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F I N G A L:
AN ANCIENT EPIC POEM.

IN SIX BOOKS,

BOOK III*).

ArGUME N T,
(Juthullin, pleased with the story of Carril, 

insists with that bard for more of his 
songs. He relates the actions of Fingal in 
Lochlin, and the death of Agandecca the 
beautiful sister of Swaran, He had scarce 
finished, when Calmar the son of JU at ha, 
who had advised the first battle, came 
wounded from the field, and told them of 
Swarail’s design to surprise the remains of 
the Irish army, He himself proposes to 
withstand singly the whole force of the 
enemy, in a narrow -pajs, till the Irish

1 '
*) The second night, since the opening ,Q,f the 

poem, continues; and Cuthullin, Connal., and 
Can-il’ still sit in the placfc described in the prece­
ding book.

Vol. xv. * a 
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should make good their retreat, Cuthullin, 
touched with the gallant proposal of Cal- 
mart resolves to accompany him, and orders 
Carril to carry off the few that remained 
of the Irish, Morning comes, Calmar dies 
of his wounds; and, the ships of the Ca­
ledonians appearing, Swaran gives over 
the pursuit of the Irish, and returns to op­
pose Fingal's landing. Cuthullin ashamed, 
after his defeat, to appear before Fingal, 
retires to the cave of Tura. Fingal engages 
the enemy, puts them to flight; but the 
coming on of night makes the victory not 
decisive, The king, who had observed the 
gallant behaviour of his grand son Oscar, 
gives him advices concerning his conduct in 
peace and war. He recommends to him, to 
place the example of his fathers before his 
eyes, as the best model for his conduct*, 
which introduces the episode concerning 
Fainas ollis, the daughter of the king of 
Craca, whom Fingal had taken under his 
protection in his youth, Fillan and Oscar 
are dispatched to observe the motions of 
the enemy by night; Gaul the son of Morni 
desires the command of the army in the next 
battle*, which Fingal promises to give him. 
Some general refections of the poet close 
the third day.



>rl?leasant are the words of the song,44 said 
Cuthullin’ „lovely the tales of other times’ 
They are like the calm dew of the morning 
on the hill of roes; when the sun is faint on 
its side^ and the lake is settled and blue in 
the vale, O Carril, raise again thy Voice! 
let me hear the song of Selma: which was 
sung in my halls of joy, when Fingal king 
of shields vvas there, and glowed at the 
deeds of his fathers/4

„Fingal ’ thou dweller of battle,44 said 
Carril, „early were thy deeds in arms. 
Lochlin was consumed in thy wrath, when 
thy youth strove with the beauty of maids. 
They smiled at the fair blooming face of 
the hero; but death was in his hands. He 
was strong as the waters of Lora. His fol­
lowers were the roar of a thousand streams. 
They took the king of Lochlin in war; they 
•restored him to his ships. His big heart 
swelled with pride, the death of the youth 
was dark in his soul. For none ever, but 
Fingal, had overcome . the strength of the 
mighty Starno *),  He sat in the hall of his 
shells in Lochlin’s woody land. He called 

*) Starno was die father of Swaran as well as 
Agandecca. His fierce and cruel character is well 
marked in other poems concerning the times,

A a
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the greyhaired Snivan, that often sung round 
the circle* 4) of Loda: when the stone of 
power heard bis voic^, and battle turned in 
the field of the valiant

*) This passage most certainly alludes to the re­
ligion of Lochlih, and the stone of power 
here mentioned, is the image of one of the deities 
of Scandinavia. , ,

„Go, grey-haired Snivan,“ Starno said, 
„go to Ardven’s sea-surrounded rocks. Tell 
to the King of Selma; he the fairest among 
his thousands, tell him I give him my daughter, 
the loveliest maid that ever heaved a breast 
of snow. Her arms are white as the foam 
of my waves. Her soul is generous and mild. 
Let him come with his bravest heroes, to 
the daughter of the secret hall!“ Snivan came 
to Selma’s hall: Fair-haired Fingal attended 
his steps. His kindled soul flew to the maid, 
as he bounded on the waves of the north. 
„ Welcome,“ said the dark-brown Starno, 
„welcome, king of rocky Morven: welcome 
his heroes of might, sons of the distant isle ’ 
Three days within my halls shall ye feast; 
three 4ays pursue my boars; that your fame 
may reach the maid who dwells in the secret 
hall.“ .

Starno designed their death. He gave 
the feast of shells. Fingal, who doubted the 



foe, kept on his arms of steel. The sons of 
death were afraid. They fled from the eyes 
of the king. The voice of sprightly mirth 
arose* The trembling harps of joy were 
strung. Bards sung the battle of heroes: 
They sung the heaving breast of love. 
Ullin, Fingal’s bard, was there: the sweet 
voice of resounding Cona. He praised the 
daughter of Lochlin; and Morven’s*) high- 
descended chief. The daughter of Lochlin 
overheard* She left the hall of her secret 
sigh! She came in all her beauty, like the 
moon from the cloud of the east* Lovelinefs 
was around her as light. Her steps were 
the music of songs. She saw the youth and 
loved him* He was the stolen sigh of her 
soul* Her blue eye rolled on him in secret: 
she blest the chief of resounding Morven*

The third day, with all its beams, shpn$ 
bright on the wpod of boars* Forth moved 
the dark-browed Starno; and Fingal, king 
of shields* Half the day they spent in the 
chase; the1 spear of S$Irna was red in blood* 
It .was then the daughter of Starno, with 
blue eyes rolling in tears; it was then she 
came with her voice of love, and spoke to

*) All the north-west coast of Scotland probably 
went of old under the name of Morven, which 
signifies a ridge of very high bills.
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the king of Morven. „Fingal, high descend­
ed chief, trust not Starno’s heart of pride. 
Within that wood he has placed his chiefs. 
Beware of the wood of death. But, remem­
ber, son of the isle, remember Agandecca: 
save me from the wrath of my father, king 
of the windy Morven |“

The youth, with unconcern, went on; 
his heroes by his side. The sons of death 
fell by his hand; and Gormal echoed around! 
Before the halls of Starno the sons of the 
chase convened, The king’s dark brows 
were like clouds. His eyes like meteors of 
night. „Bring hither,“ he said, „ Agandecca 
to her lovely king of Morven 1 His hand is 
stained with the blood of my people; her 
words have not been in vain!“ She came 
with the red eye of tears. She came with 
Joitsely flowing locks. Her white breast 
heaved with broken sighs, like the foam of 
the streamy L.ubar. Starno pierced her side 
with steel. She fell, like a wreath of snow, 
which slides from the rocks of Ronan; when 
the woods are still, and echo deepens in 
the vale! Then Fingal eyed his valiant chiefs, 
his valiant chiefs took arms. The gloom of 
battle roared; Lochlin fled or died. Pale, 
in his bounding ship he closed the maid of 
the softest soul. Her tomb ascends on
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Ardven; the sea roars round her narrow 
dwelling.

„Blessed be her soul,“ said GuthuIIin; 
,,blessed be the mouth of the song! Strong 
was the youth of Fingal; strong is his arm 
of age. Lochlin shall fall again before the 
king of echoing Morven, Show thy face 
from a cloud, O moon! light his white sails 
on the wave: and if any strong spirit *)  of 
heaven sits on that low-hung cloud; turn 
his dark ships from the rock, thou rider of 
the stormJ“

*) This is the only passage in the poem that has 
the appearance of religion. But Cuthullin’s 
apostrophe to this spirit is accompanied with a 
doubt, so that it is not easy to determine whether 
the hero meant a superior being, or the ghosts 
of deceased warriors, who were supposed: in 
those times to rule the storms, and to transport 
themselves in a gust of wind from one country 
to another.

Such were the words of Guthullin at the 
sound of the mountain-stream; when Calmar 
ascended the hill, the wounded son of 1 
Matha. From the field he came in his blood. 
He leaned on his bending spear. Feeble is 
the arm of battle! but strong the soul of the 
hero! „Welcome! O son of Matha,“ said 
Connal, „welcome art thou to thy friends! 
Why bursts that broken sigh from the breast 
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of him who never feared before ? And never 
Connal, will he fear, chief of the pointed 
steel J My soul brightens in danger: -in the 
noise of arms. I am of the race of battle. 
My fathers never feared,«

„Cormar was the first of my race. He 
sported through the storms of waves, His 
black, skiff bounded on ocean; he travelled 
on the wings of the wind. A spirit once 
embroiled the night. Seas swell, and rocks 
resound. Winds drive along the clouds. 
The lightning flies on wings of lire. He 
feared, and came to land: then blushed thaf 
he feared at all. He rushed again among 
the waves to find the son of the wind. 
Three youths guide the bounding bark; he 
stood with sword unsheathed. When the 
low-hung vapour passed, he took it by the 
curling head. He searched its dark womb 
with his steel. The sun of the wind forsook 
the air. The moon and stars returned! 
Such was the boldness of my race, Calmar 
is like his fathers. Danger flies from the 
lifted sword. They best succeed who dare!

„But now, ye sons of green Erin, retire 
from Lena’s bloody heath. Collect the sad 
remnant of our friends, and join the sword 
of Fingal. I heard the sound of Lochlin’s 
advancing arms! Calmar will remain and 
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fight. My voice shall be such, my friends, 
as if thousands were behind me. But,son of 
Semo, remember me. Remember Calmar’s 
lifeless corse. When Fingal shall have wasted 
the Held, place me by some stone of re­
membrance, that future times may hear my 
fame; that the mother of Calmar may rejoice 
in my renown/4

„No: son of Matha,44 said Cuthullin, 
will never leave thee here. My joy is in 
unequal Held: my soul increases in danger. 
Connal and Carril of other times, carry off 
the sad sons of Erin. When the battle is 
over, search for us in this narrow way. For 
near this oak we shall stand in the stream of 
the battle of thousands’44 „O Fithil’s son, 
with Hying speed rush over the heath of Lena. 
Tell to Fingal that Erin is fallen. Bid the 
king of Morven come. O let him come, like 
the sun in a storm, to lighten, to restore 
the isle’44

Morning is grey on Cromla. The sons of 
the sea ascend. Calmar stood forth to meet 
them in the pride of his kindling 'soul. But 
pale was the face of the chief. He leaned on 
his father’s spear. That spear which he brought 
from Lara, when the soul of his mother was 
sad; the Soul of the lonely Alcletha, waining 
in the sorrow of years. But slowly now the 
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hero falls, like a tree on the plain. Dark 
Cuthullin stands alone like a rockin a sandy 
vale. The sea comes with its waves, and roars 
on its hardened sides. Its head is covered 
with foam; the hills are echoing around.

Now from the grey mist of the ocean, the 
white-sailed ships of Fingal appear. Highj’s 
the grove of their masts, as they nod, by 
turns, on the rolling wave. Swaran saw them 
from the hill. He returned from the sons of 
Erin. As ebbs the resounding sea through the 
hundred isles oflnistore; so loud, so vast, so 
immense returned the sons of Lochlin against 
the king. But bending, weeping, sad, and 
slow, and dragging his long, spear behind, 
Cuthullin sunk in Crbmla’s wood, and mourned 
his fallen friends. He feared the face of Fin­
gal, who was wont to greet him from the 
Helds of renown;

„How many lie there of my heroes! the 
chiefs of Erin’s race I they that were cheerful 
in the hall, when the sound of the shells arose! 
No more shall I find their steps in the heath. 
No more shall I hear their voice in the chase. 
Pale, silent, low on bloody beds are they who 
were my friends! O spirits of the lately dead, 
meet Cuthullin on his heath’ Speak to him 
on the wind, when the rustling tree of Tura’s 
cave resounds. There, far remote, I shall 
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lie unknown* No bard shall hear of me. No 
grey stone shall rise to my renown. Mourn 
me with the dead, O Bragela! departed is my 
fame “ Such were the words of Gut hullin, 
when he sunk in the woods of Cromla’

Fingal, tall in his ship, stretched his 
bright lance before him. Terrible was the 
gleam of the steel: it was iike the green 
meteor of death, setting in the heath of 
Malmor, when the traveller is alone, and 
the broad moon is darkened in heaven.

