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AUGHTER of heaven +, fair art thou! the filence of thy face

is pleafant. Thou comeft forth in lovelinefs :

thy blue fteps in the eaft.

moon, and brighten their dark-brown fides.

* It may not be improper here, to give
the fory which is the foundation of this
poem, as it is handed down by tradition,—
Ufnoth lord of Etha, which is probably
that part of Argylethire which is near Loch
Eta, an arm of the fea in Lorn, had three
fons, Nathos, Althos, and Ardan by Slis-
sima, thedaughter of Semo and fifter to the
celebrated Cuchullin, The three brothers,
when very young, were fent over to Ireland,
by their father, to learn the ufe of arms, un-
der their uncle Cuchulling who made a great
figure in that kingdom. They were juft
landed in Ulfter when the mews of Cu-
chullin’s death arrived. Nathos, though
very young, took the command of Cu-
chullin’s army, made head againft Cairbar
the ufurper, and defeated him in feveral
battles, Cairbarat1afl having found means
to murder Cormac the lawful king, the ar-

X

the ftars attend

The clouds rejoice in thy prefence, O

Who .is like thee in
heaven,

my of Nathos fhifted fides, and he himfelf
was obliged to return into Ullter, in order
to pals over into Scotland.

Dar-thula, the daughter of Colla, with
whem Cairbar was in love, refided, at that
time, in Selama a caftle in Ulfter : fhe faw,
fell in love, and fled with Nathos; but
a ftorm rifing at fea, they were unfortunately
driven back on that part of the coaft of Ul-
fter, where Cairbar was encamped with his
army. The three brothers, after having de-
fended themf(elves, for fome time, with great
bravery, were overpowered and flain, and
the unfortunate Dar-thula killed herfelf up-
on the body of her beloved Nathos,

Offian opens the poem, on the night pre-
ceding the death of the fons of Ulnoth, and
brings in, by way of epifode, what pafled
before.

differently from the commeon tradition ; his

He relates the death of Dar-thula

2 account
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heaven, daughter of the night? The ftars are athamed in thy pre-
fence, and turn afide their green, fparkling eyes.—Whither doft
thou retire from thy courfe, when the darkne(s * of thy countenance
grows? Haft thou thy hall like Offian? Dwelleft thou in the fha-
dow of grief? Have thy fifters fallen from heaven? Are they who
rejoiced with thee, at night, no more >—Yes [—they have fallen, fair
light! and thou doft often retire to mourn. But thou thyfelf
fhalt fail, one night; and leave thy blue path in heaven. The ftars
will then lift their green heads: they who were afhamed in thy

prefence, will rejoice.

Trou art now clothed with thy brightnefs : look from thy gates
in the fky. Burft the cloud, O wind, that the daughter of night
may look forth, that the fhaggy mountains may brighten, and the
ocean roll its blue waves, in light.

NaTnos +is on the deep, and Althos that beam of youth, Ar-
dan is near his brothers; they move in the gloom of their courfe.
The fons of Ufnoth move in darknefs, from the wrath of car-borne

Cairbar { .

Wo is that dim, by their fide ? the night has covered her beauty.
Her hair fighs on ocean’s wind ; her robe ftreams in dufky wreaths.
She is like the fair gholft of heaven, in the midft of his fhadowy

account is the moft probable, as fuicide 4+ Nathos fignifies youthful, Ailthos, exe
feems to have been unknown in thofe early  guifite beauty, Ardan, pride,

times: for no traces of it are found in the + Cairbar, who murdered Cormac king
of Ireland, and ufurped the throne, He was

old poetry.

+ The addrefs to the moon is very beau- afterwards killed by Ofcar the fon of Offian
tiful in the original. It is in a lyric mea- ina fingle combat. The poet, upon other
fure, and appears to have been fung tothe occafions, gives him the epithet of red-
barp. haired,

# The poet means the moon in her wane. .
mift.
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mift. Who is it but Dar-thula #, the firft of Erin’s maids ? She has
fled from the love of Cairbar, with the car-borne Nathos. But the
winds deceive thee, O Dar-thula; and deny the woody Etha, to
thy fails.
roar of thy climbing waves.

