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OW Connal, on Cromla’s windy fide, fpoke to the chief of

the noble car. Why that gloom, fon of Semo? Our friends
are the mighty in battle. And rcnownlcd art thou, O warrior ! many
were the deaths of thy fteel. Often has Bragela met with blue-
rolling eyes of joy; often has fhe met her hero, returning in the
midft of the valiant; when his fword was red with flaughter, and
his foes filent in the fields of the tomb. Pleafant to her ears were

thy bards, when thine actions rofe in the {ong.

* The fourth day ftill continues. The charaéter of Connal. No poet has ad-

poet by putting the narration in the mouth apted the cadence of his verfe more to the
of Connal, who ftill remained with Cu- temper of the fpeaker, than Offian has
chullin on the fide of Cromla, gives pro- done. Itis more than probable that the
priety to the praifes of Fingal. The be- whole poem was originally defigned to be
ginning of this book, in the original, is fung to the harp, s the verfification is fo
one of the moft beautiful parts of the various, and fo much fuited to the different
poem. The verfification is regular and paffions of the human mind.

full, and ag-ees very well with the fedate
But
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BuT behold the king of Morven ; he moves below like a pillar of

fire. His ftrength is like the {tream of Lubar, or the wind of the

ecchoing Cromla ; when the branchy forefts of night are overturned.

Haprpy are thy people, O Fingal, thine -arm fhall fight theic
battles : thou art the firft in their dangers; the wifeft in the days of
their peace.  Thou fpeakeft and thy thoufands obey; and armies
tremble at the found of thy fteel. Happy are thy people, Fingal,

chief of the lonely hills.

Wio is that fo dark and terrible coming in the thunder of his
courfe ? who is it but Starno’s fon to meet the king of Morven? Be-
hold the battle of the chiefs : it is like the ftorm of the ocean, when
two {pirits meet far diftant, and contend for the rolling of the wave.
The hunter hears the noife on his hill; and fees the high billows
advancing to Ardven's fhore.

Svcu were the words of Connal, when the heroes met in the
midft of their falling people. There was the clang of arms! there
every blow, like the hundred hammers of the furnace! Terrible is
the battle of the kings, and horrid the look of their eyes. Their
dark-brown fhields are cleft in twain; and their fteel flies, broken,
from their helmets. They fling their weapons down, Each rufhes *
to his hero’s grafp. Their finewy arms bend round each other:
they turn from fide to fide, and ftrain and ftretch their large fpread-

¥ This paffape refembles one in the Now to the gralp each manly body bends;
twenty third Iliad. The humid {weat from cv'ry pore defcends ;
Clofe lock’d above their heads and arms Their bones refound with blows: fides,
are mixt ; {houlders, thighs,
Below their planted feet at diftance fixt;  Swell tocach gripe, and bloody tumours rife,
Pope.
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ing limbs below. But when the pride of their ftrength arofe, they
fhook the hill with their heels; rocks tumble from their places on
high; the green-headed bufhes are overturned. At length the
ftrength of Swaran fell ; and the king of the groves is bound.

Tuus have I feen on Cona; but Cona I behold no more, thus
have I feen two dark hills removed from their place by the ftrength
of the burfting fiream. They turn from fide to fide, and their tall
oaks meet one another on high. Then they fall together with all
their rocks and trees. The ftreams are turned by their fides, and
the red ruin is feen afar,

Sons of the king of Morven, faid the noble Fingal, guard the
king of Lochlin ; for he is ftrong as his thoufand waves. His hand
1s taught to the battle, and his race of the times of old. Gaul, thou
firft of my heroes, and Offian king of fongs, attend the friend of
Agandecca, and raife to joy his grief. But, Ofcar, Fillan, and
Ryno, ye children of the race! purfue the reft of Lochlin over
the heath of Lena ; that no veffel may hereafter bound on the dark-
rolling waves of Iniftore.