„The battle is past,“ said the king. „l 
behold the blood of my friends. Sad is the 
heath of Lena I mournful the oaks of Cromla! 
The hunters have fallen in their strength: 
the son of Sema is no more. Ryno and 
Fillan, my sons, sound the horn of Fingal. 
Ascend that hill on the shore; call the children 
of the foe. .Call them from the grave of 
Lamdarg, the chief of other times. Be your 
voice like that of your father when he enters 
the battles of his strength. I wait for the 
mighty stranger. I wait on Lena’s shore for 
Swaran. Let him come with all his race; 
strong in battle are the friends of the dead!“

Fair Ryno as lightning gleamed along: 
Dark Fillan rushed like the shade of autumn. 
On Lena’s heath their voice is heard. The 
sons of ocean heard the horn of Fingal. As 
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the roaring eddy of ocean returning from 
the kingdom of snows; so strong, so dark, 
so sudden came down the sons of lochlin. 
The king in their front appears, in the 
dismal pride of his arms! Wrath burns on 
his dark - brown face: his eyes roll in the fire 
of his valour. Fingal beheld the son of 
Starno: he remembered Agandecca. For 
Swaran with the tears of youth had mourned 
his white-bosomed sister. He sent Ullin of 
songs to bid him to the feast of shells: For 
pleasant on Fingal’s soul returned the memory 
of the first of his loves I

Ullin came with aged steps, and spoke 
to Starno’s son. „O thou that dwellest afar, 
surrounded like a rock with thy waves! come 
to the feast of the king, and pass the day 
in rest. To-morrow let us light, O Swaran, 
and break the echoing shields.4' „To-day,44 
said Starno’s wrathful son, „we break the 
echoing shields: to-morrow my feast shall 
be spread; but Fingal shall lie on earth.44 
„To-morrow let his feast be spread,44 said 
Fingal with a smile. „To-day, O my sons! 
we shall break the echoing shields. Ossian, 
stand thou near my arm. Gaul, lift thy 
terrible sword, Fergus, bend thy croocked 
yew. Throw, Fillan, thy lance through 
heaven. Lift your shields, like the darkened 
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moon. Be your spears the meteors of death. 
Follow me in the path of my fame. Equal 
my deeds in battle.“

As a hundred winds on Morven; as the 
streams of a hundred hills; as clouds fly suc­
cessive over heaven; as the dark ocean as­
sails the shore of the desert: so roaring, so 
vast, so terrible, the armies mixed on Lena’s 
echoing heath. The groan of the people 
spread over the hills; it was like the thunder 
of night, when the cloud bursts on Oona; 
and a thousand ghosts shriek at once on the 
hollow wind. Fingal rushed on in his strength, 
terrible as the spirit of Trenmor; when, in 
a whirlwind, he comes to Morven to see the 
children of his pride. The oaks resound on 
their mountains, and the rocks fall down 
before him. Dimly seen, as lightens the 
night, he strides largely from hill to hill. 
Bloody was the hand of my father when he 
whirled the gleam of his sword. He remembers 
the battles of his youth. The field is wasted 
in his course!

Ry no went on like a pillar of fire. Dark 
is the brow of Gaul. Fergus rushed forward 
with feet of wind, Fillan like the mist of 
the hill. Ossian, like a rock, came down. 
I exulted in the strength of the king. Many 
were the deaths of my arm! dismal the gleam 
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of my sword! My locks were not then so 
grey; nor trembled my hands with age. My 
eyes were not closed in darkness; my feet 
failed not in the race!

Who can relate the deaths of the people? 
Who the deeds of mighty heroes ? when 
Fingal, burning in his wrath, consumed the 
sons of Loddin? groans swelled on groans 
from hill to hill, till night had covered ail. 
Pale, staring like a herd of deer, the sons of 
Lochlin convene on Lena. We sat and heard 
the sprightly harp at Lubar’s gentle stream. 
Fingal liimself was next to the foe. He 
listened to the tales of his bards. His god­
like race were in the song, the chiefs of other 
times. Attentive, leaning on his shield, the 
king of Morven sat. The wind whistled 
through his locks, his thoughts are of the 
days of other years. Near him on his bend­
ing spear, my young, my valiant Oscar stood. 
He admired the king of Morven; his deeds 
were swelling in his soul!

„Son of my son “ begun the king, „O 
Oscar, pride of youth! I saw the shining of 
thy sword. I gloried in my race. Pursue the 
fame of our fathers; be thou what they 
have been, when Trenmor lived, the first of 
men, and Tratjial the father of heroes ’ They 
fought the battle in their youth. They are 
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the song of bards, O Oscar’ bend the strong 
in arm: but spare the feeble band. Be thou 
a stream of many tides against the foes of 
thy people; but like the gale, that moves 
the grass, to those who ask thine aid. So 
Trenmor lived ; such Trathal was; and such 
has Fingal been. My arm was the support 
of the injured; the weak rested behind the 
lightning of my steel.

„Oscar’ I was young like thee when 
lovely Fainasollis came: that sun-beam! that 
mild light of love! the daughter of Craca’s*)  
king! I then returned from Gona’s heath, and 
few were in my train*  A white-sailed boat 
appeared far off; we saw it like a mist, that 
rode on ocean’s wind*  It soon approached*  
We saw the fair. Her white breast heaved 
with sighs. The wind was in her loose dark 
hair: her rosy cheek had tears. „Daughtev 
of beauty,“ calm I said, „what sigh is in thy 
breast? Gan I, young as I am, defend thee, 
daughter of the sea? My sword is not un­
matched in war, but dauntlefs is my heart/4

*) What the Craca here mentioned was, is not, at 
this distance of time, easy to determine. The 
most probable opiniort is, that it was one of the 
Shetland isles. There is a story concerning a 
daughter of the 'king of Craca in the sixth book.
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„To thee I fly," with sighs she said. „O 
prince of mighty men! To thee I fly, chief 
of the generous shells, supporter of the feeble 
hand! The king of Craca’s echoing isle 
owned me the sun-beam of his race. Cro* 
mala’s hills have heard the sighs of love for 
unhappy Fainasollis! Sora’s chief beheld me 
fair; he loved the daughter of Craca. His 
sword is a beam of light upon the warrior’s 
side. But dark is his brow; and tempests 
are in his soul, 1 shun him on the roaring 
sea; but Sora’s chief pursues/'

„Rest thou," I said, „behind my shield5 
rest in peace, thou beam of light! The gloomy- 
chief of Sora will fly, if Fingal’s arm is like 
his soul. In some lone cave I might conceal 
thee, daughter of the sea / But Fingal never 
flies. Where the danger threatens, I rejoice 
in the storm of speaks." I saw the tears 
upon her cheek. I pitied Craca’s fair. Now, 
like a dreadful wave afar, appeared the ship 
of stormy Borbar. His masts high- bended 
over the sea behind their sheets of snow. 
White roll the waters on either side. The 
strength of ocean sounds. „Come thou," 
I said, „from the roar of ocean, thou rider 
of the storm! Partake the feast within my 
hall, It is the house of strangers,"
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- -The' maid stood trembling by my side. 
He drew'the bow.1 She fell. ^Unerring is 
rhyhand,* I said, „but feeble was the foe!“ 

’We fought, nor weak the strife of death.! 
'He sunk beneath my sword. We laid them 
in two tombs of stone; the haplefs lovers 
of youth* Such have I been in my youth, 

■O Oscar! be thou like the age of Fingal. 
'Never search thou for battle; nor shun it 
•when it comes.

„FilIan and Oscar of the dark -brown 
hair! ye that are" swift in the race! fly over 
the heath in my presence. View the sons of 
Lochlirt. Far olF I "hear the noise of their 
feet, like distant; sounds in woods. Go; 
that they may not fly from my sword along 
the waves of the north. For many’ chiefs of 
Erin’s race lie here on the dark bed of 
death. The children of war are low; the 
sons of echoing Cromla.c<

The heroes flew like twa dark clouds: 
two dark clouds, that are the chariots of 
ghosts; when air’s dark children c^me forth 
to frighten haplefs men.; It was then that 
Gaul *), the son of Morni, stood like a

i
*) Gaul, the son of Morni, was chief of a tribe 

that' disputed l^ng die pre - eminence with .Fin- 
■gU.himself. Tlte^were reducpA at last to obe- 

t Vol? xv. B 
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rock in night* His spear is glittering to the 
stars ; his voice like many streams, , ,

„Son of battle,“ cried the ■ chief, O 
Fingal, king of shells! let the bards of many 
songs sooth Erin’s friends to rest. Fingal, 
sheath thou thy sword of death ; and let thy 
people fight. We wither away without our 
fame; our king is the only breaker of shields! 
When morning rises on our hills, hfthold, 
at a distance, our deeds. Let Lochlin feel 
the sword of Morni’s son; that bards may 
sing of me. Such was the custom hereto­
fore of Fingal’s noble race. Such was thine 
own, thou king of swords, in battles of the 
spear. “

„O son of Morni,“ Fingal replied, „( 
glory in thy fame. Fight; but my spear 
shall be near, to aid thee in, the midst of 
danger. Raise raise the voice, ye sons of song! 
and lull me into rest. Here will Fingal lie 
amidst the wind of night. And if thou, 
Agandecca , art near , among the children of 
thy land ; if thou sittest on a blast of wind, 
ahiong the high-shrowded masts df Lochlin; 
come to my dreams, my fair one. Show 
thy bright face to my soul,K

dience, and Gaul, from aii enenry, turned Fin­
gal’s best friend and greatest liero.i
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Many a voice and many a harp, in 

tuneful sounds arose. Of Fingal’s noble 
deeds they sung; of Fingal’s noble race: 
And sometimes, on the lovely sound , was 
heard the name of Ossian. I often fought, 
and often won, in battles of the spear. But 
blind, and tearful, and forlorn I walk, with 
little men! O Fingal, with thy race of war 
I now behold thee not! The wild roes feed 
on the green tomb of the mighty king of 
Morven! Blest be thy soul, thou king of 
swords, thou most renowned on the hills of 
Cona!

FINGAL:
AN ANCIENT EPIC POEM.

IN SIX BOOKS.

BOOK IV*).

ARGUMENT,

The action of the poem being suspended by 
nighty Ossian takes that opportunity to

*) This book, as many of Ossian’s other com­
positions , is addressed to the beautiful Malvina

B 2
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relate his own actions at'the lake of Lego, 
and his courtship of Everaltin, who was 
the mother of Oscar, and had died 
sometime before the expedition of Fingal 
into Ireland. Her ghost appears to him 
and tells him that Oscar, who had been 
sent, the beginning of the night to observe 
the enemy, was engaged with an advanced 
party, and almost overpowered, Os tian 
relieves his son; and an alarm is given to 
Fingal of the approach of Swaran. The 
king rises, calls his army together, and, 
as he had promised the preceding night, 
devolves the command on Gaul the son of 
Morni, while he himself, after charging 
his sons to behave gallantly and defend 
his people, retires to a hill, from whetTce 
he could have a view of the battle. The 
battle joins-, the poet relates Oscat’s great 
actions. Hut when Oscar, in conjunction 
with his father, conquered in one wing, 
Gaul, who was attacked by Swaran in 
person, was on the point of retreating in 
the other. Fingal sends Ullin his bard to 
encourage him with a war song, but not-

the daughter of Toscaiv She appears to have 
been in love with Oscar} and to have affected 
the company of the father after the death of the 
son.



withstanding Swaran prevails? and Gaul, 
and his army are obliged ' to give way, 
FL^ al, descending from the hill, rallies 
them again: Swaran desists from ■ the 
pursuit ,■ possesses himself df a rising 
ground, restores the ranks , and waits the 
■approach of Fingal. The king , having 
encouraged his meu, gives the necessary 
orders, and renews the battle. Cuthullin? 
who, with his friend Connal, and Carril 
his bard, had retired to the cave of Tura,’ 
hearing the noise, came to the brow of" 
the hill, which overlooked the field of 
battle, where he saw Fingal engaged with 
the enemy. He, being hindered by Connal 
from joining Fingal, 'who was himself 
upon the point of obtaining a complete 
victory , sends Carril to congratulate that 
hero on his succefs,

Who comes with her songs from the 
hill, like the bow of the showery Lena? It 
is the maid of the voice of Love ’ The white­
armed daughter of Toscar! Often hast thou 
heard my song; often given the tear of 
beauty. Dost thou come to the wars of thy 
people? to hear the actions of Oscar? 
When shall I cease to mourn, by the streams 
of resounding Cona? My years haye passe;d 
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away in battle. My age is darkened with 
grief!