Thefe are not thy mountains, Nathos, nor is that the
The halls of Cairbar are near; and the
towers of the foe lift their heads. Ullin ftretches its green head into
the fea; and Tura’s bay receives the thip. Where have ye been, ye
fouthern winds! when the fons of my love were deceived ? But ye
have been fporting on plains, ‘and purfuing the thiftle’s beard. O
that ye had been ruftling in the fails of Nathos, till the hills of Etha -
rofe ! till they rofe in their clouds, and faw their coming chief!

Long haft thou. been abfent, Nathos! and the day of thy return
is paft 4.

But the land of ftrangers faw thee, lovely: thou waft lovely in
the eyes of Dar-thula. Thy face was like the light of the morning, .
thy hair like the raven’s wing. Thy foul was generous and mild,
like the. hour of the fetting fun.

reeds, or the gliding ftream of Lora..

Thy words were the gale of the

BuT when the rage of battle rofe, thou waft like a fea in a ftorm ;
the clang of thy arms was terrible : the hoft vanifhed at the found
of thy courfe. It was then Dar-thula beheld thee, from the top
of her mofly tower: from the tower of Scl:imai, where her fa-
thers dwelt.

LoveELY

#* Dar-thila, or Dart-"huile, -.@ woman
She was the moft famous
To this day, when
a woman is praifed for her beauty, the

with ﬁr:: s,
beauty of antiquity,

common phrafe is, that e is as Luely as
Dar-thula,

+4 That is, the day appointed by deftiny,
We find no deity in Offian’s poetry, if fate is
not one; of that he is very full in fome of

his poems in the tranflator’s hands.
1 The poet does not mean that Selima
which is mentioned as the feat-of Tofcar in
Ulfter,
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Lovely art thou, O firanger! fhe faid; for her trembling foul
arofe. Fair art thou in thy battles, friend of the fallen Cormac * !
Why doft thou ruth on, in thy valour, youth of the ruddy look ?
Few are thy hands, in battle, againft the car-borne Cairbar I—O that
I might be freed of his love ! that I might rejoice in the prefence

of Nathos!

Bleft are the rocks of Etha; they will behold his
fteps at the chace | they will fee his white bofom, when the winds

1ift his raven hair !

SucH were thy words, Dar-thula, in Selama’s mofly towers. But,
now, the night is round thee: and the winds have deceived thy
{ails, The winds have deceived thy fails, Dar-thula: their blufter-
ing found is high. Ceafe a little while, O north wind, and let me
hear the voice of the lovely. ‘Thy voice is lovely, Dar-thula, be-

tween the ruftling blafts.

Are thefe the rocks of Nathos, and the roar of his mountain-
{ftreams ? Comes that beam of light from Ufnoth's nightly hall ? The
miit rolls around, and the beam is feeble: but the light of Dar-
thula’s foul is the car-borne chief of Etha ! Son of the generous Uf-
noth, why that broken figh? Are we not in the land of ftrangers,

chief of echoing Etha?

THESE are not the rocks of Nathos, he replied, nor the roar
of his {flreams. No light comes from Etha's halls, for thr:y are

-["!ﬂ‘::", II] lll'lt". poem OF CO:I'.IJ!'.h :‘L:id Cu- of t]'.\l:‘n], on that account, were g;|_|[.ed Ef_‘-
thona. The word in the original fignifics lima. The famous Selma of Fingal is
either sbeautiful to bebold, or a place wih a derived from the fame root,

pleafant or wwide profpect. In thole times, * Cormac the young king of Ircland;
they built their houfes vpon eminences,, who was privately murdeied by Cairbar.
to command a view of the country, . and 1 That is, of the love of Cairbar,

gact AEaE ol iyd
to prevent their being furprized : many

diftant
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diftant far, We are in theland of ftrangers, in the land of car-borne
Cairbar. The winds have deceived us, Dar-thula. Ullin lifts
here her green hills.—Go towards the north, Althos; be thy fteps,
Ardan, along the coaft; that the foe may not come in darknefs, and
our hopes of Etha fail..