TrEY flew like lightning over the heath. Ile flowly moved as
a cloud of thunder when the fultry plain of fummer is filent. His
fword is before him as a fun-beam, terrible as the {treaming meteor
of night. He came toward a chiéf of Lochlin, and fpoke to the fon
of the wave.

Wiio is that like a cloud at the rock of the roaring ftream ? He
cannot bound over its courfe ; yet ftately 1s the chief! his bofly
thield is on his fide; and his {pear like the tree of the defart.
Youth of the dark-brown hair, art thou of Fingal's foes ?

Iam
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T ant a foi of Lochlin, he cries, and flrong is my arm'in war.

My j'poufu 18 wceping at home, but Orla#* will never return,

Or fights or yields the hero, faid Fingal of the noble deeds ? foes
do not conquer in my prefence ; but my friends are renowned in the
hall. Son of the wave, follow me, partake the feaft of my fhells,

and purfue the deer of my defart.

No : faid the hero, I affift the feeble: my ftrength fhall remain
with the weak in arms. My (word has been always unmatched,
O warrior : let the king of Morven yield.

I nevER yielded, Orla, Fingal never yielded to man. Draw thy

fivord and chufe thy foe. Many are my heroes.

Axp does the king refufe the combat, faid Orla of the dark-brown
hair ? Fingal is a match for Orla: and he alone of all his race.

BuT, king of Morven, if I fhall fall; as one time the warrior
muft dic; raife my tomb in the midft, and let it be the greateft on
Lena. And fend, over the dark-blue wave, the fword of Orla to
the fpoufe of his love; that fhe may fhew it to her fon, with tears,
to kindle his foul to war.

Sox of the mournful tale, faid Fingal, why doft thou awaken my
tears 7 One day the warriors muft die, and the children fee their

# The ftory of Orla is fo beautiful and  attention of the reader when he expected
affe@ing in the original, that many are in nothing but languor in the conduét of the
poffefion of it in the north of Scotland, poem, as the great aclion was over in the
who never heard a fyllable more of the conqueft of Swaran,
poem. It varies the aftion, and awakes the

ufelefs
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5
ufelefs arms in the hall. But, O:la, thy tomb fhall rife, and thy
white-bofomed fpoufe weep over thy {word.

Tuey fought on the heath of Lena, but feeble was the arm of
Orla. The fword of Fingal defcended, and cleft his fhield in twain. It
fell and glittered on the ground, as the moen on the ftream of night.

Kinc of Morven, faid the hero, lift thy fword, and pierce my
breaft. Wounded and faint from battle my friends have left me
here. The mournful tale thall come to my love on the banks of
the {treamy Looda; when fhe is alone in the wood ; and the ruftling
blaft in the Ieaves.

No; faid the king of Morven, I will never wound thee, Orla.
On the banks of Loda let her fee thee efcaped from the hands of
war. Let thy gray-haired father, who, perhaps, is blind with age,
With joy let the hero

hear the found of thy voice in his hall.
rife, and fearch for his fon with his hands.

Bur never will he find him, Fingal; faid the youth of thé
{treamy Loda. On Lena’s heath I fhall die; and foreign bards
will talk of me. My broad belt covers my wound of death. And

now I give it to the wind.

Tue dark blood poured from his fide, he fell pale on the heath
of Lena. Fingal bends over him as he dies, and calls his younger
heroes.

Oscar and Fillan, my fons, raife high the memory of Orla.
Here let the dark-haired hero reft far from the fpoufe of his love.
Here let him reft in his narrow houfe far from the found of Loda.
K The
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The fons of the feeble will find his bow at home, but will not be
able to bend it. His faithful dogs howl on his hills, and his boars,
which he ufed to purfue, rejoice. Fallen is the arm of battle ; the
mighty among the valiant is low !