^Daughter of the hand of snow! I was 
not so mournful and blind» I was not so 
dark and forlorn ., when Everallin loved 
me’ Everallin with the dark.-brown hair, 
the white bosomed daughter of Branno! 
A thousand heroes sought the maid, she 
refused her love to a thousand. The sons 
of the sword were despised: for graceful in 
her eyes was Ossian! I went in suit of the 
maid to Lego’s sable surge. Twelve of my 
people were there, the sons of streamy 
Morven! We came to Branno, friend of 
strangers ! Branno of the, sounding mail’ 
„From whence,“ he said, „are the arms of 
steel? Not easy to win is the maid who has 
denied the blue-eyed sons of Erin! But 
blest be thou, O son of Fingal! Happy is 
the. maid that waits thee! Though twelve 
daughters of beauty were mine, thine were 
the choice, thou son of fame!"

He opened the hall of the maid, the 
dark-haired Everallini Joy kindled in our 
manly breasts. We blest the maid of Branno, 
„ Above us on the hill appeared the people 
of stately Cormac, Eight were the heroes 
of the chief. The heath flamed wide with



their ariris. There Cd!Fa; o£
wounds, there mighty’ Toscar, and Taigb,? 
there Frestal the victorious stood; Dairo’ of 
the happy deeds: Data the battled bulwark' 
in the narrow way! The sword 'flamed in 
the hand of Cormac. Graceful was the look 
of the hero• Eight were the heroes of 
Ossian. Ullin stoimy son of war. Mullo o£ 
the generous deeds. The noble, the grace* 
fuf Scelacha , Oglan, and Cerdal the wrath­
ful. Dumariccan’s brows of death! And why 
should Ogar be the last; so wide renowned 
on the. hills of Ardven?*

„Ogar met Dala the strong, face to 
face, on the field of heroes. The battle of 
the chiefs was, like wind. On ocean’s foamy 
waves. The dagger is remembered by Ogarj 
the weapon’which he loved. Nine times he 
drowned it in Dala’s side. The stormy 
battle turned. Three times I broke on Cor. 
mac’s shield: three times he broke hisspear. 
But, unhappy youth of love! I cut his head 
away. Five times I shook it by the lock.’ 
The friends of Cormac fled. Whoever would 
have told me, lovely maid, when then I 
strove in battle; that blind, forsaken, and 
forlorn I now should pafs the night; firm 
ought his mail to have been; unmatched his 
arm in war*



On Lena’s/gloomy iieath, the voice, of. 
music, died, away.. The unconstant'blast blew 
hard. The high , oak, shook, its leaves around. 
Qf Everal(in were, my thoughts, when in all 
the light, of beauty she came. Her . blue 
eyes,rolling in tears.. She stood on a cloud 
before my sight , apd spoke with feeble 

'voice! „Rise, Ossian, rise, and save my 
son; save Oscar prince of men. Near the 
red oak of Luba’s .stream, he fights with 
Lochlin’s sops.* She sunk, into her -cloud 
again, J covered me with steel. My spear 
supported my steps; my rattling armour rung. 
L hummed , as I was wont in danger, the 
sopgs of heroes of old. Like distant thunder 
Lochlin heard. They fled; my son,pursued.

I called him like a distant stream. Oscar 
return over Lena, „N o further pursue the 
foe,* I said, ^though Ossian is behind thee.* 
Be came! and pleasant to my ear was Os­
car’s sounding steel. wWhy didst thou stop 
my hand,* he said, „till death had covered 
all? For dark and dreadful by the stream 
they met thy son and Fillan! They watched 
the terrors of the night. Our swords have 
conquered some. But as the winds of night 
pout the ocean over the white sands of 
Mora, so dark advance the sons of Lochlin, 
over Lena’s rustling heath! The ghosts of



night shriek afar: I have seen the njeteors, 
of death. Let me awake the king o| Mor­
ven, he that smiles in danger! He that is 
like the sun of heaven, rising in a storm !w ?

Fingal had started from a dream, and 
leaned on Trenmor’s shield; the dark-brown 
shield of his fathers; which they had lifted 
of old in war. The hero, had seen , in his 
rest, the mournful form, of Agandecca. She 
came from the way of the, ocean. She 
slowly, lonely, moved over Lena. Her face 
waspalelike the mistof Cromla. Darkwerethe 
tears of her cheek. She often raised her dim. 
hand from her robe: her robe which was of 
the clouds of the desert: she raised her dim 
hand over Fingal , and turned away her 
silent eyes! „Why weeps the daughter of 
Stamo?R said Fingal with a sigh; „why is 

> thy face so pale, fair wanderer of the clouds
She dieparted on the wind of Lena. She 
left, him in the midst of the night. She 
mourned the sons of her people, that were 
to fall by the hand of Fingal.

The hero started from rest. Still he 
beheld her in his soul. The sound of Os­
car’s steps approached. The king saw the 
grey shield on his side: For the faint beam 
of the morning came over the waters of 
Ullin. „What do the foes in their fear?«
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said the rising kirig of Morven;' „or fly they 
through ocean’s foam , or wait they the 
battle of steel? But why should Fingal ask? 
I hear their voice oh the early wind! Fly 
over Lena’s heath: O Oscar, awake our 
friends !K

The king stood by the stone of Lubar. 
Thrice he reared his terrible voice. The 
deer started from the fountains of Cromla. 
The' rocks shook on all their hills. Like the 
noise of a hundred mountain - streams , that 
burst, and roar, and foam’ like the’clouds, 
that gather to a tempest on the blue face 
of the sky! so met the sons of the desert, 
round the terrible voice of Fingal, Pleasant 
was the voice of the king of Morveri to the 
warriors of his land. Often had he led them 
to battle; often returned with the spoils of 
the foe’

„Come to battlesaid the king, „ye 
children of echoing Selma! Come to the 
death of thousands, Comhal’s son will see 
the fight. My swolrd shall wave on the hill 
the defence of my people in war. But never 
may you need it, warriors: while the son 
of Morni lights, the chief of mighty men! 
He shall lead my battle; that his fame may 
rise in song! O ye ghosts of heroes dead! 
ye riders of the storm of Cromla • receive
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my falling people with joy, and beartherir 
to y'our hills. And may the blast of Lena 
carry them over my seas, that they may come’ 
to my silent dreams, and delight my soul: 
in test! Fillan and Oscar, of the dark-brown* 
hair’ fair Ryn'o, with the pointed steel! ad­
vance with valour to the fight. Behold the 
son of Morni! Let your swords be like his 
in strife: behold the deeds of his hands. 
Protect thd friend’s of your father. Remember 
the chiefs of old. My children, 1 will s6e 
you yet, though here you should fall inr 
Erin. Soon shall our cold, pale ghosts meet 
in a cloud on Cana’s eddying winds!“

Now like a dark and stormy cloud, 
edged round with the red lightning of heaven; 
flying westward from the morning’s beam, 
the king of Selma removed. Terrible is the 
light of his armour; two spears are in his 
hand. His grey hair falls on the wind. He> 
often looks back on the war. Three bards 
atttend the son of fame, to bear bis words 
to the chiefs. High on Cromla’s side he sat, 
waving the lightning of his sword, and as 
he waved we moved,

Joy rises in Oscar’s face, , His cheek is 
red. His eye sheds tears. The sword is a 
bdam of fire in his hand, He came, and 
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smiling 5 spoke to Ossian. ,j0 ruler of the 
fight of steel! my father, hear thy son! 
Retire with Morven’s mighty chipf. Give 
me the fame of: Ossian. If here I fall: O 
chief, ; remember that |>reast. of snpw, the 
lonely'sunbeam of my love, the whitehanded 
daughter of Toscar! For, with red cheek 
from the rock, bending oyer the stream, 
her soft hair, (lips about her bosom, as she 
pours the sigh for Oscar* Tell her ,I am. on 
my hills, a lightly 7 bounding son of the 
wind; stell her, that in a cloud, I may meet 
the lovely maid of Toscar.* u Raise j Ospar, 
rather raise my tomb. ,1 will not yield the 
war to thee. The first and bloodiest in the 
strife, my arm shall teach thee how to fight. 
But, remember, my son, to place this sword, 
this bow, the horn of m?y deef, within that 
dark and narrow house, whose mark is one 
grey stone! Oscar, I have no Inve to leave 
to the care of my son. Ev’eraliin is no 
more, the lovely daughter of Branno!

Such were our words, when Gaul’s 
loud voice came growing on the wind. He 
waved on high the sword of his father. We 
rushed to death and wounds. As waves, 
white - bubbling over the deep , come swel­
ling, roaring on; as rocks of ooze meet 
roaring waves ; so foes attacked and fought.
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Man met with man, and steel with’steel. 
Shields sound, and warriors falL As -a 
hundred hammers onf the rpd son of the 
furnace , so rose; so rung their swordte!

Gaul .rushed on, like a whirlwind in 
Ardven. The destruction of heroes is on 
his sword. Swaran was like the fire of the de­
sert <in the echoing heath of Gormal 1 How* 
can I give to the song the death of many 
spears? My sword rose high, and flamed in 
the strife of blood. Oscar, terrible wert 
thou, my best, my greatest son I 1 rejoiced 
in my secret soul, when his sword flamed 
over the slain. They fled- amain through 
Lena’s heath. We pursued and slew. As 
stones that bound from rock to rock'} as 
axes in echoing woods; as thunder, rolls 
from hill to hill, in dismal broken peals; 
so blow succeeded to blow, and death to 
death, from the hand of Oscar and mine.

But Swaran closed round Morni’s son, 
as the strength of the tide of Inistore. The 
king half-rose from his hill at the sight. He 
halfassumed the spear. „Go, Ullin, go, my 
aged bard,“ begun the king of Morven. 
^Remind the mighty Gaul of war. Remind 
him of his fathers. Support the yielding fight 
with song; for song enlivens war.“ Tall 
Ullin wept, with step of age, and spoke to 



the king of swords*  >5Son *)  of the chief of 
generous steeds’ high*bounding  king of 
speats. Strong arm in every perilous toil. 
Hard heart that never yields. Chief of the 
printed arms of death. Cut down the 
foe; let no white sail bound round dark 
Inistore*  Be thine arm like thunder, thine 
eyes like lire, thy heart of solid rock. Whirl 
round thy sword as a meteor at night; lift 
thy shield like the flame of death. Son of 
the chief of generous steeds, cut down the 
foe. Destroy!“ The hero’s heart beat high*  
But Swaran came with battle. He cleft the 
.shield of Gaul in twain. The sons of Selma fled.

*) The custom of encouraging men in battle with 
extempore rhymes, has been carried, down almost 
to our own times. Several of these war songs 
are extant, but the most of them are only a group 
of epithets, without • either beauty or harmony, 
utterly destitute of poetical merit.

Fingal at once arose in arms. Thrice 
he reared his dreadful voice. Cromla answered 
around. The sons of the desert stood still. 
They bent their blushing faces to earth, 
ashamed at the presence of the king. He 
came, like a cloud of rain in the day of 
the sun, when slow it rolls on the hili, and 
fields expect the shower. Silence attends its 
slow progrefs aloft; but the tempest is soon 
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to arise. Swaran beheld the terrible king 
of Morven, stopped in the midst of his 
course. Dark he leaned on his spear, rolling 
his red eyes around. Silent and tall he 
seemed as an oak on the banks of Lubar, 
which had its branches blasted of old by 
the lightning of heaven. It bends over the 
stream: the grey mofs whistles in the wind: 
so stood the kipg. Then slowly he retired 
to the rising heath of Lena. His thousands 
pour around the hero. Darknefs gathers on 
the hill! .