I wiLL go towards that mofly tower, and fee who dwells about
the beam.—Reft, Dar-thula, on the fthore! reft in peace, thou beam
of light! the fword of Nathos is around thee, like the lightning
of heaven.

HEe went, She fat alone, and heard the rolling of the wave.
The big tear is in her eye; and fhe looked for the car-borne

Nathos.—Her foul trembles at the blaft. And the turns her ear

towards the tread of his feet. The tread of his feet is not heard.

Where art thou, fon of my love! The roar of the blaft is around

But Nathos does not return.
What detains thee, chief of Etha ?—Have the foes met the hero in
the ftrife of the night ?—

me. Dark is the doudy night.

HEe returned, but his face was dark : he had feen his departed
friend.—It was the wall of Tura, and the ghoft of Cuchullin ftalked
there. The fighing of his breaft was frequent; and the decayed
flame of his eyes terrible. His fpear was a column of milt: the
ftars looked dim through his form. His voice was like hollow
wind in a cave: and he told the tale of grief. The foul of Nathos
was fad, like the fun * in the day of mift, when his face
is watry and dim.

® Condrtus in nubem, mediogue refugerit —Thro’ mifts he fhoots his fullen beams,
orbe ; ViRG,: Frugal of light, in loole and flraggling
fireams, DRYDEN,

Wuy
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Wy art thou fad, 'O Nathos, faid the lovely daughter of Colla ?
Thou art a pillar of light to Dar-thula: the joy of her eyes is in
Etha's chicf. Where is my friend 4, but Nathos? My father
refts in the tomb. Silence dwells on Selama: fadnefs fpreads on
the blue ftreams of myland. My friends have fallen, with Cormac.
The mighty. were flain in the battle of Ullin.

Evenine darkened on the plain. The blue ftreams failed before
mine eyes. The unfrequent blaft came ruftling in the tops of
Selama’s groves. My feat was beneath a tree on the walls of my
fathers. Truthil paft before my foul ; the brother of my love ; he
that was abfent ¥ in battle againft the car-borne Cairbar.

Brapinc on his fpear, the gray-haired Colla came: his down-
calt face is dark, and forrow dwells in his foul. His fword is on
the fide of the hero:- the helmet of his fathers on his head.—The
battle grows in his breait. He ftrives to hide the tear.

Dar-THULA, he fighing faid, thou art the laft of Colla’s race.
Truthil is fallen in battle. The king * of Selama is no more.
Cairbar comes, with his thoufands, towards Selama’s walls,.—Colla
will meet his pride, and revenge his fon. But where fhall I find
thy fafety, Dar-thula with the dark-brown hair ! thou ast lovely as
the fun-beam of heaven, and thy friends are low !

e du pelp &7 A loyalty to Cormac long after. the death of

Eras Baimeyd,—— Cuchullin.
ki gudi or'ssl warnp %k miTVIL # Tt is very commeon, in Offian’s poetry,
T, Hom. vi. 411.  t0 give the title of King to every chief that

4 The family of Colla preferved their W°° remarkable for his valour.

4 AND
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AND is the fon of battle fallen, I faid with a burfting figh ?
Ceafed the generous foul of Truthil to lighten through the field ?
—My fafety, Colla, 1s in that bow; I have learned to pierce the
deer. Is not Cairbar like the hart of the defart, father of

fallen Truthil ¢

Tur face of age brightened with joy: and the crouded tears of
his eyes poured down. . The lips of Colla trembled. His gray
beard whiftled in the blaft. Thou art the fifter of Truthil, he faid,
and thou burneft in the fire of his foul. Take, Dar-thula, take
that fpear, that brazen thield, that burnifhed helmet : they are the
fpoils of a warrior: a fon * of early youth.——When the light
rifes on Selama, we go to meet the car-borne Cairbar.—But keep
thou near the arm of Colla; beneath the fhadow of my fhield.
Thy father, Darthula, could once defend thee; but age is trembling
The ftrength of his arm has failed, and his foul is

on his hand.
darkened with grief.

