 fits
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fits on that low-hung cloud; turn his dark fhips from the rock,

thou rider of the ftorm!

Sucn were the words of Cuchullin at the found of the mountain-
fiream, when Calmar afcended the hill, the wounded fon of Matha.
From the field he came in his blood. He leaned on his bending
fpear. Feeble is the arm of battle! but ftrong the foul of the hero!

Wercome ! O fon of Matha, faid Connal, welcome art thou to
thy friends! Why burfts that broken figh from the breaft of him
that never feared before ?

AnDp never, Connal, will he fear, chief of the pointed fteel. My
foul brightens in danger, and exults in the noife of battle. Tam of

the race of fteel ; my fathers never feared.

CormAR was the firft of my race. He fported through the
ftorms of the waves. His black {kiff bounded on ocean, and travel-
led on the wings of the blaft. A fpirit once embroiled the night.
Seas fwell and rocks refound. Winds drive along the clouds. The
lightning flies on wings of fire. He feared and came to land : then
bluthed that he feared at all. He rufthed again among the waves to
find the fon of the wind, Three youths guide the bounding bark ;
he ftood with the fword unfheathed. When the low-hung vapour
paffed, he took it by the curling head, and fearched its dark womb
with his fteel. The fon of the wind forfook the air, The moon

and ftars returned.

Sucu was the boldnefs of my race; and Calmar is like his fa-
thers. Danger flies from the uplifted {word. They beft fucceed

who dare.
Bur
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BuTt now, ye fons of green-vallyed Erin, retire from Lena’s
bloody heath. Collect the fad remnant of our friends, and join the
fword of Fingal. I heard the found of Lochlin’s advancing arms ;
but Calmar will remain and fight. My voice (hall be fuch, my
friends, as if thoufands were behind me. But, fon of Semo, re-
member me. Remember Calmar’s lifelefs corfe. After Fingal has
wafted the field, place me by fome ftone of remembrance, that fu-
ture times may hear my fame; and the mother of Calmar rejoice

over the ftone of my renown.

No : fon of Matha, faid Cuchullin, I will never leave thee. My joy
is in the unequal field : and my foul increafes in danger. Connal, and
Carril of other times, carry off the fad fons of Erin; and when the
battle is over, fearch for our pale corfes in this narrow way.. For near
this oak we fhall ftand in the {ftream of the battle of thoufands.

O Frruiv’s fon, with feet of wind, fly over the heath of Lena.
Tell to Fingal that Erin is ‘inthralled, and bid the king of Morven
haften. O let him come like the fun in a ftorm, when he fhines
on the hills of grafs.

MorN1NG is gray on Cromla; the fons of the fea afcend. ; Cal-
mar ftood forth to meet them in the pride of his kindling foul, But
pale was the face of the warrior; he leaned on his father’s fpear.
That {pear which he brought from Lara’s hall, when the foul of

his #hother was {ad.

But flowly now the hero falls like a tree on
the plains of Cona, ' Dark Cuchullin ftands alone like a rock % in a

* ——ilTe wirpy So fome tall rock o'erhangs the hoary main,
Hai€zros, peyedn, wohims ades ifpvs By winds affail’d, by billows beat in vain,
tire, &c. Unmov’d it hears, above, the tempefls blow,
Hom, Il. 15, © And feesthe watry mountains break below.
PorE.
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fandy vale. The fea comes with its waves, and roars on its harden-
ed fides. Its head is covered with foam, and the hills are ecchoing
around. Now from the gray mift of the ocean, the white-failed
thips of Fingal appear. High is the grove of their mafts as they
nod, by turns, on the rolling wave.

SwARAN faw them from the hill, and returned from the fons of
Erin. As ebbs the refounding fea through the hundred ifles of Inis-
tore; fo loud, fo vaft, fo immenfe returned the fons of Lochlin
againft the king of the defart hill. But bending, weeping, fad, and
flow, and dragging his long fpear behind, Cuchullin funk in Crom-
la’s wood, and mourned his fallen friends. He feared the face of
Fingal, who was wont to greet him from the fields of renown.