Fingal, like a beam from heaven, shone 
in the midst of his people. His heroes ga­
ther around him. He sends forth the voice 
of his power. „Raise my standards, on high; 
spread them on Lena’s wind, like the flames 
of an hundred hills! Let them sound on the 
winds of Erin, and remind us of the light. 
Ye sons of the roaring streams, that pour 
from a thousand hills, be. near the king of 
Morven’ attend to the. words of his power! 
Gaul strongest arm of .death! O Oscar, of 
the future .fights! Connal, son of the blue 
shields of Sora! Dermid of the dark-brown 
hair!. Ossian king of many songs, be near 
your father’s arm! “We reared the sun-beam*)

*) Fingal’s standard was distinguished by the name 
of sun-beam; probably on account of its brighc 
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of battle; the standard of the-king! ; Each 
hero eiulted with joy, as, waving,” it flew 
on the wind. It was studded with gold 

; above, as the blue wide shell of the nightly 
sky. Each hero had his standard too; and 
each his gloomy men!.

„Behold,“ said the king of generous 
shells, ;,how Lochlin divides on Lena’ They 

‘stand like broken clouds on a hill; or an 
half consumed grove of oaks; when we see 
the sky through its branches, and the meteor 
passing behind! Let every chief among the 
friends of Fingal take a dark troop of those 
that frdwn so hi^h; Nor let a son of the

‘ echoing groves bound on the waves of Inistore
„Mine,“ said Gaul, „be the seven chiefs 

that came from Lano’s lake “ „Let Inistore’s 
dark king,“ said Oscar, „come to the sword 
of Ossian’s son.w „To mine the king of 
Iniscon,“ said Connal, „heart of steel •“ „Or 
Mudan’s chief dr I,w said brown - haired 
Dermid, Mshall sleep on day-cold earth-“ 

JMy choice, though now so weak and dark, 
wa$ Termati’s battling king; I promised with 
my hand to win the hero’s dark - brown shield. 
„BIest and victorious be my chiefs,“ said

colour, and its being studded with gold. To begin 
a battle is expressed, in old composition, by 
lifting of the sun-beam.
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Fingal of the mildest 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 sons of Selma advanced. Cromla echoed 
around! „How can I relate the deaths, when 
we closed in the strife of arms • O daughter 
of Toscar! bloody were our hands! The 
gloomy ranks of Lochlin fell, like the banks 
of the roaring Cona! Our arms were victo* 
rious on Lena: each chief fulfilled his pro­
mise! Beside the murmur of Branno thou 
didst often sit, O maid! thy white bosom 
rose frequent, like the down of the swan 
when slow she swims on the lake, and 
sidelong winds blow on her ruffled wing. 
Thou hast seen the sun retire, red and 
slow behind his cloud: night gathering round 
on the mountain, while the unfrequent blast 
roared in the narrow vales. At length the 
rain beats hard: thunder rolls in peals. 
Lichtning glances on the rocks’ Spirits ride 
on beams of lire! The strength of the 
mountain-streams comes roaring down the 
hills, Such was the noise of battle, maid of 
the arms of snow! Why, daughter of Toscar, 
why that tear? The maids of Lochlin haye 
cause to weep I The people of their country 
fell. Bloody were the blue swords of the race

Vol. XV. G 
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of my heroes* But I am sad, forlorn, and 
blind ♦ no more the companion of heroes! 
Give, lovely maid, to me thy tears. I have 
seen the tombs of all my friends !u

It was then, by Fingal’s hand, a hero fell, 
to his grief! Grey-haired he rolled in the 
dust. He lifted his faint eyes to the king: 
„And is it by me thou hast fallensaid the 
son of Comhal, “thou friend of Agandecca! 
I have seen thy tears for the maid of my love 
in the halls of the bloody Starno! Thou hast 
been the foe of the foes of my love, and hast 
thou fallen by my hand? Raise, Ullin, raise 
the grave of Mathon; and give his name to 
Agandecca’s song. Dear to my soul hast thou 
been, thou darkly-dwelling maid ofArdyen!“

Cuthullin, from the cave of Cromla, heard 
the noise of the troubled war. He called to 
Connal chief of swords; to Carril of other 
times. The grey-haired heroes heard his voice. 
They took their pointed spears. They came, 
and saw , the tide of battle, like ocean's 
crowded waves: when the dark wind blows 
from the deep, and rolls the billows through 
the sandy vale! Cuthullin kindled at the sight, 
Darknefs gathered on his brow. His hand is 
on the sword of his fathers: his red rolling 
eyes on the foe. He thrice attempted to rush 
to battle. He thrice was stopt by Connal.
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„Chief of the, isle of mist,“ he said, „Fingal 
subdues the foe. Seek not a part of the fame 
of the king s himself is like the storm!“

„Then, Carril, go,w replied the chief, 
„go, greet the king of Morven. When 
Lochlin falls away like a stream after rain: 
when the noise of the battle is past. Then 
be thy voice sweet in his ear to praise the 
king of Selma! Give him the sword of 
Caithbat. Cuthullin is not worthy to lift 
the arms of his fathers’ Come, O ye ghosts 
of the lonely Cromla! ye souls of chiefs that 
are no more ’ be near the steps of Cuthul­
lin; -talk to - him in the cave of his grief. 
Never more shall I be renowned, among 
the mighty in the land. 1 am a beam that 
has shone; a mist that has fled away: when 
the blast of the motning came, and brightened 
the shaggy side of the hill: Connal’ talk of 
arms no more: departed is my fame. My 
sighs shall be on Cromla’s wind; till my 
footsteps cease to be seen. And thou, white- 
bosomed Bragela, mourn over the fall of 
my fame: vanquished, I will never return 
to thee, thou sun-beam of my soul!“

C 2



AN ANCIENT EPIC POEM:

IN SIX BOOKS,

BOOK V- .

A RGU TH EN T.

Cuthullin and Connal still remain on the hill, 
Fingal and Swarau meet; the combo# is de­
scribed, Swaran is overcome, bound., and 
delivered over as a prisoner to the care of 
Ossian and Gani the son of Morni’, Fingal, 
his younger sons, and. Oscar, still pursue 
the enemy. The episode, of Orla, a chief 
of Lochlin, -mho was mortally wounded in 
the battle, is introduced,^ Fingal, touched 
with the death of Orla, orders the pursuit 
to be discontinued; and calling his sons to- 
gether, he is informed that Ryno, the youn­
gest of them, was slain. He laments his 
death, hears ’the story of Lamderg and 
Gelchossa, and returns tozvards the place 
where he had left Swaran, Carril, who had 
been sent by Cuthullin to congratulate Fingal 
on his victory) comes in the mean time to
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Ossian* The conversation of the two poets 
closes the action of the fourth day*

, I

On Cromla’s resounding side, Connal 
spoke to the chief of the noble ear. Why 
that gloom, son of Semo? Our friends are 
the mighty in fight. Renowned art thou, O 
warrior! many were the deaths of thy steel. 
Often has Bragela vmet, with blue-rolling 
eyes of joy: often has she met her hero, re­
turning in the midst of the valiant; when 
his sword was red with slaughter; when his 
foes were silent in. the fields of the tomb. 
Pleasant to her ears were thy bards, when 
thy deeds arose in song.

But behold the king of Morven! He 
moves, below, like a pillar of fire. His 
strength is like the stream of Lubar, or the 
wind of the echoing Cromla; when the branchy 
forests of night are torn from all their rocks! 
Happy are thy people, O Fingal J thine arm 
shall finish their wars. Thou art the first in 
their dangers: the wisest in the days of their 
peace. Thou speakest, and thy thousands 
obey: armies tremble at the sound of thy 
steel. Happy are thy people, O Fingal! 
king of resounding Selma! Who is that so 
dark and terrible coming in the thunder of 
his course? who but Starno’s son, to meet 
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the king of Morven? Behold the battle of 
the chiefs! it is the storm of the ocean, when 
two spirits meet far distant, and contend 
for the rolling of waves. The hunter hears 
the noise 6 a his hill- He sees the high bil­
lows advancing to Ardven’s shore!

Such were the words of Connal, when 
the heroes met, in light. There was the 
clang of arms’ there every blow, like the 
hundred hammers of the furnace! Terrible 
is the battle of the kings; dreadful the look 
of their eyes. Their dark-brown shields are 
cleft in twain. Their steel flies, broken, 
from their helms. They fling their weapons 
down. Each rushes to his hero’s grasp; 
Their sinewy arms bend round each other: 
they turn from side to side, and strain and 
stretch their large spreading limbs below. 
But when the pride of their strength arose, 
they shook the hill with their heels. Rocks 
tumble from their places on high; the green­
headed bushes are overturned. At length tho 
strength of Swaran fell: the king of the 
groves is bound, Thus have I seen on Cona; 
but Cona I behold no more! thus have I 
Seen two dark hills, removed from their place, 
by the strength of the bursting stream. They 
turn from side to side in their fall; their 
tall oaks meet one another on high. Then 
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they tumble together with all their roks and 
trees. The streams are turned by their side* 
The red ruin is seen afar*

„Sons of distant Morven,“ said Fingal: 
„guard the king of Lochlin! He is strong as 
his thousand waves* His hand is taught to 
war. His race is of the times of old. Gaul, 
thou first of my heroes; Ossian king of songs, 
attend. He is the friend of Agandecca; raise 
to joy his grief. But, Oscar, Fillan, and 
Ryno, ye children of the race ! pursue Lochlin 
over Lena; that no vessel may hereafter bound, 
on the dark-rolling waves of Inistore!"

They flew sudden acrofs the heath. He 
slowly moved, like a cloud of thunder, when 
the sultry plain of summer is silent and dark • 
His sword is before him as a sun-beam: ter­
rible as the streaming meteor of night. He 
came towards a chief of Lochlin* He spoke 
to the son of the wave. „Who is that so 
dark and sad, at the rock of the roaring 
stream? He cannot bound over its course: 
How stately is the chief! His bossy Shield is 
on his side; his spear, like the tree of the 
desert! Youth of the dark-red hair, art thou 
of the foes of Fingal ?“

„l am a son of Lochlin," he cries, 
^strong is my arm in war* My spouse is 
■weeping at home. Orla shall never return!“ 
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»Or fights or yields the hero ?“ said Fingal 
of the noble deeds; „foes do not conquer 
in my presence: my friends are renowned 
in the halt Son of the wave, follow me, 
partake the feast of my shells: pursue the 
deer of my desert: be thou the friend of 
Fingal “ „No:“ said the hero, „I assist
the feeble My strength is with the weak in. 
arms. My sword has been always unmatched, 
O warrior! let the king ofMorven yield 
never yielded, Orla! Fingal never yielded 
to man. Draw thy sword and choose thy 
foe. Many are my heroes!"