We paffed the night in {orrow. The light of morning rofe. I
fhone in the arms of battle. The gray-haired hero moved be-
fore. The fons of Selama convened around the founding fhield
of Colla. But few were they in the plain, and their locks were
gray. The youths had fallen with Truthil, in the battle of car-

borne Cormac.

CompAanions of my youth! faid Colla, it was not thus you
have feen me in arms. It was not thus I ftrode to battle, when the
great Confadan fell. ~ But ye are laden with grief. The darknefs

% The poet, to make the ftory of Dar- very young man, otherwife it would fhock
thula’s arming herfelf for battle, more pro- all belief, that {he, who was very young,

bable, makes her armour to be that of a fhould be able to carry is

Y of
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of age comes like the mift of the defart.
years; my fword is fixed * in its place.
evening fhall be calm, and thy departure like a fading light.

D AR ETUH LD 2

My fhield fs_ worn with
[ faid to my foul, thy
But

the ftorm has returned ; I bend like an aged oak. My boughs are

fallen on Selama, and I tremble in my place.

Where art thou,

with thy fallen heroes, O my car-borne Truthil! Thou anfwereft

not from thy rufhing blaft ; and the foul of thy father is fad.
I will be fad no more, Cairbar or Colla mmuit fall.

But
I feel the re-

turning ftrength of my arm. My heart leaps at the found of battle.

Tue hero drew his fword.
rofe.

They moved along the plain.

The gleaming blades of his people

Their gray hair ftreamed in

the wind.—Cairbar fat, at the feaft, in the filent plain of Lona +-.
He faw the coming of the heroes, and he called his chiefs to battle.

Way f fhould I tell to Nathos, how the ftrife of battle grew !
I have feen thee, in the midft of thoufands, like the beam of hea-
ven's fire; it is beautiful, but terrible; the people fall in.its red

courle.
of his youth.
ro’s fide.

# It was the cuftom of thofe times, that
every warrior at a certain age, or when he
became unfit for the field, fixed his arms,
in the great hall, where the tribe feafted,
He

never to appear in battle ;

upon joyful eccafions. was afterwards
and this ftape
of life was called the time of fixing of the
arms.

+ Lona, a mar/by plain, It was the cu-
flom, in the days-of Ofian, to fealt afier
a viGory, Cuirbar had juft provided an

entertainment for his army, upon the de-

He fell on his ecchoing fhield.

The fpear of Colla flew, for he remembered the battles
An arrow came with its found, and pierced the he-

My foul ftarted with

feat of Truthil the fon of Colla, and the
reft of the party of Cormac, when Colla
and his aged warriors arrived to give him
battle.

T The poet, by an artifice, avoids the
delcription of the battle of Lobna, as it
would be improper in the mouth of a wo-
man, and could have nothing new, after
the numerous defcriptions, of that kind, in
his other poems. He, at the fame time,
gives an opportunity to Dar thula to pafs a
fine compliment on her lover.

fear ;
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fear ; 1 ftretched my buckler over him; but my heaving breaft was
feen. Cairbar came, with his fpear, and he beheld Selama’s maid :
joy rofe on his dark-brown face ; he ftayed the lifted fteel. He rail-
ed the tomb of Colla; and brought me weeping to Selama. He
fpoke the words of love, but my foul was fad. I faw the fhields of
my fathers, and the {word of car-borne Truthil. I faw the arms of
the dead, and thetear was on my cheek.

