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Fincar. MEeLiLcoma, }daughters of
HipArLrLAN. Persacrena,y Morni.
ComiLa, Barps,

DERSAGRENA.

HE chace is over.—No noife on Ardven but the torrent’s roar

Daughter of Morni,

down the bow and take the harp.

come from Crona’s banks. Lay
Let the night come on with

fongs, and our joy be great on Ardven.

* This poem is valuable on account of
the light it throws on the antiquity of OF-
fian’s compofitions. The Caracul men-
tioned here is the fame with Caracalla the
fon of Severus, who in the year 211 com-

manded an expedition againft the Caledo-

mians,.—The varicty of the meafure fhews

MEeLILcoMA.

that the poem was originally fet to mufic,
and perhaps prefented before the chiefs

upon {olemn occafions, Tradition has
handed down the ftory more complete than
it is in the poem —*¢ Comala, the daughter
of Sarno king of Iniftore or Orkney iflands,,
fell in love with Fingal the fon of Comhal

at
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Mzerircoma *,

AND night comes on, thou blue-eyed maid, gray night grows
dim along the plain. I faw a deer at Crona’s ftream ; a mofly bank

he feemed through the gloom, but foon he bounded away. A me-
teor played round his branchy horns; and the awful faces } of other
times looked from the clouds of Crona.

DERSAGRENA T

THesk are the figns of Fingal’s death.

fallen |—and Caracul prevails.

daughter of Sarno, rife in tears.

+*

The king of thields is

Rife, Comala||, from thy rocks;
The youth of thy love is low, and
his ghoft is already on our hills.

MELILCOMA.

Tunere Comala fits forlorn! two gray dogs near fhake their

rough ears, and catch the flying breeze. Her red cheek refts on

her arm, and the mountain wind is in her hair. She turns her blue-

at a fealt, to which her father had invited
him, [ Fingal, B. IIL. ] upon his return
from Lochlin, after the death of Agan-
decca.  Her paffion was {o vielent, that fhe
followed him, difguifed like a youth, who
wanted to be employed in his wars, She
was foon difcovered by Hidallan the fon of
Liamor, one of Fingal's heroes, whafe love
fhe had flighted fome time before —Her ro-
mantic paffion and beauty recommended
her fo much to the king, that he had re-
folved to make her his wife; when news
was brought him of Caracul’s expedition.
He marched to flop the progrefs of the
cnemy, and Comala attended him.

I

He left her on a hill, within fight of Cara-
cul’s army, when he himfelf went to battle,
having previoully promifed, if he furvived,
to return that night.”” The fequel of the
ftory may be gathered from the poem itfelf,
* Melilcoma,—/oft-rolling eye.
+ Apparent dire facies, inimicaque Troje
Nzumina magna dedm. Vire.

dreadful founds I hear,

And the dire forms of hoftile gods appear,
DrYDEN.
t Derfagrena, the brightnefs of a fun-
beam.
| Comala, the maid of the pleafant brow.,

rolling
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rolling eyes toward the fields of his promife,~——Where art thou,

O Fipgal, for the night is gathering around ?

CoMALA.

O CAruN #* of the ftreams! why do T behold thy waters rolling
in blood ? Has the noife of the battle been heard on thy banks; and
fleeps the king of Morven ?

Rife, moon, thou daughter of the
fky! look from between thy clouds, that I may behold the light of
his fteel, on the field of his promife.—Or rather let the meteor, that
lights our departed fathers through the night, come, with its red
light, to fhew me the way to my fallen hero. Who will defend me
from forrow ? Who from the love of Hidallan? Long fhall Comala
look before fhe can behold Fingal in the midft of his hoft ; bright
as the beam of the morning in the cloud of an early thower.

Hiparran +.

Rort, thou mift of gloomy Crona, roll on the path of the hun-
ter. Hide his fteps from mine eyes, and let me remember my
friend no more. The bands of battle are fcattered, and no crowding
fteps are round the noife of his ftecl. O Carun, roll thy ftreams of
blood, for the chief of the people fell.