„Does then the king refuse the fight?" 
said Orla of the dark-brown shield. „Fingal 
is a match for Orla: and he alone of all 
his race!" „But, king ofMorven, if I shall 
fall; as one time the warrior must die; raise 
my tomb in the midst: let it be the greatest 
on Lena, Send, over the dark-blue wave, 
the sword of Orla to the spouse of his love; 
that she may show it to her son, with tears, 
to kindle his soul to war," „Sop of the 
mournful tale," said Fingal, „why dost thou 
awaken my tears ? One day the warriors must 
die, and the children see their uselefs arms 
in the hall, But, Orla! thy tomb shall rise. 
Thy whitebosomed spouse shall weep over 
thy sword," .
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They fought on the heath offea. Feeble 

was the arm of Orla. The sword of Fingal 
descended, and cleft his shield in twain. It 
fell and glittered on the ground, as the moon 
on the rufled stream. „King of Morven,“ 
said the hero, „lift thy sword and pierce my 
breast. Wounded and faint from battle, my 
friends have left me here. The mournful tale 
shall come to my love, on the banks of the 
streamy Lot'a; when she is alone in the wood; 
and the rustling blast in the leaves

„No;« said the king of Morven, ,,l will 
never wound thee, Orla. On the banks of 
Lota let her see thee, escaped from the hands 
of war. Let thy grey • haired father, who, 
perhaps, is blind with age; let him hear the 
sound of thy voice, and brighten within his 
hall. With joy let the hero rise , and search 
for his son with his hands!« „But never will 
he find him, Fingalsaid the youth of the 
streamy Lota. „On Lena’s heath I must die; 
foreign bards shall talk of me. My broad belt 
covers my wound of death. I give it to the 
wind

The dark blood poured from his side, 
he fell pale on the heath of Lena. Fingal 
bent over him as he dies, and called his 
younger chiefs. „Oscar and Fillan, my sons, 
raise high the memory of Orla. Here let tha 
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dark-haired hero rest, far from the spouse 
of his love. Here let him rest in his narrow 
house, far from the sound of Lota. The 
feeble will find his bow at home; but will not 
be able to bend it. His faithful dogs howl on 
his hills; his boars, which he used to pursue, 
rejoice, Fallenis tbearm ofbattle* the mighty 
among the valiant is low! Exalt the voice, 
and blow the horn, ye sons of the king of 
Morven! Let us go back to Swaran, to send 
the night away on song. Fillan, Oscar and 
Ryno, fly over the heath of Lena, Where, 
Ryno, art thou, young son of fame? Thou 
art not wont to be the last to answer thy father’s 
voice!«

„Ryno,“ said Ullin firsfof bards, „is with 
the awful forms of his fathers, With Trathal 
king of shields; with Trenmor of mighty deeds. 
The youth is low, the youth is pale, he lies 
on Lena’s heath!“ „Fell the swiftest in the 
race,“ said the king, „the first to bend the 
bow? Thou scarce hast been known to me? 
why did young Ryno fall ? But sleep thou softly 
on Lena, Fingal shall soon behold thee. 
Soon shall my voice be heard no more, and 
my footsteps cease to be seen. The bards 
will tell of Fingal’s name. The stones will 
talk of me. But, Ryno, thou art low indeed! 
thou hast not received thy fame, Ullin, strike 
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the harp for Ryno; <tell what the chief would 
have been. Farewel, thou first in every field1 
No more shall I direct thy dart! Thou that 
hast been so fair! I behold thee not, Fare- 
wel.*  The dear is on the cheek, of the king, 
for terrible was his son in war. His son! 
that was like a beam of fire .by night on a 
hill; when the forests sink' down in its course,- 
and the traveller trembles at the sound! Rut 
the winds drive it beyond the steep. It sinks 
from fight, and darknefs prevails.

*) Lamh -dhearg signifies bloody hand. Gel- 
chossa, white legged. Tuathal, surly. 
Ulfadda, long beard. Fcrchios, the con. 
<1 u e r or of men.

„ Whose fame is in that dark-green tomb ?“ 
begun the king of generous shells; four stones 
with their heads of mofs stand there! They 
mark the narrow house of death. Near it let 
Ryno rest, A neighbour to the brave let him 
lie. Some chief of fame is here, to fly, with 
my son, on clouds. O Ullin! raise the songs 
of old. Awake their memory in their tomb. 
If in the field they never fled, my son shall 
rest by their side. He shall rest, far distant 
from Morven, on Lena’s resounding plains

„Here,« said the bard of song, „here 
rest the first of heroes. Silent is Lamderg *)  
in this place; dumb is Ullin king of swords: 



44
And who, soft smiling from her cloud, shows 
me her face of love? Why; daughteri why 
so pale art thou, first of the maids of 
Cromla? Post thou sleep with the Foes in 
battle,' whitebosomed daughter ofTuathal? 
Thou hast been the love ■ of thousands, but 
Lamderg was thyloVe. He came to Tura’s 
mossy towers, and; striking his dark, buck­
ler, spoke:“ „Where is Gelchossa, my love, 
the daughter of the noble Tuathal? I left 
her in the hall of Tura, when 1 fought with 
great Ulfada. Return soon, O Lamderg! 
she said, for here I sit in grief. Her white 
breast rose with sighs. Her cheek was wet 
with tears. But 1 see her not coming to 
meet me; to sooth my soul after war. Silent 
is the hall of my Joy! I hear not the voice 
of the bard. Bran*) does not shake his chains 
at the gate, glad at the coming of Lamderg. 
Where is Gelchossa, my love, the mild 
daughter of the generous Tuathal

„Lamderg !‘c says Ferchios son of Aidon, 
„Gelchossa moves stately on Cromla. She 
and the maids of the bow pursue the flying

Bran is a common name of grey-hounds to this 
day. It is a custom in the north of Scotland to 
give the names of the heroes mentioned in this poem 
to their dogs: a proof that they are familiar to the 
ear, and their fame generally known. 
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deer!“ »Ferchios •« replied the chief of 
Cromla, „no noise meets the ear of Lamdergf 
No sound is in the woods of Lena. No deer 
fly*in my-sight. No panting dog pursues. I 
isee not Gelchossa my love, fair as the full 
moon setting on the hills* Go, Eerchios, go 
to Allad*), the grey - haired son of the rock. 
His dwelling is in the circle of stones. He 
may know of the bright Gelchossal“

„Tbe son of Aidon went. Hei spoke 
to the ear of age. Allad! dweller of rocks: 
thou that tremblest alone! what saw thine 
eybs of age'.« „[ saw,“ answered Allad the 
old, „UUin the son of Cairbar. He came, 
in darknels, from Cromla. He hummed a 
suriy song, like a blast in a leaflefs Wood. 
He entered the hall of Tura. „Lamderg,u he 
said, „most dreadful of men, fight, or yield 
to Ullin.“ „Lamderg,w replied Gelchossa, 
„the son of battle is not here. He fights 
Ulfada mighty chief. He is not here, thou 
first of {men! But Lamderg never yields. He

Allad is a druid: he is called the son of the rock, 
from his dwelling in a cave; and the circle of stones 
here mentioned is the pale of the druidical temple* 
He is here consulted as one who had a supernatural 
knowledge of things-; from the druids, no doubt, 
came the ridiculous’ notion of the second sight, 

• which prevailed in the highlands and ides, < 
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will fight the son of Cai r bar’* ^Lovely -art 
thou,* said terrible Ullin, wdaughter of the 
generous Tuathal. I carry thee to Gairbar’s 
halls. The valiant shall have Gelchossa. Three 
days I remain on Cromla, to wait that son of 
battle, Lamderg. On the fourth Gelchossa 
is mine; if the mighty Lamderg flies.*
; „AIlad !“ said the chief of Cromla^ „peace 
to thy dreams in the cave. Ferchios, sound 
the horn of Lamderg, that Ullin may hear in 
his halls." Lamderg , like a roaring storm, 
ascended the hill from Tura. He hummed a 
surly song as he went, like the noise of a 
falling stream. He darkly stood upon the hill, 
like a cloud varying its form to the wind. He 
rolled a stone, the sign of war. Ullin heard 
in Gairbar’s hall. The hero heard, with joy, 
his foe. He took his father’s spear. A smile 
brightens his dark-brown cheek, as he places 
his sword by his side. The dagger glittered 
in his hand. He whistled as he went.

Gelchossa saw the silent chief, as a wreath 
of mist ascending the bill. She struck her 
■white and heaving breast; and silent, tearful, 
feared for Lamderg. „Caitbar, hoaty chief of 
shells,* said the maid of the tender hand, 
must bend the bow on Gromla, I see the dark­
brown hinds !* She hasted up the hill. In 
vain! the gloomy heroes fought. Why should 
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I tell to Selma’s king, bow wrathful heroes 
fight? Fierce Ullin fell* Young Lamderg 
came, all pale to the daughter of generous 
Tuathal’ „What blood, my love?" she 
trembling said: „what blood runs down my 
warrior’s side?" „lt is Ullin’s blood," the 
chief replied, „thou fairer than the snow! 
Gelchossa, let me rest here a little while." 
The mighty Lamderg died! „And steepest 
thou so soon on earth, O chief of shady 
Tura?" Three days she mourned beside her 
love. The hunters found her cold. They 
raised this tomb above the three, Thy son, 
O king of Morven, may rest here with 
heroes!

„And here my son shall rest," said 
Fingal. „The voice of their fame is in mine 
ears. Fillan and Fergus bring hither Orla; 
the pale youth of the stream of Lota! Not 
unequalled shall Ryno lie in earth, when 
Orla is by his side. Weep, ye daughters of 
Morven! ye maids of the streamy Lota weep ’ 
Like a tree they grew on the hills. They 
have fallen like the oak of the desert; when 
it lies acrofs a stream, and withers in the 
wind. Oscar! chief of every youth! thou 
seest how they have falleq. Be thou like 
them, on earth renowned. Like them the 
•ong of bards. Terrible were their forms in 
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battle ; but calm was Ryno in the days of 
peace. He was like the bow of the shower 
seen far distant on the stream; when the sun 
is setting on Mora; when silence dwells on the 
hill of deer. Rest, youngest of my sons! 
rest, O Ryno’ on Lena. We too shall be 
no more. Warriors one day must fall !*

Such was thy grief, thou king of swords, 
when Ryno lay on earth. What must the 
grief of Ossian be, for thou thyself art gone! 
I hear not -thy distant voice on Oona. My 
eyes perceive thee not. Often forlorn and 
dark. I sit at thy tomb; and feel it with my 
hands. When I think. I hear thy voice, it 
is but the passing blast. Fingal has long 
since fallen asleep, the ruler of the war;

Then Gaul and Ossian sat with Swaran, 
on the soft green banks of Lubar, I touched 
the harp to please the king. But gloomy 
was his broW. He rolled his red eyes 
towards Lena. The hero mourned his host. 
I raised mine eyes to Cromla’s brow. I saw 
the son of generou^ Semo. Sad and slow, 
he retired, from his hill, towards the lonely 
cave of Tura. He saw Fingal victorious, 
and mixed his joy with grief. The sun is 
bright on his armour. Conal slowly strode 
behind. They Jsunk behind the hill, like 
two pillars of the lire of night: when winds
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pursue them over the mountain, and the 
Earning heath resounds! Beside a stream 
<Jf roaring foam his cave is in a rock. One 
tree bends above it. The rushing winds echo 
against its. sides. Here rests the chief of Erin, 
the son of generous Semo. His thoughts are 
on the battles he lost. The tear is on his 
cheek. He mourned the departure of his 
fame, that fled like the mist of Oona, O 
Brag^la J thou art too far remote, to cheer 
the soul of the hero. But Jet him see thy 
bright form in his mind: that his thoughts 
may return; to the lonely sun-beam of his 
love’

Who comes with the locks of age? It is 
the son of songs. „HaJC Carril of other 
times! Thy voice is like the harp in the halls 
of Tura. Thy words are pleasant as the 
shower which falls on the sunny held. Carril 
of the times of old, why comest thou from 
the son of the generous Semo?w

„Ossian, king of swords,« replied the 
bard, „thou best canst raise the song. Long 
hast thou been known to Carril, thou ruler 
of war! Often have I touched the harp to 
lovely Everallin. Thou too hast often joined 
my voice, in Branno’s hall of generous shells. 
And often, amidst our voices,^ was heard 
the mildest Everallin, One day she sung of

Vol. XV. D
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Cormac’s fall, the youth who difed'for her 
love. I saw the tears oil her cheek, and on 
thine, thou chief of men’ Her soul was touched 
for the unhappy, -though she loved him not. 
How fair among a thousand maids, was the 
daughter of generous Branno!a

„Bring not, Carril,“ I replied, Mbring not 
her memory to my mind. My souL must 
melt at the remembrance. My eyes must have 
their tears. Pale in the earth is she, the 
softly blushing fair of my love’ But sit thou 
on the heath, O bard! and let us hear thy 
voice. It is pleasant as the gale of spring, 
that sighs on the hunter’s ear; when he 
awakens from dreams of joy, and has heard 
the music of the spirits of the hill!“ -
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FINGAL:
AN ANCIENT EPIC POEM.

IN SIX BOOKS.