How many lie there of my heroes! the chiefs of Inisfail! they
that were chearful in the hall when the found of the fhells arofe.
No more fhall I find their fteps in the heath, or hear their voice in
the chace of thehinds. Pale, filent, low on bloody beds are they
who were my friends ! O fpirits of the lately-dead, meet Cuchullin
on his heath. Converfe with him on the wind, when the ruftling
tree of Tura’s cave refounds. There, far remote, I thall lie un-
known. No bard fhall hear of me. No gray ftone fhall rife to my
renown. Mourn me with the dead, O Bragela! departed is my
fame.

Svcu were the words of Cuchullin when he funk in the woods
of Cromla.

Fincar, tall in his fhip, ftretched his bright lance before him.
Terrible was the gleam of the fteel : it was like the green meteor of
death, fetting in the heath of Malmor, when the traveller is alone,

and the broad moon is darkened in heaven.

G Tuxe
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Tue battle is over, faid the king, and I behold the blood of my
friends. Sad is the heath of Lena; and mournful the oaks of

Cromla : the hunters have fallen there in their ftrength; and the

fon of Semo is no more. Ryno and Fillan, my fons, found the
horn of Fingal's war. Afcend that hill on the fhore, and call the
children of the foe. Call them from the grave of Lamdarg, the

chief of other times.

Be your voice like that of your father, when he enters the battles
of his ftrength. I wait for the dark mighty man ; I waiton Lena’s
thore for Swaran. And let him come with all his race ; for {trong

in battle are the friends of the dead.

IFarr Ryno flew like lightning ; dark Fillan as the fhade of au-
tumn. On Lena’s theath their voice is heard ; the fons of ocean
heard the horn of Fingal's war. As the roaring eddy of ocean re-
turning from the kingdom of fnows; fo ftrong, fo dark, fo fudden
came down the fons of Lochlin. The king in their front appears
in the difmal pride of his arms. Wrath burns in his dark-brown
face: and his eyes-roll in the fire of his valour.

FincaL beheld the fon of Starno; and he remembered Agml-

decca.
white-bofomed fifter. He fent Ullin of the fongs to bid him to the

feaft of fhells. For pleafant on Fingal’s foul returned the remem-

For Swaran with the tears of youth had mourned his

brance of the firft of his loves.

Urvrin came with aged fteps, and {poke to Starno’s fon. O thou
that dwelleft afar, furrounded, like 2 rock, with thy waves, come to
the feaft of the king, and pafs the day in reft. To morrow let us
fight, O Swaran, and break the ecchoing fhields.

To=
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"To-pAY, faid Starno’s wrathful fon, we break the ecchoing fhields:
to-morrow my feaft will be fpread ; and Fingal lie on earth.

AND to-morrow let his feaft be fpread, faid Fingal with a fmile;
for to-day, O my fons, we fhall break“the ecchoing fhields.
Offian, ftand thou near my arm. Gaul, lift thy terrible fword.

Fergus, bend thy crooked yew. Throw, Fillan, thy lance through

heaven.

Lift your fhields like the darkened moon. Be your
{pears the meteors of death. Follow me in the path of my fame ;
and equal my deeds in battle.

As a hundred winds on Morven ; as the ftreams of a hundred
hills ; as clouds fly {fucceflive over heaven; or, as the dark ocean
affaults the thore of the defart: fo mﬂring, fo vaft, fo terrible the
armies mixed on Lena’s ecchoing heath.

TuE groan of the people fpread over the hills; it was like the
thunder of night, when the cloud burfts on Cona; and a thoufand

ghofts fhrick at once on the hollow wind.

