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JTHO comes with her fongs from the mountain, like the
bow of the fhowery Lena? Itis the maid of the voice of

love. The white-armed daughter of Tofcar. Often haft thou heard
my {ong, and given the tear of beauty. Doft thou come to the
battles of thy people, and to hear the aGions of Ofcar ? When fhall

I ceafe to mourn by the ftreams of the ccchoing Cona ! My years
have paflfed away in battle, and my age is darkened with forrow.

DaveuTER of the hand of fhow! I was not {fo mournful and
blind; I was not fo dark and forlorn when Everallin loved me.

Fingal being afleep, and the altion middle of the third night from the opening
fulpended by night, the poet introduces the of the poem.

This book, as many of
ftory of his courtfhip of Evirallin the daugh- Offian’s other compofitions, is addrefled
tor of Branno, The epifode is neceffary to the beautiful Malvina the daughter of
to clear up feveral pafliges that follow in  Tofear. She appears to have heen in love
the poem; at the fame time that it na- with Qlcar, and to have affe@ed the com-
turally brings on the a&ion of the book, pany of the father after the death of the
which may be fuppofed to begin about the fon,

H

Everallin
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Everallin with the dark-brown hair, the white-bofomed love of Cor-
mac: A thoufand heroes fought the maid, the denied her love to a
thoufand ; the fons of the fword were defpifed ; for graceful in her

eyes was Offian.

I weNnT in fuit of the maid to Lego’s fable furge ; twelve of my
people were there, the fons of the ftreamy Morven. We came to
From

Branno friend of ftrangers : Branno of the founding mail.
whence, he faid, are the arms of fteel ? Not eafy to win is the maid
that has denied the blue-eyed fons of Erin. But bleft be thou, O
fon of Fingal, happy is the maid that waits thee. Tho' twelve
daughters of beauty were mine, thine were the choice, thou fon of
fame ! Then he opened the hall of the maid, the dark-haired
Everallin, Joy kindled in our breafts of fteel and bleft the maid

of Branno.

AsovEe us on the hill appeared the people of ftately Cormac.
Eight were the heroes of the chief; and the heath flamed with their
arms. There Colla, Durra of the wounds, there mighty Tofcar,
and Tago, there Freftal the viGtorious ftood ; Dairo of the happy
deeds, and Dala the battle’s bulwark in the narrow way. The
fword flamed in the hand of Cormac, and graceful was the look of

the hero.

ErcuT were the heroes of Offian; Ullin ftormy fon of war;
Mullo of the generous deeds; the noble, the graceful Scelacha;
Oglan, and Cerdal the wrathful, and Dumariccan’s brows of death,
And why fhould Ogar be the laft; fo wide renowned on the hills

of Ardven ?

Ocar met Dala the ftrong, face to face, on the field of heroes.
The battle of the chiefs was like the wind on ocean’s foamy waves.
The
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The dagger is remembered by Ogar; the weapon which he loved ;
nine times he drowned it in Dela’s fide. The ftormy battle turned.
Three times I broke on Cormac’s fhield : three times he broke his
Five

fpear. But, unhappy youth of love! I cut his head away.
times I fhook it by the lock. The friends of Cormac fled.

WaorveR would have told me, lovely maid, when then I ftrove
in battle ; that blind, forfaken, and forlorn I now fhould pafs the
night ; firm ought his mail to have been, and unmatched his arm
in battle.

Now * on Lena’s gloomy heath the voice of mufic died away.
The unconftant blaft blew hard, and the high oak fhook its leaves
around me; of Everallin were my thoughts, when fhe, in all the
light of beauty, and her blue eyes rolling in tears, ftood on a cloud
before my fight, and {poke with feeble voice.

O Oss1aN, rife and fave my fon ; fave Ofcar prince of men, near
She
funk into her cloud agnin. I clothed me with my {teel. M}r {pear

the red oak of Lubar's ftream, he fights with ochlin’s fons.

{fupported my fteps, and my rattling armour rung. I hummed, as I
was wont in danger, the fongs of heroes of old. Like diftant thun-
der 4 Lochlin heard ; they fled; my fon purfued.