BOOK VL 
«

Ar gum e nf.
Night comes On, Fingal gives a feast to 
• his army, at which Swaran is present*

The king commands Ullin his bard to 
give the song of peace} a Custom 
always observed at the end of a war, 
U Ilin relates the actions of Trenmor, 
great grandfather to Fingal, in Scan­
dinavia, and his marriage with Inibaca, 
the daughter of a king of Lochlin who 
was ancestor to Swaran} which considera­
tion * together with his being brother to 
Agandecca, with whom Fingal was in love 
in his youth, induced the king to release 
him and permit him to return with the 
remains of his army, into Lochlin, upon 
his promise of never returning to Ireland 
in a hostile manner* The night is spent 
in settling Swararis departure, in songs 

D 2
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of bards, and in a conversation in which 
the story of Grumal is introduced by 
Fingal. Morning comes, Swaran departs; 
Fingal goes on a hunting party, and finding 
Cuthullin in the cave of Tura, comforts 
him , and sets sail the next day for Scot^ 
land; which concludes the poem.

The clouds of night come rolling down, 
Darknefs rests on the steeps of Cromla. The 
stars of the north arise over the rolling of 
Erin’s waves: they slow their heads of lire, 
through the rolling mist of heaven. A distant 
wind roars in the wood. Silent and dark is 
the plain of death’ Still on the dusky Lena 
arose in my ears the voice of Carril. He 
sung of the friends of our youth; the days 
of former years; when we met on the banks 
of Lego: when we sent round the joy of 
the shell, Cromla answered to his voice. 
The ghosts of those he sung came in their 
rustling winds^ They were seen to bend 
with joy, towards the sound of their praise*

Be thy soul blest, O Carril* in the 
midst of thy eddying winds. O that thou 
wouldst come to my hall, when I am alone 
by night! And thou dost come, my friend. 
I hear often thy light hand Ori my harp; 
when it hangs on the distant wall, and the 
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feeble sound touches my ear. Why dost 
thou not speak to me in my grief, and tell 
when I shall behold my friends? But thou 
passest away in thy murmuring blast; the 
wind whistles through the grey hair of 
Ossian •

Now, on the side of Mora, the heroe* 
gathered to the feast. A thousand aged oaks 
are burning to the wind. The strength *) 
of the shells goes round. The souls of war­
riors brighten with joy. But the king of 
Lochlin is silent. Sorrow reddens in the 
eyes of his pride. He often turned toward 
Lena, He remembered that he* fell. Fingal 
leaned on the shield of his fathers. His grey 
locks slowly waved on the wind, and glit­
tered to the beam of night. He saw the 
grief of Swaran, and spoke to the first of 
bards.

„Raise, Ullin, raise the song of peace.' 
O sooth my soul from war! Let mine ear 
forget, in the sound, the dismal noise of

*3 The ancient Celtae brewed beer, and they were no 
strangers to mead. Several ancient poems mention 
wax lights and wine as common in the halls of 
Fingal. The Caledonians, in their frequent incur­
sions to the province, might become acquainted 
with those coftveniencies of live, and introduce them 
into their own country, among the booty which 
they carried from South Britain. 



54
arms. Let a hundred harps be near to glad­
den the king of Lochlin. He must depart 
from us with joy. None ever went sad 
from Fingal. Oscar’ the lightning of my 
sword is against the strong in fight. Peace­
ful it lies by my side when warriors yield 
in war «

„Trenmor ♦),* said the mouth of songs, 
„lived in the days of other years. He 
bounded over the waves of the north: com­
panion of the storm ’ The high rocks of the 
land of Lochlin; its groves of murmuring 
sounds appeared to the hero through mist; 
he bound his white-bosomed sails. Trenmor 
pursued the boar, that roared through the 
woods of Gormal, Many had fled from its 
presence: but it rolled in death on the spear 
of Trenmor. Three chiefs, who beheld the 
deed, told of the mighty stranger.. They 
told that he stood, like a pillar of fire, in 
the bright arm of his valour. The king of 
Lochlin prepared the feast. He called the 
blooming Trenmor. Three days he feasted 
at Gormal’s windy towers; and received his 
choice in the combat. The land of Lochlin 
had no hero, that yielded not to Trenmor. 
The shell of joy went round with songs, in

Trenmor was great grandfather to Fingal.



55

praise of The king of*Morven. He that came 
over the waves, the firsbof mighty men!“

:. Now whew the fourth grey morn arose, 
the hero launched his ship. He walked 
along the' silent shore, and called for the 
rushing wind: For loud and distant he heard 
the blast murmuring behind the groves. 
Covered over with arms of steel, a son of 
the woody Gormal appeared. Red was his 
cheek and fair his hair. His skin like the 
snow of Morven. Mild rolled his blue and 
smiling eye, when he spoke to the king of 
swords.

: ,^Sray, Trenmor, stay, thou first of men,' 
thou- hast not conquered Lopval’s son. My 
sword, has often met the brave. - The wise 
shun the strength of my boW.“ „Thou fair- 
haired youth,“ Trenmor replied , , will 
not fight with Lonval’s son. Thine arm is 
feeble, sun-beam of youth! Retire to Gor- 
mal’s dark-brown hinds.“ „But I will retire,* 
replied the youth, „with the sword.of Tren­
mor; and exult in the sound of my fame. 
The virgins shall gather with smiles., around 
him who conquered mighty Trenmor. They 
shall sigh with, the sighs of love, and admire 
the length of thy spear; when I shall carry it 
among thousands; when I lift the glittering 
point to the sun.*
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„Thou shalt never carry my spear,“ said 
the angry king of Morven, „Thy mother shall 
find thee pale on the shore; and, looking over 
tjie dark-blue deep, see the sails of him that 
slew her son!“ „I will not lift the spear,“ 
replied the youth, „my arm is not strong 
with years. But, with the feathered dart, I 
have learned to pierce a distant foe, Throw 
down that heavy mail of steel. Trenmor is 
covered from death. I, first, will lay my mail 
on earth. Throw now thy dart, thou king of 
Morven! “ He saw the heaving of her breast. 
It was the sister of the king. She had seen 
him in the hall: and loved his face of youth. 
The spear dropt from the hand of Trenmor: 
he bent his red cheek to the ground. She 
was to him a beam of light that meets the 
sons of the’ cave; when they revisit the fields 
of thesun,'and bend their aching eyes!

„Chief oftHe windy Morven,“ begun the 
maid of the arms of snow, „let me rest in 
thy‘bounding ship, far from the love of Corio. 
For he, like the thunder of the desert, is 
terrible to Inibaca. He loves me in the gloom 
of pride. He shakes ten thousand spears!« 
„ Rest thou in peace,« said the mighty Tren­
mor, „rest behind the shield of my fathers. 
I will not fly from the chief, though he shakes 
ten thousand spears!“ Three days he waited
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on the shore* He sent his horn abroad. He 
called Corio to' battle, from all his echoing 
hills. But Corio came not to battle. The 
king of Lochlin descends from his hall. He 
feasted on the roaring shore. He gave the 
maid to Trenmor!

„King of Lochlin,* said Fingal, „thy 
blood flows in the veins of thy foe. Our 
fathers met in battle, because they loved the 
strife of spears. But often did they feast in 
the hall; and send round the joy of the shell. 
Let thy face brighten with gladnefs, and thine 
ear delight in the harp. Dreadful as the 
storm of thine ocean, thou hast poured thy 
valour forth; thy voice has been like the voice 
of thousands when they engage in war. Raise, 
to-morrow, raise thy white sails to the wind, 
thou brother of AgandeccaJ Bright as the 
beam of noon, she comes on my mournful 
soul. I have seen thy tears for the fair one. 
I spared thee in the halls of Starno; when 
my sword was red with slaughter; when my 
eye was full of tears for the maid. Or dost 
thou choose the fight? The combat which 
thy fathers gave to Trenmor is thine! that 
thou mayest depart renowned, like the sun 
setting in the west!*

„King of the race of Morven!* said the 
chief of resounding Lochlin, „never will Swa- 
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ran fight with thee, first of a thousand he­
roes! I have seen thee in tHe*halls of Starno : 
few were thy years beyond my own. When 
shall I, I said to my soul, lift the spear like 
the noble Fingal ?. We have fought heretofore, 
O warrior, on the side of the shaggy Mal- 
mor; after my waves had carried me to thy 
halls, and the feast of a thousand shells was 
spread. Let the bards send his name who 
overcame to future years, for noble was the 
strife of Malmor! But many of the ships of 
Lochiin have lost their youths on Lena, 
Take these, thou king of Morven, and be 
the friend of Swaran! When thy sons shall 
come to Cormal, the feast of shells shall be 
spread, and the combat offered on the vale.„

„Nor ship," replied the king, „shall 
Fingal take, nor land of many hills. The 
desert is enough to me, with all its deer and 
woods. Rise on thy waves again, thou 
noble friend of Agandecca! Spread thy white 
sails to the beam of the morning; return to 
the echoing hills of Gormal," „Blest be thy 
soul, thou king of shells," said Swaran of 
the dark-brown shield. „In peace thou art 
the gale of spring. In war the mountain­
storm. Take now my hand in friendship, 
king of echoing Selma! Let thy bards mourn 
those who fell. Let Erin give the sons of
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Lochlin to earth. Raise high the mossy 
stones of their fame; that the children of 
the north hereafter may behold the place 
where their fathers fought. The hunter may 
say, when he leans on a mossy tomb, here 
Fingal and Swaran fought, the heroes of 
other years. Thus hereafter shall Jie say, 
and our fame shall last for ever!*

„Swaran,“ said the king of hills, Rei­
dar our fame is greatest. We shall pafs 
away like a dream. No sound will remain in 
our Helds of war. Our tombs will be lost 
in the heath. The hunter shall not know the 
place of our rest. Our names may be heard 
in song. What avails it when our strength 
hath ceased? O Ossian, Carril and Ullin’ 
you know of heroes that are no more. Give 
vs the song of other years. Let the night 
pafs away on the sound, and morning return 
with joy.“

We gave the song to the kings. An 
hundred harps mixed their sound with our 
voice. The face of Swaran brightened, like 
the full moon of heaven; when the clouds 
vanish away, and leave her calm and broad 
in the midst of the sky’

„Where, Carril,“ said the great Fingal, 
„Carril of other times! Where is the son of 
Semo, the king of the isle of mist? has he
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retired like the meteor of death, to the 
dreary cave of Tura?“ „Cuthu!lin,w said Garni 
of other times! „Iies in the dreary cave of 
Tara, His hand is on the sword of his 
strength. His thoughts on the battles he 
lost. Mournful is the king of spears; till 
now unconquered in war. He sends his 
sword to rest on the side of Fingal: For, 
like the storm of the desert, thou hast scatter­
ed all his foes. Take, O Fingal! the sword 
of the hero. His fame is departed like mist, 
when it flies, before the rustling wind, along 
the brightening vale.a

„No,K replied the king, „Fingal shall 
never take his sword. His arm is mighty 
in war: his fame shall never fail. Many have 
been overcome in battle; whose renown arose 
from their fall. O Swaran! king of resound­
ing woods, give all thy grief away. The 
vanquished, if brave, are renowned. They 
are like the sun in a cloud, when he hides 
his face in the south, but looks again on 
the hills of grafs!

„GrumaI was a chief of Cona. He sought 
the battle on every coast. His soul rejoiced 
in blood; his ear in the din of arms. He 
poured his warriors on Craca; Craca’s king 
met him from his grove: for then, within
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the circle of Brumo*), he spoke to the stone 
of power. Fierce was the battle of the heroes, 
for the maid of the breast of snow. The 
fame of’the daughter of Graca had reached 
Grumal at the streams of Gona: he vowed 
to have the white bosomed maid, or die on 
echoing Graca, Three days they strove to­
gether, and Grumal on the fourth was bound. 
Far from his friends they placed him in the 
horrid circle of Brumo; where often, they 
said, the ghosts of the dead howled round 
the stone of their fear. But he afterwards 
shone, like a pillar of the light of heaven. 
They fell by his mighty hand. Grumal had 
all his fame’“

„Raise, ye bards of other times,“ con­
tinued the great Fingal, „raise high the praise 
of heroes: that my soul may settle on their 
fame; that the mind of Swaran may cease to 
be sad.“ They lay in the heath of Mora. 
The dark winds rustled over the chiefs. A 
hundred voices, at once, arose: a hundred 
harps were strung. They sung of other times; 
the mighty chiefs of former years! When 
now shall I hear the bard? When rejoice at 
the fame of my fathers? The harp is not 
strung on Morven, The voice of music ascends

This passage alludes to the religion of the king of 
Craca.
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toot on Cona, Dead* with the mighty, is the 
bard. Fame is in the desert no more.

