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CALTHON and COL MA L:

A
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LEASANT is the voice of thy fong, thou lonely dweller
of the rock. It comes on the found of the ftream, along the

narrow vale.

My foul awakes, O ftranger! in the midft of my hall.

I ftretch my hand to the fpear, as in the days of other years.—I

# Thhis piece, as many more of Offian’s
compofitions, is addreffed to one of the firft
Chriftian miffionaries—The ftory of the
poem is handed down, by tradition, thus—
In the country of the Britons between the
walls, two chiefs lived in the days of Fin-
gal, Dunthalmo, lord of Teutha, fuppofed
to be the Tweed; and Rathmor, who
dwelt at Clutha, well known to be the
river Clyde.——Rathmor was not more
renowned for his generofity and hofpitality,
than Dunthalmo was infamous for his
cruelty and ambition.—Dunthalmo, thro’
envy, or on account of lome private feuds,
which fubfifted between the families, mur-
dered Cathmor at a feaft; but being after-
wards touched with remorie, he educated
the two fons of Rathmeor, Calthon and
Colmar, in his own houle.—Th 3
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ing up to man’s eftate, dropped fome hints
that they intended to revenge the death of
their father, upon which Dunthalmo fhut
them up in two caves on the banks of
Teutha, intending to take them off pri-
vately.—Colmal, the daughter of Dun-
thalmo, who was fecretly in love with
Calthon, helped him to make his efcape
from prifon, and fled with him to Fingal,
difguifed in the habit of a young warrior,
and implored his aid againt Dunthalmo,

Fingal fent Offian with three hundred -
men, to Colmar’s relief. —Dunthalmo hav-
ing previoufly murdered Colmar, came to
a battle with Offian ; but he was killed by
that hero, and his army totally defeated,

Calthon married Calmal,  his deliverer;
and Offian retucned to Morven.

2 itre t[‘Ill




220 CALTHON amt COLMAL:

firetch my hand, but it is feeble; and the figh of my bofom grows.
_ Wilt thou not liften, fon of the rock, to the fong of Offian?
My foul is full of other times; the joy of my youth returns.  Thus
the fun 4 appears in the weft, after the fleps of his bri ghtnefs have
moved behind a ftorm; the green hills hift their dewy heads : the
blue {treams rejoice in the vale. The aged hero comes forth on his
{taff, and his grey hair glitters in the beam.

Dost thou not behold, fon of the rock, a fhicld in Offian’s hall ?
It is marked with the firokes of battle; and the brightnefs of its
boffes has failed. That fhield the great Dunthalmo bore, the chief
of ftreamy Teutha. Dunthalmo ‘bore it in battle, before he
fell by Offian’s fpear. Liften, fon of the rock, to the tale of

other years.—

R aTuMOR was a chief of Clutha. The feeble dwelt in his hall.
The gates of Rathmor were never clofed.; his feaft was, always
fpread. ‘The fons of the ftranger came, and bleffed the generous
chief of Clutha. Bards raifed the fong, and touched. the harp:
and joy brightened on the face of the mournful.—Dunthalmo came,,
in his pride, and ruflied into the combat of Rathmer. The chief
of Clutha overcame : the rage of Dunthalmo rofe—He came, by
night, with his warriors ; and the mighty Rathmor fell. He fell

in. his halls, where his feaft was often {pread for ftrangers.

4 If chance the radiant fun with farewel —When a dreadful florm away is flit

{weet Through the broad world doth [pread his

Extend his evening beam, the ficlds revive, goodly, ray;

The birds their notes renew, and bleating . At light whereof cach bird thatfits an {pray,
herds And every beall that to his.den was fled,

Attelt their joy, that hill andvalley rings.  Come forth afrefh out of their late difmay,

Microy. Andto-thelight lifc up theirdrooping head:
— The fair fun-thine in fummer’s day; SPENCER.
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Cormar and Calthon were young, the fons of car-borne Rath-
mor. They came, in the joy of youth, into their father’s hall.
They behold him in his blood, and their burfting tears defcend.—
The foul of Dunthalmo melted, when he faw the children of youth ;
he brought them to Alteutha’s T walls; they grew in the houfe of
their foe.—They bent the bow in his prefence; and came forth to
his battles.