ExarLT the voice, and blow the horn, ye fons of the king of
Morven : let us go back to Swaran, and fend the night away on
fong. Fillan, Ofcar, and Ryno, fly over the heath of Lena. Where,
Ryno, art thou, young fon of fame? Thou art not wont to be the

laft to anfwer thy father.

Ryno, faid Ullin firft of bards, is with the awful forms of his
fathers. With Trathal king of fhields, and Trenmor of the mighty
deeds. The youth is low,—the youth is pale,—he lies on Le-
na’s heath.

Axp fell the fwifteft in the race, faid the king, the firft to bend
the bow ? Thou fcarce haft been known to me; why did young
Ryno fall ? But fleep thou foftly on Lena, Fingal fhall foon behold
thee. Soon fhall my voice be heard no more, and my footfteps ceafe
to be feen. The bards will tell of Fingal's name ; the ftones will talk
of me. But, Ryno, thou art low indeed, thou haft not received
thy fame. Ullin, ftrike the harp for Ryno; tell what the chief
would have been. Farewel, thou firft in every field. No more
{hall I dire& thy dart. Thou that haft been fo fair; I behold thee

not—Farewel.

Tue tear is on the cheek of the king, for terrible was his fon in
war. His fon ! that was like a beam of fire by night on the hiil ;
when the forefts fink down in its courfe, and the traveller trembles:

at the found.
4 WHose
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Waose fame is in that dark-green tomb, begun the king of ge-
nerous {hells ¢ four ftones with their heads of mofs ftand there ; and
mark the narrow houfe of death. Near it let my Ryno reft, and be
the neighbour of the valiant.  Perhaps fome chief of fame is here to
fly with my {on on clouds. O Ullin, raife the fongs of other times.
Bring to memory the dark dwellers of the tomb. If in the field of
the valiant they never fled from danger, my f{on fhall reft with them,
far from his friends, on the heath of Lena.

Hzre, faid the mouth of the fong, here reft the firft of heroes.
Silent is Lamderg * in this tomb, and Ullin king of fwords. And
who, foft fmiling from her cloud, fhews me her face of love?
Why, daughter, why fo pale art thou, firft of the maids of Cromla ?
Doft thou fleep with the foes in battle, Gelchoffa, white-bofomed
daughter of Tuathal ? Thou haft been the love of thoufands, but
Lamderg was thy love. He came to Selma’s mofly towers, and,

ftriking his dark buckler, fpoke:

Wauere is Gelchoffa, my love, the daughter of the noble Tua-
thal ? I left her in the hall of Selma, when I fought with the gloomy
Ulfadda. Return foon, O Lamderg, fhe faid, for here I am in the
midft of forrow. HHer white breaft rofe with fighs. Her cheek was
wet with tears. ButI fee her not coming to meet me; and to footh
my foul after battle. Silent is the hall of my joy; I hear not the
voice of the bard.—Bran 4 does not fhake his chains at the gate, glad

* Lamh-dhearg fignifies blsody band. north of Scotland, to give the names of
Gelcholla, white legged. Tuathal, furly. the heroes mentioned in this poem, to
Ulfadda, lomg-beard. Ferchios, the cm-  their dogs; a proof that they are fami-
querar of min. liar to the ear, and their fame generally

+ Bran is a common name of gray- known,
hounds to this day. Itis a cuftom in the

K 2 at
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at the coming of Lamderg. Where is Gelchofla, my love, the
mild daughter of the generous Tuathal ¢

Lamperc ! fays Ferchios the fon of Aidon, Gelchofla may be on
Cromla ; fhe and the maids of the bow purfuing the flying deer.

Frercuios! replied the chief of Cromla, no noife meets the ear
of Lamderg. No found is in the woods of Lena. No deer fly in
my fight. No panting dog purfues. I fee not Gelchofla my love,
fair as the full moon fetting on the hills of Cromla. Go, F erchios,
go to Allad * the gray-haired fon of the rock. His dwelling is in
the circle of ftones. He may know of Gelchoffa.