Morning trembles with the beam jof the 
east; it glimmers on Cromla’s side. Over 
Lena is heard the horn of Swaran. The sons 
of the ocean gather around. Silent and sad 
they rise on the wave. The blast of Erin is 
behind their sails. White, as the mist of 
Morven, they float along the sea, „Call,rt 
said Fingal, „call my dogs, the long-bound­
ing sons of the chase. Call white-breasted 
Bran, and the surly strength of Luath! Fillan, 
and Ryno; but he is not here! My son rests 
On the bed of death, Fillan and Fergus I 
blow the horn, that the joy of the chase may 
arise: that the deer of Cromla may hear and 
start at the lake of roes.“

The shrill sound spreads along the wood. 
The sons of heathy Cromla arise. A thousand 
dogs fly off at once, grey bounding through 
the heath. A deer fell by every dbg; three 
by the white - breasted Bran. He brought 
them, in their flight, to Fingal, that the joy 
of the king might be great! One deer fell at 
the tomb of Ryno. The »grief of Fingal 
returned. He saw how peaceful lay the stone 
of him, who was the first at the chase! 
more shalt thou rise, O my son’ to partake 
of the feast of Cromla, Soon will thy tomb 
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be hid, and the grafs grow rank on thy grave. 
The sons of the feeble shall pafs along. They 
shall not know where the mighty lie,

„ Ossi an andFillan, sons of my strength! 
Gaul, chief of the blue steel of war’ let us 
ascend the hill to the cave of Tura, Let us 
find the chief of the battles of Erin. Are 
these the walls of Tura? grey and lonely they 
rise on the heath. The chief of shells is sad, 
and the halls are silent and lonely. Come, 
let us find Cuthullin, and give him all our 
joy. But is that Cuthullin, O Fillan, or a 
pillar of smoke on the heath? The wind of 
Cromla is on my eyes. I distinguish not my 
friend. “

„Fingal!“ replied the youth, „it is the 
son of Semo’ Gloomy and sad is the hero! 
his hand is on his sword. Hail to the son of 
battle, breaker of the shields!* „Hail to thee,* 
replied Cuthullin, „hail to all the sons of 
Morven! Delightful is thy presence, O Fingal! 
it is the sun on Cromla; when the hunter 
mourns his absence for a season, and sees him 
between the clouds. Thy sons are like stars 
that attend thy course. They give light in 
the night. It is not thus thou hast seen me, 
O Fingal! returning from the wars of thy 
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land: when the kings of the world*) had fled, 
and joy returned to the hill of hinds!* „Many 
are thy words Guthullin,* said Gonnan**)  of 
small renown. „Thy words are many, son of 
Semo, but where are thy deeds in arms? 
Why did we come, over ocean,, to aid thy 
feeble sword ? thou fliest to thy cave of grief, 
and Gonnan fights thy battles. Resign to me 
these arms of light. Yield them thou chief 
of Erin.“ „No hero,* replied the chief, „ever 
sought the arms of Guthullin! and had a 
thousand heroes sought them, it were in vain, 
thou gloomy youth! I fled not to the cave of 
grief, till Erin failed at her streams.*

•*) Connan was of the family of Morni. He is men­
tioned in several other poems- ■

„Youth of the feeble arm,* said Fingal, 
„Connan, cease thy words’ Guthullin is re­
nowned in battle; terrible over the world. 
Often have I heard thy fame, thou stormy 
chief of Inis - fail. Spread now thy white sails 
for the isle of mist. See Bragela leaning on 
her rock. Her tender eye is in tears; the 
winds lift her long hair from her heaving

*) This is the only passage in the poem wherein the 
wars of Fingal against the Romans are alluded to:

, the Roman emperor is distinguished in old compo- 
sition by the title of king of the world­
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breast. She listens to the breeze of night, 
to hear the voice of thy rowers.*);  to hear the 
song of the sea? the sound of thy distant harp!“

*) The practise of singing when they row is universal 
among the inhabitants of thd north-west coast of 
Scotland and the isles. It deceives time, and in­
spirits the rowers.
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„Long shall she listen in vain. Cuthullin 
shall never return! How can I behold Bragela, 
t® raise the sigh of her breast? Fingal, I 
was always victorious, in battles of other 
spears»« „And hereafter thou shalt be victo­
rious,“ said Fingal of generous shells. „The 
fame of Cuthullin shall grow, like the branchy 
tree of Cromla. Many battles await thee, 
O chief! Many shall be the wounds of thy 
hand! Bring hither, Oscar, the deer! Prepare 
the feast of shells. Let our souls rejoice 
after danger, and our friends delight in our 
presence!“

We sat. We feasted. We sung. The 
soul of Cuthullin rose. The strength of his 
arm returned. Gladnefs brightened along 
his face. Ullin gave the song; Carril raised 
the voice, I joined the bards, and sung of battles 
of the spear. Battles! where I often fought. 
Mow I light no more! The fame of my for­
mer deeds is ceased. I sit forlorn at the 
tombs of my friends!
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Thus the night passed away in song. 

We brought back, the morning with joy. 
Fingal arose on the heath, and shook his 
glittering spear. He moved Hrst toward the 
plains of Lena. We followed in all our 
arms.

^Spread the sail, said the king, „seize 
the winds as they pour from Lena “ We 
rose on the wave with songs. We rushed, 
with joy, through the foam of the deep.

DAR-THULA:
A POEM.

J II G ZZ HE N T,

It may not be improper here to give the 
story which is the foundation of this poem, 
as it is handed down by tradition. Us- 
noth, lord of Utha, which is probably 
that part of Argyllshire which is near 
Loch Uta, an arm of the sea in Lorn, 
had three sons, Nathos, Althos and Ar- 
dan, by Slissama, the daughter of Semo, 
and sister to the celebrated Cuthullin, The 



three brothers, when very young, were 
sent over to Ireland, by their father, to 
learn the use of arms, under their uncle 
(Juthullin, who made a great figure in that 
kingdom. They were just landed in Ulster 
when the news of Cuthullin's death arrived, 
Nathos, thqugh very young, took the 
command of Cuthullin' s prmy, made head 
against Cairbar the usurper, and defeated 
him in several battles, Cairbar at last 
having found means to murder Cormac the 
lawful king, the army of Nathos shifted 
sides, and he himself was obliged to return 
into Ulster, in order to pafs over into 
Scotland,

Dar • thula , the daughter of Colla, 
with whom Cairbar was in love, resided, 
at that time, in Seldnia , a castle in 
Ulster: she, saw fell in love, and fled 
with Nathos; but a storm rising at sea, 
they, were unfortunately driven ’ back on 
that part of the coast of Ulster, where 
Cairbar was encamped with his army. The 
three brothers , after having defended 
themselves for some time, with great 
bravery, were overpowered and slain, and 
the unfortunate Dar-thula. killed herself 
upon the body of her beloved Nathos.

The poem opens, on the night preceding
E. 2 
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the death of the sons of Usnoth, and 
bring in, by way of episode ', what passed 
before. It relates the death of Dar - thula 
differently from the common tradition*, 
this account is the most probable, as 
suicide seems to have been unknown in 
those early times: for no traces of it are 
found in the old poetry.

Daughter of heaven, fair art thou’ the 
silencer of thy face is pleasant! Thou comest 
forth in lovelinefs. The stars attend thy blue 
course in the east, The clouds rejoice in thy 
presence, Omoon’ They brighten their dark­
brown sides. Who is like thee in heaven, 
light of the silent night? Thestarsare ashamed 
in thy presence. They tnrn away their spark­
ling eyes. Wither dost thou retire from thy 
course, when the darknefs of thy counte­
nance grows? Hast thou thy hall, like Ossian? 
Dwellest thou in the shadow of grief? Haye 
thy sisters fallen from heaven? Are they 
■who rejoiced with thee, at night, no more? 
Yes! they have fallen, fair light! and thou 
dost often retire to mourn. But thou thyself 
shalt fail, one night; and leave thy blue path 
in heaven. The stars will then lift their heads: 
they, who were ashamed in thy presence, 
will rejoice. Thou art now clothed with thy 
brightnefs. Look from thy gates in the 
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sky. Burst the cloud, O wind! that the 
daughter of night may look forth! that the 
shaggy mountains may brighten, and the 
ocean roll its white waves, in light,

Nathos*) is on the deep, and Althos, 
that beam of youth, Ardan is near his 
brothers. They move in the gloom of their 
course. The sons of Usnofti move in dark- 
nefs, from the wrath of Cairbar**) of Erin, 
Who is that, dim by their side? The night 
has covered her beauty! Her hair sighs on 
ocean’s wind. Her robe streams in dusky, 
wreaths. She is like the fair spirit of heaven 
in the midst of his shadowy mist, Who is it 
but Dar-thulaf), the first of Erin’s maids? 
She has fled from the love of Cairbar, with

*) Nathos signifies youthful, Ailthos, exquisite 
beauty, Ardan , p r id e.

**) Cairbar, who murdered Cormac king of Ireland, 
and usurped the throne. He was afterwards killed 
by Oscar the son of Ossian in a single combat. 
The poet, upon other occasions, gives him the 
epithet of red-haired.

J) Dar-thula, or Dart-huile, a woman with fine 
eyes. She was the most famous beauty of anti­
quity. To this day, when a woman is praised for 
her beauty, the common phrase is, that she is as 
lovely as Dar-thula.
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blue-shielded Nathos, But the winds deceive 
thee, O Dar-thula! They deny the woody 
Etha, to thy sails. These are not the moun­
tains of Nathos; nor is that the roar of his 
climbing waves. The halls of Cairbar are 
near: the towers of the foe lift their heads’ 
Erin stretches its green head into the sea. 
Tura’s bay receives the ship. Where have 
ye been, ye southern winds! when the sons 
of my love were deceived ? But ye have 
been sporting on plains, pursuing the thistle’s 
beard. O that ye had been rustling in the 
sails of Nathos, till the hills of Etha arose ’ 
till they arose in their clouds, and saw their 
returning chief’ Long hast thou been absent, 
Nathos’ the day of thy return is past.

But the land of strangers saw thee, lovely! 
thou wast lovely in the eyes of Dar-thula. 
Thy face was like the light of the morning,. 
Thy hair like the raven’s wing. Thy soul 
was generous and mild, like the hour of the 
setting sun. Thy words were the gale of 
the reeds; the gliding stream of Lora! But 
when the rage of battle rose, thou wast a 
sea in a storm. The clang of thy arms was 
terrible: the host vanished at the sound of 
thy course. It was then Dar-thula beheld 
thee, from the top of her mossy tower: 
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from the tower of Selama ♦), where her 
fathers dwelt.

„Lovely art thou, O stranger!« she said, 
for her trembling soul arose. „Fair art thou 
in thy battles, friend of the fallen Cor­
mac**)! Why dost thou rush on in thy 
valour, youth of the ruddy look? Few are 
thy hands in fight, against the dark-browed 
Cairbar! O that I might be freed from his 
love***)! that I might rejoice in the pre­
sence of Nathos! Blest are the rocks of 
Etha ! they will behold his steps at the chase! 
they will see his white bosom, when the 
winds lift his flowing hair!« Such were thy 
words, Dar thula, in Selama’s mossy towers. 
But, now, the night is around thee. The 
winds have deceived thy sails. The winds 
have deceived thy sails, Dar-thula! Their

*) The word signifies either beautiful to be­
hold, or a place with a pleasanter wide 
prospect. In early times, they built their 
houses upon eminences, to command a view of 
the country, and to prevent their being sur­
prised: many of them, on that account, were 
called Selama, The famous Selma of Fingal is 
derived from the same root.

**) Cormac the young king of Ireland, who was 
privately murdered by Cairbar.

* * *) That is, of the love of Cairbar.- 



blustering sound is high. Cease a little 
while, O north wind! Let me hear theyoice 
of the lovely. Thy voice is lovely, Dar­
thula, between the rustling blasts!