#* The poet returns to his fubject. If my, This paffape refembles one in the
one could fix the time of the year in which eighteenth Iliad, where the voice of Achil-
the aflion of the poem happened, from the les frightens the Trojans from the body of

fcene defcribed here, I fhould be tempted  Patroclus,

to place it in autumn —The trees fhed Forth march’d the chicf, and diftant from

gheir leaves, and the winds are wvariable, the crowd

both which circumftances agree with that High onthe rampartrais'd his voicealoud.

feafon of the year. So high his brazen voice the herorear’d,
1 Offian gives the reader a high idea of Hofts drop their arms and trembled as

himklf. His very fong frightens the ene- they fear’d. Pore.

i BEE I CALLED
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I carrep him like a diftant ftream. My fon return over Lena.
He
came ; and lovely in my ear was Ofcar’s founding fteel. Why didft

No further purfue the foe, though Offian is behind thee.

thou ftop my hand, he faid, till death had covered all ? For dark
and dreadful by the fiream they met thy fon and Fillan. They
watched the terrors of the night. Our f{words have conquered
fome. But as the winds of night pour the ocean over the white
fands of Mora, fo dark advance the fons of Lochlin over Lena’s
ruftling heath. 'The ghofts of night fhrick afar; and I have feen
the meteors of death. Let me awake the king of Morven, he
that f{miles in danger; for he is like the fun of heaven that rifes in

a {torm.

Fincar had ftarted from a dream, and leaned on Trenmor's
fhicld ; the dark-brown fhield of his fathers; which they had lifted
of old in the battles of their race.

My hero had feen in. his reft the mournful form of Agandecca
fhe came from the way of the ocean, and flowly, lonely, moved over
Lena. Her face was pale like the mift of Cromla; and dark were
the tears of her cheek. She often raifed her dim hand from her
robe ; her robe which was of the clouds of the defart : fhe raifed her

dim hand over Fingal, and turned away her filent eyes.

Wuy weeps the daughter of Starno, faid Fingal, with a figh ?
Why is thy face fo pale, thou daughter of the clouds ?

Sue departed on the wind of Lena; and left him in the midi{t of
She mourned the fons of her people that were to fall

the night.

by Fingal’s hand.
Tue
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Tur hero ftarted from reft, and ftill beheld her in his foul.

The found of Ofcar’s fteps approached. The king faw the gray
thield on his fide. For the faint beam of the morning came over
the waters of Ullin.

WuAT do the foes in their fear, faid the rifing king of Morven ?
Or fly they through ocean’s foam, or wait they the battle of fteel ?
But why fhould Fingal afk ? I hear their voice on the early wind.—
Fly.over Lena’s heath, O Ofear, and awake our friends to battle.

Tuz king ftood by the ftone of Lubar; and thrice reared his ter-
rible voice. The deer ftarted from the fountains of Cromla; and
all the rocks fhook on their hills. Like the noife of a hundred
mountain-ftreams, that burft, and roar, and foam : like the clouds
that gather to a tempeft on the blue face of the tky ; fo met the fons
of the defart, round the terrible voice of Fingal. For pleafant was
the voice of the king of Morven to the warriors of his land : for often

had he led them to battle, and returned with the {poils of the foe.

ComE to battle, faid the king, ye children of the fiorm. Come
My
fword fhall wave on that hill, and be the fhield of my people.  But

to the death of thoufands. Comhal's fon will fee the fight.

never may you need it, warriors ; while the fon of Mérni fights, the

chief of mighty men. He fhall lead my battle; that his fame

may rife in the fong.

O vE ghofts of heroes dead ! ye riders of the ftorm of Cromla !
receive my falling people with joy, and bring them to your hills.—
And may the blaft of Lena carry them over my f{eas, that they may
come to my filent dreams, and delight my foul in reft.

Firrax
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Frrran and Ofcar, of the dark-brown hair! fair Ryno, with
the pointed fteel ! advance with valour to the fight; and behold the
fon of Morni. Let your fwords be like his in the ftrife : and behold
the deeds of his hands. Proteét the friends of your father: and
remember the chiefs of old. My children, I will fee you yet,
though here ye fhould fall in Erin.  Soon fhall our cold, pale ghofts
meet in a cloud, and fly over the hills of Cona.