Fincavr ruthed on in his ftrength, terrible as the {pirit of Tren-
mor ; when, in a whirlwind, he comes to Morven to {ee the chil-
The oaks refound on their hills, and the rocks

dren of his pride
fall down before him. Bloody was the hand of my father when he
whirled the lightning of his fword. He remembers the battles of
his youth, and the field is wafted in his courfe.

Dark is the brow of Gaul.
Fergus rufthed forward with feet of wind; and Fillan like the miit
G 2 of

Ryw~o went on like a pillar of fire.
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of the hill. Myfelf *, like a rock, came down, I exulted in
the firength of the king. Many were the deaths of my arm; and
difmal was the gleam of my fword. My locks were not then fo
gray ; nor trembled my hands of age. My eyes were not clofed in

darknefs ; nor failed my feet in the race.

Wao can relate the deaths of the people; or the deeds of mighty
heroes; when Fingal, burning in his wrath, confumed the fons of
Lochlin ? Groans {welled on groans from hill to hill, till night had
covered all. Pale, ftaring like a herd of deer, the fons of Lochlin
convene on Lena, We fat and heard the fprightly harp at Lubar’s
gentle ftream. Fingal himfelf was next to the foe; and liftened to
the tales of bards. His godlike race were in the fong, the chiefs of
other times. Attentive, leaning on his fhield, the king of Morven
fat. 'The wind whiftled through his aged locks, and his thoughts
are of the days of other years. Near him on his bending fpear,
my young, my lovely Ofcar ftood. He admired the king of Mor-
ven: and his acions were {welling in his {oul.

Son of my fon, begun the king, O Ofcar, pride of youth, I faw
the fhining of thy fword and gloried in my race. Purfue the glory
of our fathers, and be what they have been; when Trenmor lived,
the firft of men, and Trathal the father of heroes. They fought the
battle in their youth, and are the {ong of bards.

O Oscar! bend the ftrong in arm : but fpare the feeble hand.
Be thou a ftream of many tides againft the foes of thy people; but

* Here the poet celebrates his own ac- fuggefls to him the helplefs fituation of his
tions, but he does it in fuch a manner that age. We do not defpile him for felfifh
we are not difpleafed. The mention of praife, but feel his misfortunes.
the great actions of his youth immediately

like

- ————
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like the gale that moves the grafs to thofe who afk thine aid.
So Trenmor lived ; fuch Trathal was; and fuch has Fingal been.

My arm was the fupport of the injured ; and the weak refted behind
the lightning of my fteel.

Oscar! I was young like thee, when lovely FainafSllis came :
that fun-beam ! that mild light of love! the daughter of Craca’s *
king! I then returned from Cona's heath, and few were in my
train. A white-failed boat appeared far off; we faw it like a mift
that rode on ocean’s blaft. It foon approached; we faw the fair.
Her white breaft heaved with fighs. The wind was in her loofe
dark hair : her rofy cheek had tears.

DavgHTER of beauty, calm I faid, what figh isin that breaft ?
Can I, young as I am, defend thee, daughter of the fea ? My fword
is not unmatched in war, but dauntlefs is my heart.

To thee I fly, with fighs fhe replied, O prince of mighty men !
To thee I fly, chief of the generous fhells, fupporter of the feeble
hand |, The king of Craca’s ecchoing ifle owned me the fun-beam
of his race. And often did the hills of Cromala reply to the fighs of
love for the unhappy Fainaféllis. Sora’s chief beheld me fair; and
loved the daughter of Craca. His fword is like a beam of light
upon the warrior’s fide. But dark is his brow ; and tempefts are in
his foul. T fhun him on the rolling fea ; but Sora’s chief purfues.

Reft thou, I faid, behind my fhield; reft in peace, thou beam of
light! The gloomy chief of Sora will fly, if Fingal’s arm is like his

* What the Craca here mentioned was, that it was one of the Shetland ifles.—
is not, at this diftance of time, eafy to de- There is a flory concerning a daughter of
termine. The moft probable opinion is, the king of Craca in the fixth book,
foul.
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foul. In fome lone cave I might conceal thee, daughter of the fea!
But Fingal never flies ; for where the danger threatens, I rejoice in

the ftorm of {pears.
I saw the tears upon her cheek. I pitied Craca’s fair.