Tunv faw the fallen walls of their fathers; they faw the green
thorn in the hall. 'Their tears defcended in fecret; and, at times,
their faces were mournful. Dunthalmo beheld their grief: his
darkening foul defigned their death. He clofed them in two caves,
on the ecchoing banks of Teutha. The fun did not come there
with his beams; nor the moon of heaven by night. The fons of

Rathmor remained in darknefs, and forefaw their death.

Tue daughter of Dunthalmo wept in filence, the fair-haired,
|- Her eye had rolled in fecret on Calthon; his

blue-eyed Colmal
lovelinefs {welled in her foul. She trembled for her warrior ; but
what could Colmal do? Her arm could not lift the {pear; nor was
the {word formed for her fide. Her white breaft never rofe beneath
a mail. Neither was her eye the terror of heroes. What canft
thou do, O Colmal! for the falling chief ?>—Her fteps are unequal ;
her hair is loofe: her eye looked wildly through her tears.—She

1 Al-teutha, or rather Balteutha, #he the univerfal language of the wholeifland.
town of Tiweed, the name of Dunthalmo’s | Caol-mhal, @ weman with fumall cye-
feat. It is obfervable that all the names brows; fmall eye-brows were a diftinguith-
in this poem, are derived from the Galic ing part of beauty in Offian’s time: and
language; swhich, as' I have remarked in 2’ he feldom fails to give them to the fine
preceding note, is a proof that it was once women of his poems,

camey




222 CALTHON and COLMAL:

came, by night, to the hall ¥; and armed her lovely form in fteel s
the fteel of a young warrior, who fell in the firft of his battles.—
She came to the cave of Calthon, and loofed the thong from

his hands.

Arisg, fon of Rathmor, fhe faid, arife, the night is dark. Let
us fly to the king of Selma-, chief of fallen Clutha! I am the fon
of Lamgal, who dwelt in thy father’s hall. I heard of thy dark
dwelling in the cave, and my foul arofe. Arife, fon of Rathmor,

for the night is dark.

BresT voice! replied the chief, comeft thou from the darkly-
rolling clouds ? for often the ghofts of his fathers defcend to Cal-
thon’s dreams, fince the fun has retired from his eyes, and darknefs
has dwelt around him. Or art thou the fon of Lamgal, the chief
I often faw in Clutha? But will I fly to Fingal, and Colmar my
brother low ? Will I fly to Morven, and the hero clofed in night ?
No: give me that fpear, fon of Lamgal, Calthon will defend
his brother.

A TuHousAND heroes, replied the maid, ftretch their {pears round
car-borne Colmar. 'What can Calthon do againft a hoft fo great?
Let us fly to the king of Morven, he will come with battle. His
arm is ftretched forth to the unhappy; the lightning of his fwvord
is round the weak.— Arife, thou fon of Rathmor ; the thadows will
fly away. Dunthalmo will behold thy fteps on the field, and thou
mutft fall in thy youth.

* That is, the hall where the arms taken as more proper for a young woman, who
from enemies were hung up as trophies. cannot be fuppofed firong enough to carry
Offian is very carcful to miake his ftories the armour of a full-grown warrior.
probable ; for he makes Colmal put on the 4 i"mgzll.

arms of a youth killed in his frit battle,

4 TraE
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Tue fighing hero rofe; his tears defcend for car-borne Colmar:
He came with the maid to Selma’s hall ; but he knew not that it
was Colmal. The helmet cover'd her lovely face; and her breaft
rofe beneath the fteel. Fingal returned from the chace, and found
the lovely ftrangers. They were like two beams of light, in the
midit of the hall.

Tue king heard the tale of grief; and turned his eyes around.
A thoufand heroes half-rofe before him ; claiming the war of Teu-
tha,.—I came with my fpear from the hill, and the joy of battle
rofe in my breaft : for the king fpoke to Offian in the midft £

the people.