Tuen thou didft come, O Nathos : and gloomy Cairbar fled. He
fled like the ghoft of the defart before the morning’s beam. His
hofts swere not near : and feeble was his arm againft thy fteel.

Way * art thou fad, O Nathos! faid the lovely maid of Colla ?

I save met, replied the hero, the battle in my youth. My arm
could not lift the fpear, when firlt the danger rofe; but my foul
brightened before the war, as the green narrow wale, when the fun
pours his fireamy beams, before he hides his head in a ftorm. My
foul brightened in-danger before I faw :Selama’s fair; before I faw
thee, like a ftar, that fhines on the hill, atmnight; the cloud flowly
comes, and threatens the lovely light.

W are in the land of the foe, and the winds have deceived us,
Dar-thula! the ftrength of our friends is not near, nor the moun-
tains of Etha. Where fhall I find thy peace, daughter of mighty
Colla! The brothers of Nathos are brave: and his own fword has
fhone in war. But what are the fons of Ufnoth to the hoft of car-
borne Cairbar ! O that the winds had brought thy fails, Ofcar - king

* It is ufual with Offian, to repeat, atthe folved on the expedition, into Ireland, a-
end of the epifodes, the fentence which in- . gainft Cairbar, who bad affaffivated his
troduced them. Itbrings back the mind of - friend Cathol, the fon of Moran; an Irifh-
the reader to the main ftory of the poem. man of noble extraftion, and in the intereft

4+ Ofcar, the fon of Offian, had long re-  of the family of Cormac. {

N o ot
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of men! thou didft promife to come to the battles of fallen Cormac.
Then would my hand be ftrong as the flaming arm of death. Cair-
bar would tremble in his halls, and peace dwell round the - lovely
Dar-thula. But why doft thou fall, my foul ? The fons of Ulnoth
may prevail.

AnD they will prevail, O Nathos, faid the rifing foul of the maid :
never fhall Dar-thula behold the halls of gloomy Cairbar. Give me
thofe arms of brafs, that glitter to that paffing meteor ; I fee them in
the dark-bofomed fhip. Dar-thula will enter the battle of {teel.—
Ghoft of the noble Colla! do I behold thee on that cloud ? Who is
that dim befide thee? It is the car-borne Truthil. Shall I behold
the halls of him that flew Selama’s chief! No: I will not behold
them, {pirits of my love !

Jov rofe in the face of Nathos, when he heard the white bofomed
maid. Daughter of Seléma! thou thineft on my foul. Come, with
thy thoufands, Cairbar ! the ftrength of Nathos 1s returned. And
thot, O aged Ufnoth, fhalt not hear that thy fon has fled. Iremember
thy words on Etha ; when my fails begun to rife : when Ifpread them
towards Ullin, towards the mofly walls of Tura. Thou goeft, he
{aid, O Nathos, to the king of fhields; to Cuchullin chief of men
who never fled from danger. Let not thine arm be feeble : neither
be thy thoughts of flight; left the fon of Semo fay that Etha’s race
are weak. His words may come to Ufnoth, and {fadden his foul
in the hall.
ing fword..

The tear is. on his cheeck. He gave this fhin-

I came to Tura’s bay : but the halls of Tura were filent ; Ilooked
around, and there was none to tell of the chief of Dunfcaich. I

went
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went to the hall of his fhells, where the arms of his fathers hung.
But the arms were gone, and aged Lamhor * fat in tears.

Wuence are the arms of fteel, faid the rifing Lamhor? The
light of the fpear has long been abfent from Tura’s dufky walls.—
Come ye from the rolling fea ? Or from Temora’s + mournful halls ?

WE come from the fea, I faid, from Ufnoth’s rifing towers. We
are the fons of Slis-sama §, the daughter of car-borne Semo. Where
is Tura’s chief, fon of the filent hall? But why fhould Nathos
afk ? for I behold thy tears. How did the mighty fall, fon of the
lonely Tura ?