Tue fon of Aidon went; and fpoke to the ear of age. Allad!
thou that dwelleft in the rock ; thou that trembleft alone, whatfaw

thine eyes of age ?

I saw, anfwered Allad the old, Ullin the fon of Cairbar. He
came like a cloud from Cromla; and he hummed a furly fong like
a blaft in a leaflefs wood. He entered the hall of Selma. Lam-
derg, he faid, moft dreadful of men, fight or yield to Ullin. Lam-
derg, replied Gelchoffa, the fon of battle, is not here. He fights
Ulfada mighty chief. He is not here, thou firft of men. But Lam~
derg never yielded. He will fight the fon of Cairbar.

® Allad is plainly a druid: he is called fupernatural knowledge of things; from
the fon of the rock, from his dwelling in a  the druids, no doubt, came the ridiculous
cave ; and the circle of ftones here men- notion of the fecond fight, which prevailed
tioned is the pale of the druidical temple. in the highlands and ifles.

He is here confulted as one who had a

LoveELy
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Lovrry art thou, faid terrible Ullin, daughter of the generous
Tuathal. I carry thee to Cairbar’s halls. The valiant fhall have
Gelchofla. Three days I remain on Cromla, to wait that fon of
battle, Lamderg. On the fourth Gelchoffa is mine, if the mighty
Lamderg flies.

Arrap! faid the chief of Cromla, peace to thy dreams in the
cave. Ferchios, fcund the horn of Lamderg that Ullin may hear
on Cromla. Lamderg*, like a roaring ftorm, afcended the hill
from Selma. He hummed a furly fong as he went, like the noife
of a falling ftream. He ftood like a cloud on the hill, that varies
its form to the wind. He rolled a ftone, the fign of war. Ullin
heard in Cairbar’s hall. The hero heard, with joy, his foe, and
took his father’s {pear. A {mile brightens his dark-brown cheek, as
he places his fword by Ius fide. The dagger glittered in his hand.
He whiitled as he went.

GerLcHossa faw the filent chief, as a wreath of mift afcending
the hill. She flruck her white and heaving breaft; and filent,
tearful, feared for Lamderg.

CaIrBAR, hoary chief of fhells, faid the maid of the tender
hand ; I muft bend the bow on Cromla; for I fee the dark-brown
hinds.

Suk hafted up the hill. In vain! the gloomy herces fought.——
Why fhould I tell the king of Morven how wrathful heroes fight I

#* The reader will find this paffage al- differently by tradition, and the tranflator
tered from what it was'in the fragments of  has chofen that reading which favours lealt
aneient poetry,—It is delivered down very of bombaft.

z ——Fieree
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Fierce Ullin fell. Young Lamderg came all pale to the daugh-
ter of generous Tuathal.

WaarT blood, my love, the foft-haired woman faid, what blood
It is Ullin’s blood, the chief re-
plied, thou fairer than the fnow of Cromla! Gelchoffa, let me reft
here a little while. The mighty Lamderg died.

runs down my warrior’s fide ?

* Anp fleepeft thou fo foon on earth, O chief of fhady Cromla ?
The hunters found her
dead. They raifed this tomb above the three. Thy fon, O king
of Morven, may reft here with heroes.

three days fhe mourned befide her love.

AnD here my fon will reft, faid Fingal, the noife of their fame
has reached my ears. Fillan and Fergus! bring hither Orla; the
pale youth of the ftream of Loda. Not unequalled fhall Ryno lie in
carth when Orla is by his fide. Weep, ye daughters of Morven ;
and ye maids of the ftreamy Loda. Like a tree they grew on the
hills ; and they have fallen like the oak * of the defart ; when it lies
acrofs a {tream, and withers in the wind of the mountain. _

Oscar ! chief of every youth ! thou feeft how they have fallen,
Be thou, like them, on earth renowned. Like them the fong of
bards. Terrible were their forms in battle ; but calm was Ryno in
the days of peace. He was like the bow 4 of the fhower feen far