# Carun or Cara’on, a winding river.— t Hidallan was fent by Fingal to give
This river retains flill the name of Carron, notice to Comala of his return ; he, to re-
and falls into the Forth fome miles to the wvenge himfelf on her for flighting his love

North of Falkirk. fome time before, told her that the king
Gentefque a'ias cum pellevet armis was killed in battle. He even pretended
Sedibus, aut vidlas vilem fervaretin wfum  that he earried his body from the field to
Serwitit, bic cententa fuos defendere fines be buried in her prefence; and this cir-
Roma fecurigeris preetendit mania Sectis : cumftance makes it probable that the poem

Hic fpe progreffus pofita, Caronis ad undam  was prefented of old.
Terminus dufonii fignat divortia regni,

BucHanamn,

N CoMALA.
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CoMALA.

Wio fell on Carun’s graffy banks, fon of the cloudy night ? Was
he white as the fnow of Ardven? Blooming as the bow of the
thower ! Was his hair like the mift of the hill, {oft and curling in
the day of the fun? Was he like the thunder of heaven in battle ?
Fleet as the roe of the defart ?

Hiparranw.

O AT I might behold his love, fair-leaning from her rock !
Her red eye dim in tears, and her blufthing cheek half hid in her
locks | Blow, thou gentle breeze, and lift the heavy locks of the
maid, that I may behold her white arm, and lovely cheek of her
forrow !

ComMAarLaA.

Anp is the fon of Comhal fallen, chief of the mournful tale?
The thunder rolls on the hill ! The lightening flies on wings of
fire ! But they frighten not Comala ; for her Fingal fell. Say, chief
of the mournful tale, fell the breaker of the thields ?

HipavrLzaN.

THE nations are {cattered on their hills; for they fhall hear the
voice of the chief no more.

CoMALA.

Conrusion purfue thee over thy plains ; and deftruction overtake
thee, thou king of the world. Few be thy fteps to thy grave; and
let one virgin mourn thee. Let her be, like Comala, tearful in the
days of her youth. Why hatt thou told me, Hidallan, that my
hero fell ? I might have hoped a little while his return, and have
thought I faw him on the diftant rock ; a tree might have deceived

me with his appearance ; and the wind of the hill been the found
of
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of his horn in mine ear. O that I were on the banks of Carun!
that my tears might be warm on his cheek !

HiparrrLan.

He lies not on the banks of Carun: on Ardven heroes raife his
tomb.  Look on them, O moon, from thy clouds; be thy beam

bright on his breaft, that Comala may behold him in the light of
his armour,

CoMALA.

Stop, ye {ons of the grave, till I behold my love. He left me
at the chace alone. Iknew not that he went to war. He faid he
would return with the night; and the king of Morven is returned.
Why didft thou not tell me that he would fall, O trembling fon of

the rock #! Thou haft feen him in the blood of his youth, but
thou didft not tell Comala !

MELILCOMA.

WuaT found is that on Ardven? Who is that bright in the

vale? Who comes like the ftrength of rivers, when their crowded
waters glitter to the moon ?

Comara.

WhHo is it but the foe of Comala, the fon of the king of the
world ! Ghoft of Fingal! do thou, from thy cloud, dire@ Comala’s
bow. Let him fall like the hart of the defart. It is Fingal in

the crowd of his ghoﬂs.—‘Why doft thou come, my love, to frighten
and pleafe my foul ?

* By the fon of the rock the means a beginning of the reign of Fingal ; and that
draid. It is probable that fome of the or- Comala had cenlulted one of them con-
der of the druids remained as late as the cerning the event of the war with Caracul.

N 2 FincarL.
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FinGAL.