He fell not, Lamhor replied, like the filent ftar of night, when
it fhoots through darknefs and is no more. But he was like a me-
teor that falls in a diftant land ; death attends its green courfe, and
itfelf is the fign of wars. Mournful are the banks of Lego, and
the roar of ftreamy Lara! There the hero fell, fon of the noble
Ufnoth.

Axp the hero fell in the midit of flaughter, T faid with a burfting
figh. His hand was ftrong in battle; and death was behind his
fword.—We came to Lego’s mournful banks. We found his rifing
tomb. His conpanions in battle are there; his bards of many fongs.
Three days we mourned over the hero: on the fourth, I ftruck the
{hield of Caithbat. The heroes gathered around with joy, and {hook
their beamy fpears.

% Lamh-mhor, mighty band. mac, who was murdered there by Cairbar
4+ Temora was the royal palace of the who ufurped his throne,
fupreme kings of Ireland. It is here called { Slis-feamha, f3ft bofom. She was the
mournful, on account of the death of Cor- wife of Ufnoth and daughter of Semo the
1 chief of the iffe of mift.
CoLATH
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CorrATH was near with his hoft, ‘the friend of car-borne Cair-

bar.

We came Tike a fiream by ‘night, and 'his heroes fell.

When

the people of the valley rofe *, they faw their blood with morning’s

light.
choing hall. Our fwords rofe to
halls were empty.

Erin was no more.

Cormac had fallen in his youth.

But we rolled away, like wreaths of mift, to Cormac’s ec-

But Temora’s
The king of

defend the king.

SapnEss feized the fons of Ullin, they flowly, gloomily retired :
like clouds that, long having ‘threatened rain, retire behind the hills,

The fons of Ufnoth moved, in their grief, towards Tura’s founding

bay.

We paffed by Selama, and Cairbar retired like Lano’s mift,

when it is'driven by the winds of the defart.

It was then I beheld thee, O maid, like the light of Etha's fun,
Lovely is that beam, 1 faid, and the crowded figh of my bofom rofe.

Thou cameft in thy beauty, Dar-thuls, to Etha's mournful chief.

1§ near.

But the winds have deceived us, daughter of Colla, andthe foe

Yes |—the foe is near, faid the ruftling ftrength of Althos . I
heard their clanging arms.on the coaft, and faw the dark-wreaths of

Erin's ftandard.

*# And it came "to ‘pals chat night, that
the angel of the Lord 'went out, and -{fmote
in the camp of the Affyrians, an hundred
fourfcore and five thoufand: and when they
rofe early ‘in ‘the - morning, ‘behold, ‘they
were all dead men. 2 KrnGs xix. 15.

+ ‘Althos had jult returned from' viewing
the coaft of Lena, “whither "he ‘had been
{ent 11}-' Nathos, the hcgéun':n;__z of the night.

2

Diftinét is the voice of Cairbar}, and loud as

1 Cairbar had gathered an army, 'to the
coaft of Ulfter, inorder to oppole Fingal,
who prepared for -an .expedition ‘into. Jre-
land to re-eftablifh the houfe of Cormac
on the threne, which Cairbar hadwufurped.
Between 'the ‘wings ‘of Gairbar’s army was
the bay-of Tura, ‘into' which the fhip-ofithe
fons'of Ulnoth-was driven ¢ fothatthere was
no poffibility of their efcaping.

Cromla’s
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Cromla's falling ftream. He had feen the dark thip on the fea, be-
fore the dulky night came down. IHis people watch on Lena's*
plain, and lift ten thoufand {words.

Anp let them lift ten thoufand {words, faid Nathos with a finile.
The fons of car-borne Ufnoth will never tremble in danger. Why
doft thou roll with all thy foam, thou roaring fea of Ullin ? Why
do ye ruftle, on your dark wings, ye whiftling tempefts of the tky *—
Do ye think, ye florms, that ye keep Nathos on the coaft ? No:
his foul detains him, children of the night!