* g oTeTHg d’gsa't'%-'{mrsva—— Hom.Il.16. ——What mean thofe colour'd ftreaks in

as the mountain oak heav’n,
Nods to the ax, till with a groaning found Diftended as the brow of God appeas’d,
It finks, and fpreads its honours on the Or ferve they as a flow'ry verge to bind
ground, Pore.  The fluid fkirts of that fame watry cloud ?
15 —a bow MiLToON,
Conlpicuous with three lifted colours pay.

diftant
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diftant on the ftream ; when the fun is fetting on Mora, and filence
on the hill of deer. Reft, youngeft of my fons, reft, O Ryno, on
Lena. We too fhall be no more ; for the warrior one day muft fall.

Suci was thy grief, thou king of hills, when Ryno lay on earth.
What muft the grief of Offian be, for thou thyfelf art gone. I hear
not thy diftant voice on Cona. My eyes perceive thee not. Often
forlorn and dark I fit at thy tomb ; and feel it with my hands. When
I think I hear thy voice ; itis but the blaft of the defart.
has long fince fallen afleep, the ruler of the war,

Fingal

THEN Gaul and Offian fat with Swaran on the foft green banks
of Lubar. I touched the harp to pleafe the king. But gloomy

was his brow. He rolled his red eyes towards Lena. The heso
mourned his people. :

I LirTED my eyes to Cromla, and I faw the fon of generous Se-
mo.——>Sad and flow he retired froh his hill towards the lonely
cave of Tura. He faw Fingal vi@orious, and mixed his joy with
grief. The fun is bright on his armour, and Connal flowly fol-
lowed. They funk behind the hill like two pillars of the fire of
night : when winds purfue them over the mountain, and the flaming
heath refounds. Befide a ftream of roaring foam his cave is in a
rock. One tree bends above it; and the rufhing winds eccho againft
its fides. Here refts the chief of Dunfcaich, the fon of generous
Semo. His thoughts are on the battles he loft ; and the tear is on.
his cheek. He mourned the departure of his fame that fled like the
mift of Cona. O Bragela, thou art too far remote to- cheer the foul
of the hero. But let him fee thy bright form in his foul; that his
thoughts magreturn to the lonely fun-beam of Dunfcaich,

Wao
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Wio comes with the locks of age? It is the {on of the fongs. Hail,
Carril of other times, thy voice is like the harpin the halls of Tura.
Thy words are pleafant as the fhower that falls on the fields of the
fun. Carril of the times of old, why comeft thou from the fon of
the generous Semo ?

Oss1an king of fwords, replied the bard, thou beft raifeft the fong.
Long haft thou been known to Carril, thou ruler of battles. Often
have I touched the harp to lovely Evirallin. Thou too haft often
accompanied my voice in Branno's hall of generous fhells. - And
often, amidft our voices, was heard the mildeft Evirallin. One day
fhe fung of Cormac’s fall, the youth that died for her love. I faw
the tears on her cheek, and on thine, thou chief of men. Her foul
was touched for the unhappy, though fhe loved him not. How fair
among a thoufand maids was the daughter of the generous Branno !

BrinG not, Carril, I replied, bring not her memory to my mind.
My foul muft melt at the remembrance. My eyes muft have their
tears. Palein the earth is the the foftly-bluthing fair of my love.

BuT fit thou on the heath, O Bard, and let us hear thy voice. It
is pleafant as the gale of fpring that fighs on the hunter’s ear ; when
he wakens from dreams of joy, and has heard the mufic of the fpi-
rits * of the hill.

* e Others more mild  What could it lefs when fpirits immortal
Retreated in a filent valley, fing fing ?
With notes angelical. Sufpended hell, and took with ravifhment
—The harmony, The thronging audience, MirLToN.

FINGAL,
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