Now like a dark and ftormy cloud, edged round with the red
lightning of heaven, and flying weftward from the morning’s beam,
the king of hills removed. Terrible is the light of his armour, and

two .f}uc:u's are in his hand. His gray hair falls on the wind.
He often looks back on the war. Three bards attend the fon of
fame, to carry his words to the heroes.—High on Cromla’s fide he

fat, waving the lightning of his fword, and as he waved we moved.

Jov rofe in Ofcar’s face. His cheek isred. His eye fheds tears.
The {word is a beam of fire in his hand. He came, and fmiling,
i"}aekc to Ofiian.

O rurEeR of the fight of fteel ! my father, hear thy fon. Retire
with Morven’s mighty chief; and give me Offian’s fame. And if
here I fall; my king, remember that breaft of fnow, that lonely
fun-beam of my love, the white-handed daughter of Tofcar. For
with red cheek from the rock, and bending over the ftream, her foft
hair flies about her bolom as fhe pours the figh for Ofcar. Tell her
I am on my hills a lightly-bounding fon of the wind ; that hereafter,

ina cloud, I may mect the lovely maid of Tofcar.

Ra1se, Ofcar, rather raife my tomb. I will not yield the fight

to thee. For firft and bloodieft in the war my arm fhall teach
8 thee
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thee how to ficht, But, remember, my fon, to place this fword,
this bow, and the horn of my deer, within that dark and narrow
houfe, whofe mark is one gray ftone. - Oftar,.I have no love to leave
to the care of my fon; for graceful Evirallin is no more, the lovely
daughter of Branno.

Sucu were our words, when Gaul's Ioud voice came growing on
the wind. He waved on high the fword of his father, and rufthed
to death and wounds.

As waves white-bubbling over the deep come fwelling, roaring
on; as rocks of ooze meet roaring waves: fo foes attacked and
fought. Man met with man, and fteel with {teel. Shields found,
men fall, As a hundred hammers on the fon of the furnace, {o rofe,

{o rung their fwords.

Gavur rufhed on like a whirlwind in Ardven. The deftrution
of heroes is on his fword. Swaran was like the fire of the defart in
the ecchoing heath of Gormal. How can I give to the fong the
death of many {pears? My fword rofe high, and flamed in the ftrife
of blood. And, Olcar, terrible wert thou, my beft, my greateft
fon! I rejoiced in my fecret foul, when his fvord flamed over the
flain. 'They fled amain through Lena’s heath: and we purfued and
flew. Asftones that bound from rock to rock ; as axes in ecchoing
woods ; as thunder rolls from hill to hill in difmal broken peals ; fo
blow fucceeded to blow, and death to death, from the hand of Ofcar *
and mine.

* Offian never fails to give a fine cha- a propriety in dwelling here on the aétions
rafter of his beloved fon. His fpecch to of Ofear, as the beautiful Malvina, to
his father is that of a hero; it contains the whom the book is addreffed, was in love
fubmiffion due to a parent, and the warmth  with that hero.

that becomes a young warrior, There is s
uT
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Bur Swaran clofed round Morni’s fon, as the ftrength of the tide
of Iniftore. The King half-rofe from his hill at the fight, and half-
affumed the fpear. Go, Ullin, go, my aged bard, begun the king
of Morven. Remind the mighty Gaul of battle; remind him of
his fathegs: Support the yielding fight with fong; for {fong enlivens
war. Tall Ullin went, with fteps of age, and fpoke to the king

of {words.

Son* of the chief of generous fteeds! high-bounding king of

{pears. Strong arm in every perilous toil. Hard heart that never

yiclds. Chief of the pointed arms of death. Cut down the foe;

' let no white fail bound round dark Iniftore. Be thine arm like
thunder. Thine eyes like fire, thy heart of folid rock. Whirl round

thy {word as a meteor at night, and lift thy fhreld like the flame of

death. Son of the chief of generous {teeds, cut down the foe ; deftroy.

il The hero’s heart beat high. But Swaran came with battle. He
" . cleft the fhield of Gaul in twain; and the {ons of the defart led.

Now Fingal arofe in his might, and thrice he reared his voice.

.!f Cromla anfwered around, and the fons of the defart ftood ftill.