Althes! bring my
father’s arms : thou feeft them beaming to the ftars. Bring the fpcar
of Semo ++, it ftands in the dark-bofomed fhip.

He brought the arms. Nathos clothed his limbs in all their
fhining fteel. The ftride of the chief is lovely : the joy of his eyes
terrible. He looks towards the coming of Cairbar. The wind is
ruftling in his hair. Dar-thula is filent at his fide: her look is
fixed on the chief. She ftrives to hide the rifing figh, and two tears
fwell in her eyes.

ArTHos! faid the chief of Etha, I{ee a cave in that rock. Place
Dar-thula there: and let thy arm be ftrong. Ardan! we meet the
foe, and call to battle gloomy Cairbar. O that he came in his
founding fteel, to meet the fon of Ufnoth ! Darthula ! if thou
fhalt efcape, look not on the fallen Nathos. Lift thy fails, O Al-

thos, towards the ecchoing groves of Etha.

* The fcene of the prefent poemis nearly  here was given to Ufnoth on his marriage,
the fame with that of the epic poem in this it being the cuftom then for the father of
colleftion. The heath of Lena and Tura the lady to give his arms to his fon in law,
are often mentioned. The ceremony uled upon thele occafions

+ Semo was grandfather to Mathos by is mentioned in other poems.
the mother’s fide. The fpear mentioned
TELL
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TeLL to the chief ¥, that his fon fell with fame ; that my fword
did not fhun the battle. Tell him I fell in the midft of thoufands,
and let the joy of his grief be great. Daughter of Collal call the
maids to Etha’s echoing hall. Let their fongs arife for Nathos,
when fhadowy autumn returns.—O that the voice of Cona + might
be heard in my praife! then would my fpirit rejoice in the midft of

my mountain winds.

AND my voice fhall praife thee, Nathos chief of the woody Etha!
The voice of Offian fhall rife in thy praife, fon of the generous Uf-
noth! Why was I not on Lena, when the battle rofe ? Then would
the fivord of Offian defend thee; or himfelf fall low.

We fat, that night, in Selma round the ftrength of the fhell.
The wind was abroad, in the oaks; the fpirit of the mountain §
(hricked, The blaft came ruftling through the hall, and gently
touched my harp. The found was mournful and low, like the fong
of the tomb. Fingal heard it firft, and the crouded fighs of his
Some of my heroes are low, faid the gray-haired

bofom rofe.
king of Morven. I hear the found of death on the harp of my fon.

Offian, touch the founding ftring ; bid the forrow rife; that their
fpirits may fly with joy to Morven's woody halls.

I Toucuep the harp before the king, the found was mournful
and low. Bend forward from your clouds, I faid, ghofts of my fa-
thers! bend; lay by the red terror of your courfe, and receive the
falling chief; whether he comes from a diftant land, or rifes from
the rolling fea. Let his robe of mift be near; his fpear that is

# Ufnoth, that deep and melancholy found which
4 Offian, the fon of Fingal, is, often, precedes a florm ; well known to thofe who
poetically called the voice of Cona. live in a high country.

1 By the fpirit of the mountain is meant
formed
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formed of a cloud: '+ Place-an half-extingui(hed metcor by his fide,
in the form of thelhero's fword. And, ;oh !- let his countenance be
lovely, ‘that his friends 'may delight in- his. prefence. Bend, from
your clouds, Ifaid, ghofts of my fathers |- bend.

Stcm was my fong, in Selma, to the. lightly-trembling harp.
But Nathos was on Ullin’s thore, furrounded by the night 3 he heard
¢he voice of the/foe amidft the roar of tumbling waves, Silent he

‘heard their voice, and refted on his {pear.