Now, like a dreadful wave afar, appéared the fhip of ftormy
Borbar. His mafts high-bended over the fed behind their fheéts of
fnow. White roll the watérs on either fide. The ftréngth of
ocean founds. Come thou, I faid, from the roar of ocean, thou
rider of the ftorm. Partake the feaft within my hall. It is the

houfe of ftrangers.

TrE maid {lood trembling by my fide; he drew the bow: fhe
fell,  Unerring is thy hand, I faid, but feeble was the foe.

WEe fought, nor weak was the ftrife of death., He funk beneath
my fword. We laid them in two tombs of ftones ; the haplefs lo-
vers of youth.

Sucu have I been in my youth, O Ofcar; be thou like the
age of Fingal. Never fearch for the battle, nor fhun it when it

COImMEs.

Firran and Ofcar of the dark-brown hair ; ye children of the
race ; fly over the heath of roaring winds; and view the fons of
Lochlin.  Far off I hear the noife of their fear, like the ftorms of
ecchoing Cona. Go: that they may not fly my {word along the

waves of the north.

For many chiefs of Erin’s race lie here on
the dark bed of death. The children of the ftorm are low; the

fons of ecchoing Cromla.

1 THE
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TrE heroes flew like two dark clouds: two dark clouds that are

the chariots of ghofts; when air’s dark children come to frighten

haplefs men.

IT was then that Gaul *, the fon of Morni, ftood like a rock in
the night. His fpear is glittering to the ftars; his voice like many
ftreams.

Son of battle, cried the chief, O Fingal, king of fhells! let the
bards of many fongs footh Erin’s friends to reft. And, Fingal,
fheath thy {word of death; and let thy people fight. We wither
away without our fame; for our king is the only breaker of fhields.
When morning rifes on our hills, behold at a diftance our
Let Lochlin feel the fivord of Morni’s fon, that bards may fing of
me. Such was the cuftom heretofore of Fingal’s noble race. Such
was thine own, thou king of fwords, in battles of the {pear.

deeds.

O son of Morni, Fingal replied, I glory in thy fame. -Fight ;
but my fpear fhall be near to aid thee in the midft of danger. Raife,
raife the voice, fons of the fong, and lull me into reft, Here will
Fingal lie amidft the wind of night. And if thou, Agandecca,
art near, among the children of thy land ; if thou fitteft on a blaft
of wind among the high-throwded mafts of Lochlin; come to my

dreams -+, my fair one, and thew thy bright face to my foul.

*® Gaul, the fon of Morni, was chief of a more ftrength than condud in battle, He

tribe that difputed long, the pre-eminence, was very fond of military fame, and here
with Fingal himfelf, They were reduced
at lalt to ebedience, and Gaul, from an

enemy, turned Fingal's beft friend and

he demands the next battle to himfelf, — The
poet, by an artifice, removes Finpal, that
his return may be the more magnificent.

1 The poet prepares us for the dream of
Fingal in the next book.

greatelt hero. His character is fomething

like that of Ajax in the Iliad; a hero of

,“l'"].—r'k NY
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Many a voice and many a harp in tuneful founds arofe. Of Fin-
gal's noble deeds they fung, and of the noble race of the hero. And
fometimes on the lovely found was heard the name of the now

i

mournful Offian.

OrTEeN have I fought, and often won in battles of the fpear. But
blind, and tearful, and forlorn I now walk with little men, O Fin-
gal, with thy race of battle I now behold thee not. The wild roes
Bleft
be thy foul, thou king of fwords, thou moft renowned on the hills
of Cona! .

feed upon the green tomb of the mighty king of Morven.

FINGAL,
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