They bent their red faces to earth, afhamed at the prefence of Fin-

oal. He came like a cloud of rain in the days of the fun, when

flow it rolls on the hill, and fields expe& the fhower. Swaran be-

|
: held the terrible king of Morven, and ftopped in the midit of his
1]

courfe. Dark he leaned on his fpear, rolling his red eyes around,

Silent and tall he feemed as an oak on the banks of Lubar, which

! *® "The war-fong of Ullin varies from the rhymes, has been carried down almoft to
L 8 reft of the poem in the verlification. Itruns our own times. Several of thefe war-fbt‘.;:_.s
#ﬂ.{j down like a torrent; and confifts almoft are extant, but the moft of them are only
N |F| intire'ly of epithets. The cuftom of en- a group of epithets, without beauty or har-
¥ i }
SE |

w1l couraging men in battle with extempore mony, utterly deftitute of poetical merit.

' ; I had
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had its branches blafted of old by the lightning of heaven.——It
bends over the ftream, and the gray mofs whiftles in the wind : fo
ftood the king. Then flowly he retired to the rifing heath of Lena.
His thoufands pour around the hero, and the darknefs of battle ga-
thers on the hill.

Fincalr, like a beam from heaven, fhone in the midft of his
people. His heroes gather around him, and he fends forth the voice
of his power. Raife my {tandards * on high,—{pread them on Le-
na’s wind, like the flames of an hundred hills. Let them found on
the winds of Erin, and remind us of the fight. Ye fons of the roar-
ing ftreams, that pour from a thoufand hills, be near the king of
Morven : attend to the words of his power. Gaul ftrongeft arm of
death! O Ofcar, of the future fights; Connal, fon of the blue
blades of Sora; Dermid of the dark-brown hair, and Offian king

of many fongs, be near your father's arm.

WE reared the fun-beam + of battle ; the ftandard of the king.
Each hero’s foul exulted with joy, as, waving; it flew on the wind.
It was ftudded with gold above, as the blue wide fhell of the nightly

fky. Each hero had his ftandard too; and each his gloomy men.

Beuoirp, faid the king of generous fhells, how Lochlin divides
They ftand like broken clouds on the hill, or an half

confumed grove of oaks; when we fee the fky through its branches,

on Lena.

and the meteor pafling behind. Let every chief among the friends

* Th' imperial enfign, which full high + Fingal's flandard was diftinguifhed by
advanc’d, the name of fun-beam 5 probably on account

shone like a meteor ﬂrc‘:‘.nﬁng to the of its 'L'.:igh: colour, and its being ftudded
wind. with gald. To begima battle is exprefled, in

Mirrow.  old compofition, by (ifting ef tbe fun-bean.
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of Fingal take a dark troop of thofe that frown fo high ; nor let a

fon of the ecchoing groves bound on the waves of Iniftore.

Mineg, faid Gaul, be the feven chiefs that came from Lano’s
lake. Let Iniftore’s dark king, faid Ofcar, come to the fword
of Offian’s {on. To mine the king of Inifcon, faid Connal, heart
of fteel ! Or Mudan’s chief or I, faid brown-haired Dermid, fhall
fleep on clay-cold earth. My choice, though now o weak and
dark, was Terman’s battling king; I'promifed with my hand to
win the hero’s dark-brown fhield. Bleft and viGtorious be my
chiefs, faid Fingal of the mildeft look ; Swaran, king of roaring
waves, thou art the choice of Fingal.

Now, like an hundred different winds that pour through many
vales ; divided, dark the fons of the hill advanced, and Cromla ec-
choed around,

How can I relate the deaths when we clofed in the firife of cur
fteel 1 O daughter of Tofcar ! bloody were our hands! The gloomy
ranks of Lochlin fell like the banks of the roaring Cona. Our
arms were victorious on Lena : each chief fulfilled his promife. Be-
frde the murmur of Branno thou didft often fit, O maid; when thy
white bofom rofe frequent, like the down of the fwvan when flow
the fails the lake, and fidelong winds are blowing.- Thou haft

feen the fun #* retire red and {low behind his cloud ; night gathering

* Sol quogue & exortens & cum J# esndiz 'Above the reft the fun, who never lies,
in undas Foretels the change of weather in the fkies.
Signa dabit. Solewm certi[fima fizna fequuntur,  For if he rife, unw illing to his race,
Ut quee mane refert, & que furgentibus affris.  Clouds on his brow and {pots upon hie face;
Hle wbi nafcentom maculis variaverit ertum Ot if thro” mifts he fhoots his fullen beams,
Conditus in mubem, medioque refugerit orbe 5 Frugalof light,in loofe and firagaling fireams,
. = ’ =1 =
Sufpedii tibi funt fmbres, Virg., Sulpelta drifling day, Drypen.