Mogrning rofe, iwith its beams ; the fons of Erin appear ; like
gray rocks, with all their trees, they fpread along the coaft. Cair-
bar ftood, in the midit, and grimty {miled when he faw the foe.

NaTHos rufhed forward, in his ftrength ; nor could Dar-thula
ftay- behind.  She camg with the hero, lifting her fhining {pear.
Andiwho are thefe, in their acmour, in the pride of youth ? Who
but the fons of Ufnoth, ! Althos ‘and dark-haired Ardan ?

CoMmE, faid Nathos, come ! chief of the high Temora | Let our
battle b on: the coaft for the white-bofomed maid. - His people are
not with Nathos ; they are behind that rolling fea. Why doft thou
bring thy thoufands againft the chief of Etha ? ‘Thou didft fly * from

him, in battley. when his friends were around him.,

You T of the heart- of pride, {hall Erin’s king fight with thee?
Thy fathers were not among the renowned,
men.  Are the arms of foes in- their halls? Or the fhields of other

times £ Cairbar is renowned in Temora, nor does he fight with

little men.

# He alludes to the flight of Cairbar from Seldma,

nor of the kings of
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Tue tear {tarts from car-borne Nathos; he turned his eyes to his
brothers. Their fpears flew, at once, and three heroes lay on earth.
Then the light of their fwords gleamed on high; the ranks of Erin
yield ; as a ridge of dark clouds before a blaft of wind.

TueN Cairbar ordered his people, and they drew a thoufand
bows. A thoufand arrows flew; the fons of Ufnoth fell. They
fell like three' young oaks which ftood alone on the hill ; the tra-
veller faw the lovely trees and wondered how they grew fo lonely ;
the blaft of the defart came, by night, and laid their green heads
low ; next day he returned but they were withered, and the heath
was bare.

Dar-TrHULA ftoed in filent grief, and beheld their fall ; no tear is
in her eye: but herlook is wildly fad. Pale was her cheek; her
trembling lips broke fhort an half-formed word. Her dark hair
flew on the wind.

But gloomy Caitbar came.. Where is thy
lover now ! the car-borne chief of Etha ! Haft thou beheld the halls
of Ufnoth? Or the dark-brown hills of Fingal ? My battle had:
roared on Morven, did not the winds meet Dar-thula. Fingal
Bimfelf would have been low and forrow dwelling in Selma,;

Her thield fell from Dar-thula’s arm, her breaft of fnow appear-
ed. It appeared, but it was ftained with. blood for an arfow was
fixed in her fide. She fell on the fallen Nathos, like a wreath of {fnhow..
Her dark hair fpreads on his face, and their blood‘is mixing round..

DavcuTer of Colla! thouw art low ! faid Cairbar’s hundred
bards ; filenceis at the blue ftreams of Selama,. for Truthil’s * race
have failed. When wilt thou rife in thy beauty, firft of Erin’s

* Truthil was the founder of Dar-thula’s family. o
maids ¥
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maids ? Thy fleep is long in the-tomb, and the morning diftant far,
The fun fhall not come to thy bed and fay, Awake * Dar-thula!
awake, thou firft of women! the wind of fpring is abroad. The
fowers fhake their heads on the green hills, the woods wave their
growing leaves. Retire, O fun, the daughter of Colla is afleep.
She will not come forth in her beauty : fhe will not move, in the

fteps of her lovelinefs.

Sucwu was the fong of the bards, when they raifed the tomb. I
fung, afterwards, over the grave, when the king of Morven came ;.
when he came to green Ullin to fight with car-borne Cairbar.

* Rife up, my love, my fair one, and in our land. The fig-tree putteth forth
come away. For lo, the winter is paft, her green figs, and the vines, with the ten-
the rain is over, and gone. The flowers der grape, give a good fmell. Arife, my
appea on the earth ; the time of finging is  love, my fair'one, and come away.
come, and the voice of the turtle is heard Soromon's Song.

TEMORA:
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