Son of my ftrength, he faid, take the fpear of Fingal; go to
Teutha’s mighty ftream, and fave the car-borne Colmar.—Let tl}y
fame return before thee like a pleafant gale ; that my foul may re-
joice over my fon, who renews the renown of our fathers.—Offian !
be thou a ftorm in battle; but mild when the foes are low |—It
was thus my fame arofe, O my fon ; and be thou like Selma’s chief,
—When the haughty come to my halls, my eyes behold them not.
But my arm is ftretched forth to the unhappy. My fivord defends

the wealk.

I rReEJo1CcED in the words of the king : and took' my rattling
arms.—Diaran * rofe at my fide, and Dargo 4 king of fpears.—
Three

% Diaran, father of that Connal who hunting party. The lamentation of his
was unfortunately killed by Crimora, his miftrels, or wife, Mingala, over his body,
miftrefs. is extant; but whether it is of Offian’s

1 Dargo, the fon of Collath, is cele-  compofition, I cannot. determine. It is
brated in other poems by Ofian. He is generally aferibed to him, and has much of
faid to bave been killed by a boar at a his manner; but fome traditions mention
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Three hundred youths followed our fteps:  the lovely firangers were
at my fide. Dunthalmo heard the found of our approach; he
gathered the ftrength of Teutha.—He ftood on a hill with his
hoft; they were like rocks broken with thunder, when their bent

trees are finged and bare, and the ftreams of their chinks have failed.

Tue ftream of Teutha rolled, in its pride, before the gloomy
foe.
but he fmiled in the darknefs of his pride.—His unfettled hoft

I fent a bard to Dunthalmo, to offer the combat on the plain ;

moved on the hill; like the mountain-cloud, when the blaft has

entered its womb, and fcatters the curling gloom on every fide.

Tuey brought Colmar to Teutha’s bank, bound with a thoufand

11;GH;L_§;5.

for we ftood, in our arms, on the OPpoﬁtc bank of Tetitha.

it as an imitation by fome later bard.
——As itrhas fome poetical merit,. I have
fubjuiued ik,

rT*HE fpoufe of Dargo comes in tears:

for Dargo was no morec! The heroes
figh over Lartho’s chief: and what fhall
fad Mingala do? The dark fou! vanithed
like morning mift, before the king of
fpeats: but the gencrous glowed in his
prefence like the morning flar,

Who was the faireft and moft lovely ?
Who but Collath’s ftately fon? Who fat in
the midit of the wile, but Dargo of the
mighty deeds ?

Thy hand touched the trembling harp:
Thy voice was foft as fummeér-winds,—
Ah me! what fhall the heroes fay? for
Dargo fell before a boar,  Pale is the love-

I

The chief is fad, but lovely, and his eye is on his friends ;

Duan-

ly cheek ; the look of which was frm in
danger | —Why haft thou failed on our
hills, thou fairer than the beams of the fun?

T'he daughter of ‘Adonfion was lovely in
the eyes of the valiant; fhe was lovely in
their eyes, but fhe chofe to be the fpoufe
of Dargo.

But thou art alone, Mingala ! the night
is coming wirth its clouds ;. where 15 the
bed of thy repofe? Where but in the
tomb of Dargo?

Why doft thou lift the ftone, O bard !
why deft thou fhut the narrow houfe ?
Mingala’s eyes are heavy, bard ! She muft
fleep with Dargo,

Laft night I heard the fong of joy inLat-
tho's lofty hall.
my bed.

But filence dwells around
Mingala refts with Dargo.

thalmo
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5
thalmo cdme with his fpear, and pierced the hero’s fide : - he rolled
on the bank in his blood, and we heard his broken fighs.

Cartion rufhed into the ftream: I bounded forward on my
fpear. ‘Teutha's race fell before us. Night came rolling down.
Dunthalmo refted on a'rock, amidft an aged wood. The rage of
his bofom burned againft the car-borne Calthon.—But Calthon fteod
in his grief; he mourned the fallen Colmar ; Colmar flain in youth,

before his fame arofe.