Rai1se, ye bards of the fong, the wars of the ftreamy Carun.
Caracul has fled from my arms along the fields of his pride. He
fets far diftant like a meteor that inclofes a fpirit of night, when
the winds drive it over the heath, and the dark woods are gleam-

ing around.

I nEARD a voice like the breeze of my hills. Isit the huntrefs
of Galmal, the white-handed daughter of Sarno? Look from thy
rocks ¥, my love; and let me hear the voice of Comala.

CoMALA.

Taxe me to the cave of thy reft, O lovely fon of death !——

FinGcAaL.

CowmeE to the cave of my reft.

The ftorm is over -, and the fun
is on our fields. Come to the cave of my reft, huntrefs of ec-
choing Cona.

Comara,

He is returned with his fame ; I feel the right hand of his battles.
But I muft reft befide the rock till my foul fettle from fear.—
Let the harp be near; and raife the fong, ye daughters of Morni.

DERSAGRENA.

Comat A has flain three deer on Ardven, and the fire afcends on
the rock ; go to the feaft of Comala, king of the woody Morven !

* O my dove that art in the clefts of the + The winter is paft, the rain is over
rack, in the fecret places of the ftairs, let me  and gone,
{ee thy countenance, let me hear thy voice, SoLoMON's Song.
SoLoMoN’s Song.

Fincar.
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FiNGAL.

RArsE, ye fons of the fong, the wars of the ftreamy Carun; that
my white-handed maid may rejoice : while I behold the feaft of
my love.

Barps.

Rorr, ftreamy Carun, roll in joy, the fons of battle fled. The
fteed is not feen on our fields ; and the wings * of their pride {pread
in other lands. The fun will now rife in peace, and the thadows
defcend in joy. The voice of the chace will be heard; and the
thields hang in the hall. Our delight will be in the war of 'the
ocean, and our hands be red in the blood of Lochlin. Roll, ftreamy
Carun, roll in joy, the fons of battle fled.

MELILCOMA.

Descenp, ye light mifts from high; ye moon-beams, lift her

foul. Pale lies the maid at the rock | Comala is no more !

Fincar.

Is the daughter of Sarno dead ; the white-bofomed maid of nyy
love ! Meet me, Comala, on my heaths, when I fit alone at the
ftreams of my hills.

Hiparran.

CeasEDp the voice of the huntrefs of Galmal ? Why did I trouble
the foul of the maid? When fhall I fee thee, with joy, in the chace
of the dark-brown hinds ?

FinGAL.
Yourn of the gloomy brow! no more fhalt thou feaft in my
halls. Thou fhalt not purfue my chace, and my foes fhall not fall

* Perbaps the poct alludes to the Roman eagle.

by
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by thy fword *.
hold her beauty.

Lead me to the place of her reft that I may be-
Pale the lies at the rock, and the cold winds

lift her hair. Her bow-ftring founds in the blaft, and her arrow
was broken in her fall. Raife the praife of the daughter of Sarno,
and give her name to the wind of the hills.

Barps.

SEE ! meteors roll around the maid ; and moon-beams lift her
foul | Around her, from their clouds, bend the awful faces of her
fathers; Satno - of the gloomy brow; and the red-rolling eyes of
Fidallan. When fhall thy white hand arife, and thy voice be heard
on our rocks ? The maids fhall feek thee on the heath, but they will
not find thee. Thou fhalt come, at times, to their dreams, and
fettle peace in their foul. Thy voice fhall remain in their ears 1,
and they fhall think with joy on the dreams of their reft. Meteors
roll around the maid, and moon-beams lift her foul !

* The fequel of the ftory of Hidallan is allan was the firlt king that .reigned in
introduced, as an epifode, in the poem Iniftore.
which immediately follows in this col- 1 The angel ended, and in Adam’s ear
le€tion. So charming left his voice, that he a while
+ Sarno the father of Comala died foon Thought him ftill fpeaking, ftill ftood fix’d
after the flight of his daughter.——Fid- to hear. MirTow.
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