round
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round on the mountain, while the unfrequent blaft ¥ roared in narrow
vales. At length the rain beats hard; and thunder rolls in peals.
Lightning glances on the rocks. Spirits ride on beams of fire. And
the ftrength of the mountain-fireams § comes roaring down the
hills., Such was the noife of battle, maid of the arms of fhow. Why,
daughter of the hill, that tear? the maids of Lochlin have caufe to
|. weep. The people of their country fell, for bloody were the blue
blades of the race of my heroes. But I am fad, forlorn, and blind ;

; and no more the companion of heroes. Give, lovely maid, to me

thy tears, for I have feen the tombs of all my friends.

=

'E.' It was then by Fingal's hand a hero fell, to his grief, Gray-
haired he rolled in the duft, and lifted his faint eyes to the king.
:J And is it by me thou haft fallen, faid the fon of Combhal, thou
_ friend of Agandecca! I have feen thy tears for the maid of my love
; in the halls of the bloody Starno. Thou haft been the foe of the
E' foes of my love, and haft thou fallen by my hand? Raife, Ullin,
[ raife the grave of the fon of Mathon ; and give his name to the fong
| of Agandecca; for dear to my foul haft thou been, thou darkly-
:] dwelling maid of Ardven.

i

Cucnurrin, from the cave of Cromla, heard the noife of the
troubled war. He called to Connal chief of (words, and Carril of
other times. The gray-haired heroes heard his voice, and took their
afpen fpears.

® Continue venlis furgentibus aut freta ponti  Soft whifpers run along the leafy wood,
In:ipiunt agitala iumefeere s & aridus altte And. mountains whiftle to the murm’ring

Mmtibus audiri fragor, aut refonantia lenge flood. DrypEs.

S e

Littora mifeert, & nemortum  increbefeere T ——ruunt de montibus amwes, VIrc.

Murmnr, Virg. The rapid rains, defeending from the hills,
¥or ere the rifing winds begin to roar, To rolling torrents fwell the creeping rills.
Theworking feas advance to wafh the fhore ; DryDEN.

12 THEY
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THEY came, and faw the tide of battle, like the crowded waves of
the ocean; when the dark wind blows from the deep, and rolls the

billows through the fandy vale.

Cucnurrin kindled at the fight, and darknefs gathered on his
brow. His hand is on the fword of his fathers : his red-rolling eyes
on the foe. He thrice attempted to rufh to battle, and thrice did
Connal ftop him. Chief of the ifle of mift, he faid, Fingal fubdues
the foe. Seck not a part of the fame of the king; himfelf is like
the ftorm.

TuEeN, Carril, go, replied the chief, and greet the king of Mor-
ven. When Lochlin falls away like a ftream after rain, and the
noife of the battle is over. Then be thy voice fweet in his ear to
praife the king of fwords. Give him the {word of Caithbat, for

Cuchullin is worthy no more to lift the arms of his fathers.

BuT, O ye ghofts of the lonely Cromla! ye fouls of chiefs that are
no more ! be ye the companions of Cuchullin, and talk to him in

the cave of his forrow. For never more fhall I be renowned among

the mighty in the land. Tam like a beam that has fhone, like a

mift that fled away; when the blaft of the morning came, and
brightened the thaggy fide of the hill. Ceonnal! talk of arms no more:
departed is my fame.—My fighs thall be on Cromla’s wind ; till my
footfteps ceafe to be feen. And thou, white-bofom’d Bragela,
mourn over the fall of my fame; for, vanquifhed, I will never re-

turn to thee, thou fun-beam of Dunfcaich.

FINGAL,
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