I sapE the fong of woe to rife, to footh the mournful chief; but
he ftood beneath a tree, and often threw his fpear on earth.—The
humid eye of Colmal rolled near in a fecret tear: fhe forefaw the
fall of Dunthalmo, or of Clutha’s battling chief.

Now half the night had pafled away. Silence and darknefs were
on the field; fleep refted on the eyes of the heroes: Calthon’s
fettling foul was {till. His eyes were half-clofed ; but thlr: murmur
Pale, and fhewing his

of Teutha had not yet failed in his ear.
wounds, the ghoft of Colmar came : he bended his head over the

hero, and raifed his feeble voice.

SLeeps the fon of Rathmor in his night, and his brother low ?
Did wﬁ: not rife to the chace togethcr, and purfue the dark-brown
hinds? Colmar was not forgot till he fell ; till death had blafted
his youth. Ilic pale beneath - the rock of Lona. O let Calthon

rife! the morning comes with its beams; and Dunthalmo will dif=

honour the fallen.

He paﬁ‘cd away in his blaft. The rifing Calthon faw the fteps of
his departure.—He rufhed in the found of his fteel ; and unhappy
Colmal rofe. She followed her hero through night, and dragged

Gg her
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her fpear behind.—But when Calthon came to Lona’s rock, he found
his fallen brother—The rage of his bofom rofe, and he rufhed
among the foe. The groans of death afcend. They clofe around
the chief.—He is bound in the midft, and brought to gloomy Dun-
thalmo.—The fhout of joy arofe ; and the hills of night replied.—

I ftarted at the found: and took my father’s fpear. Diaran rofe
at my fide; and the youthful ftrength of Dargo. We mifled the
chief of Clutha, and our fouls were fad.—I dreaded the departure
of my fame; the pride of my valour rofe.

Sons of Morven, I faid, it is not thus our fathers fought. They
refted not on the field of {trangers, when the foe did not fall before
Their ftrength was like the eagles of heaven; their re-

them.
nown is in the {fong, But our people fall by degrees, and our fame
What fhall the king of Morven fay, if Offian
conquers not at Teutha? Rife in your fieel, ye warriors, and follow

begins to depart.

the found of Offian’s courfe. He will not return, but repowned, to
the echoing walls of Selma.

Morning rofe on the blue waters of Teutha; ‘Colmal flood
before me in tears. She told of the chief of Clutha: and thrice
the {pear fell from her hand. My wrath turned againft the ftranger ;
for my foul trembled for Calthon.

Son of the feeble hand, I faid, do Teutha's warriors fight with
tears P ‘The battle is not 'won with grief; nor dwells the figh in
the foul of war.

Go to the deer of Carmun, or the lowing herds
of Teutha.—But leave thefe arms, thou fon of fear; a warrior may
lift them in battle.

I TorE
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I tore the mail from her thoulders. Her fnowy breaft appeared.
She bent her red face to the ground.—I looked in filence to the chiefs.
The fpear fell from my hand ; and the figh of my bofom rofe.
But when I heard the name of the maid, my crowding tears defcended.
I bleffed the lovely beam of youth, and bade the battle move.—

Way, fon of the rock, fhould Offian tell how Teutha’s warriors
died ? They are now forgot in their land ; and their tombs are not
found on the heath.—Years came on with. their tempefts; and the
green mounds mouldered away.—Scarce is the grave of Dunthalmo
feen, or the place where he fell by the fpear of Offian.——Some gray
warrior, half blind with age, fitting by night at the flaming oak of
the hall, tells now my actions to his fons, and the fall of the dark
Dunthalmo. The faces of youth bend fidelong towards his veice ;
furprize and joy burn in their eyes.—

I rounD the fon * of Rathmor bound to an oak; my {word cut
the thongs from his hands. And I gave him the white-bofomed

Colmal.~~They dwelt in the halls of Teutha; and Offian returned
to Selma.

* Calthom;

Gg 2 LATHMON:
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