„Are these the rocks of Nathos?<c she 
said, „This the roar of his mountain-streams ? 
Comes that beam of light from Usnoth’s 
nightly hall ? The mist spreads around $ the 
beam is feeble and distant far. But the light 
of Darthula’s soul dwells in the chief of Elba! 
Spa of the generous Usnoth, why that broken 
sigh? Are we in the land of strangers, chief 
of echoing Etha

„These are not the rocks of Nathos,« 
he replied, „nor this the roar of his streams* 
Mo light comes from Etha’s halls, for they 
are distant far. We are in the land of 
strangers, in the land of cruel Cairbar. The 
winds have deceived us , Dar-thula. Erin 
lifts here her hills. Go towards the north 
Althos: be thy steps, Ardan, along the coast, 
that the foe may not come in darknefs, and 
our hopes of Etha fail.“ „I will go towards 
that mossy tower, to see who dwells about 
the beam. Rest, Dar-thula, on the shore! 
rest in peace, thou lovely light! the sword 
of Nathos is around thee, like the lightning 
of heaven 1“
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He went. She sat alone; she heard the 
rolling of the wave. The big tear is in her 
eye. She looks for returning Nathos. Her 
soul trembles at the blast. She turns her 
ear towards the tread of his feet. The tread 
of his feet is not heard. „Where art thou 
son of my love! The roar of the blast is 
around me. Dark is the cloudy night. But 
Nathos does not return. What detains thee, 
chief of Etha? Have the foes met the hero 
in the strife of the night ?“

He returned, but his face was dark. 
He had seen his departed friend! It was the 
wall of Tura. The ghosts of Cuthullin stalk­
ed there alone: The sighing of his breast 
was frequent. The decayed flame of his eyes 
was terrible! His spear was a column of mist. 
The stars looked dim through his form. His 
voice was like hollow ■wind in a cave: his 
eye a light seen afar. He tol(l the tale of 
grief. The soul of Nathos was sad, like the 
sun in the day of mist, when his face is 
watry and dim.

„Why art thou sad, O Nathos?« said 
the lovely daughter of Colla. „Thou art a 
pillar of light to Dar-thula. The joy of her 
eyes is in Etha’s chief. Where is my friend, 
but Nathos? My father, my brother is fallen! 
Silence dwells on Selama. Sadnefs spreads 
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on the blue streams of my land. My friends 
have fallen with Cormac. The mighty were 
slain in the battles of Erin. Hear, son of 
Usnoth’ hear, O Nathos! my tale of grief.

^Evening darkened on the plain. The 
blue streams failed before mine eyes. The 
unfrequent blast came rustling, in the tops 
of Selama’s groves. My seat was beneath a 
tree, on the walls of my fathers. Truthil 
past before my soul; the brother of my love: 
He that was absent in battle against the 
haughty Cairbar! Bending on his spear, the 
grey-haired Colla came. His downcast face 
is dark, and sorrow dwells in his soul. His 
sword is on the side of the hero: the helmet 
of his fathers on his head. The battle grows 
in his breast. He strives to hide the tear.4*

„Dar-thula, my daughter,44 he said, 
„thou art the last of Colla’s race! Truthil is 
fallen in battle. The chief of Selama is no 
more* Cairbar comes, with His thousands, 
towards Selama’s walls. Colla will meet his 
pride, and revenge his son. But where 
shall I find thy safety, Dar-thula with the 
dark brown hair 1 thou art lovely as the sun­
beam of heaven, and thy friends are low!44 
„Is the son of battle fallen?44 I said, with 
a bursting sigh, ,,Ceased the generous soul 



of Truthil to lighten through the field? My 
safety, Colla, is in that bow. I have learned 
to pierce the deer. Is not Cairbar, like the 
hart of the desert, father of fallen Truthil ?“

„The face of age brightened with joy. 
The crowded tears of his eyes poured down. 
The lips of Colla trembled. His grey beard 
whistled in the blast. . „Thou art the sister 
of Truthil,“ he said; thou burnest in the 
fire of his soul. Take, JDar-thuIa, take 
that spear, that brazen shield, that burnished 
helm: they are the spoils of a warrior, a 
son of early youth! When the light rises on 
Selama, we go to meet the car borne Cair­
bar. But keep thou near the arm of Colla, 
beneath the shadow of my shield. Thy 
father, Dar-thula, could once defend thee; 
but age is trembling on his hand. The 
strength of his arm has failed. His soul is 
darkened with grief, “

„We passed the night in sorrow. The 
light of moshing rose. 1 shone in the arms 
of battle. The grey - haired hero moved 
before. The sons of Selama convened, 
around the sounding shield of Colla. But 
few were they in the plain, and their locks 
were grey. The youths had fallen with 
Truthil, in the battle of car-borne Cormac. 
^Friends of my youth!“ said Colla, „it was 
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not thus you hare seen me in arms*  It was 
not thus I strode to battle, when the great 
Confaden fell. But ye are laden with grief*  
The darknefs of age comes like the mist of 
the desert. My shield is worn with years’ 
my sword is *)  fixed in its place! I said to 
my soul, thy evening shall be calm: Thy 
departure like a fading light*  But the storm 
has returned. I bend like an aged oak. My 
boughs are fallen on Selama. 1 tremble in 
my place. Where art thou, with thy fallen 
heroes, Omy beloved Truthil 1 Thou answerest 
not from thy rushing blast. The soul of 
thy father is sad. But I will be sad no more, 
Cairbar or Golla must fall! I feel the return­
ing strength of my arm. My heart leaps at 
the sound of war.®

*) It was the custom of ancient times, that every 
warrior at a certain age, or when he became 
unlit for the field, fixed his anus in the great 
hall, where tire tribe feasted upon joyful occa­
sions, He was afterwards never to appear in 
battle; and this stage of life was called die time 
of fixing of the arms.

„The hero drew his sword. The gleam­
ing blades of his people rose. They moved 
along the plain. Their grey hair streamed 
in the wind, Cairbar sat at the feast, in 
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the silent plain of Lona *).  He saw the 
coming of the heroes. He called hi*  chiefs 
to war. Why should I tell to Nathos how 
the strife of battle grew? I have seen thee 
in the midst of thousands, like the beam of 
heaven’s fire: it is beautiful, but terrible*  
the people fall in its dreadful course. The 
spear of Colla flew. He remembered the 
battles of his youth. An arrow came with 
its sound. It pierced the hero’s side. He 
fell on his echoing shield. My soul started 
with fear. I stretched my buckler over him; 
but my heaving breast was seen! Cairbar 
came with his spear. He beheld Selama’s 
maid. Joy rose on his dark-brown face*  
He stayed the lifted steel. He raised the 
tomb of Colla. He brought me weeping to 
Seiama. He spoke the words of love, but my 
soul was sad. I saw the shields of my fathers; 
the sword of car-borne Truthil. 1 saw the 
arms of the dead; the tear was on my cheek! 
Then thou didst come, O JNathos! and 
gloomy Cairbar fled. He fled like the ghost 

*) Lona, a marshy plain. Cairbar had just 
provided an entertainment for his army, upon 
the defeat of Truthil the son of Colla, and the 
rest of the party of Cormac, when Colla and his 
aged warriors arrived to give him battle.



of the desert before the morning’s beam. 
His host was not near: and feeble was his 
arm against thy steel ! Why art thou sad, O 
Nathos • said the lovely daughter of Colla ?K

have met,“ replied the hero, „the 
battle in my youth. My arm could not lift 
the spear when danger first arose. My soul 
brightened in the presence of war, as the 
green narrow vale, when the sun pours his 
streamy beams, before he hides his head in 
a storm. The lonely traveller feels a mourn­
ful joy. He sees the darknefs that slowly 
comes. My soul brightened in danger before 
1 saw Selama’s fair; before I saw thee, like 
a star, that shines on the hill, at night: 
the cloud advances, and threatens the lovely 
light ’ We are in the land of foes. The 
winds have deceived us, Dar-thula! The 
strength of our friends is not near, nor the 
mountains of Etha. Where shall I find thy 
peace, daughter of mighty Colla’ The bro­
thers of Nathos are brave! and his own 
sword has shone in fight. But what are the 
sons of Usnoth to the host of dark browed 
Cairbar! O that the winds had brought thy 
sails, Oscar *)  king of men J Thou didst 

*) Oscar, the son of Ossian, had long resolved on 
the expedition into Ireland against Cairbar, who
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promise to come to the battles of fallen 
Cormac! Then would my hand be strong, 
as the flaming arm of death. Cairbar would 
tremble in his halls, and peace dwell round 
the lovely Dar-thula. But why dost thou 
fall, my soul ? The sons of Usnoth may 
prevail!"

„And they will prevail, O Nathos!" said 
the rising soul of the maid. „Never shall 
Dar-thula behold the halls of gloomy Cair­
bar. Give me those arms of brafs that 
glitter to the passing meteor. I see them 
dimly in the dark. - bosomed ship. Dar-thula 
will enter the battle of steel, Ghost of the 
noble Colla! do I behold thee on that cloud? 
Who is that dim beside thee? Is it the car- 
borne Truthil? Shall I behold the halls of 
him that slew Selama’s chief? No: I will not 
behold them, spirits of my love!"

Joy rose in the face of Nathos, when he 
heard the white-bosomed maid. ^Daughter 
ofSelama! thou shinest along my soul. Come, 
with thy thousands, CairbarJ the strength of 
Nathos is returned! Thou, O aged Usnoth! 
shalt not hear that thy son has fled, I remem­
ber thy words on Etha; when my sails began

had. assassinated his friend Cathol, the son of 
Moran, an Irishman of noble extraction, and in 
the interest of the family of Cormac.
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to rise: when I spread them towards Erin, 
towards the mossy walls of Tura! „Thou 
goest,“ he said, „O JNathos , to the king 
of shields! Thou goest to Cuthullin , chief of 
men, who never fled from danger. Let not 
thine arm be feeble; neither be thy thoughts 
of flight; lest the son of Semo should say, 
that Etha’s race are weak. His words may 
come to Usnoth, and sadden his soul in the 
hall.“ The tear was on my father’s cheek. 
He gave this shining sword!

„T came to Tura’s bay: hut the halls of 
Tura were silent. I looked around, and 
there was .none to tell of the son of generous 
Semo. I went to the hall of shells, where 

•the arms of his fathers hung. But the arms 
were gone , and aged Lambor *) sat in tears, 
„Whence are the arms of steel?“ said the 
rising Lamhor. „The light of the spear has 
long been absent from Tura’s dusky walls. 
Come ye from the rolling sea? Or from 
Temora’s**) mournful halls ?“

*) Lamb-mhor, mighty hand.

* *) Temora was the residence of the supreme kings 
of Ireland. It is here called mournful on account 
of th'e death of Cormac, who was murdered there 
by Cairbar, who usurped his throne.
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„We come from the sea,“ I said, „from 
Usnoth’s rising towers, We are the sons of 
SKs - sama *),  the daughter of car-borne Semo. 
Where is Tara’s chief, son of the silent hall? 
But why should Nathos ask? for I behold 
thy tears. How did the mighty fall, son of 
the lonely Tura?*  »He fell not,“ Lambor 
replied, „like the silent star of night, when 
it flies through darknefs and is no more. 
But he was like a meteor that shoots into a 
distant land. Death attends its dreary course. 
Itself is the sign of wars. Mournful are the 
banks of Lego; and the roar of streamy 
Lara! There the hero fell, son of the noble 
Usnoth!“ „The hero fell in the midst of 
slaughter,*  I said with a bursting sigh „His 
hand was strong in war. Death dimly sat 
behind his sword.“

*) Slis-seamha > soft bosom. She was the wife 
of Usnoth, and daughter of Seino the chief of 
the isle of misfa

Vol. xy. F

We came to Lego’s sounding banks. 
We found his rising tomb. His friends in 
battle are there: his bards of many songs. 
Three days we mourned over the hero: On 
the fourth, 1 struck the shield of Caithbat. 
The heroes gathered around with joy, and 
shook their beamy spears. Corlath was near 
with his host, the friend of car-borne Cair-
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bar. We came like a stream by night. His 
heroes fell before us? When the people of 
the valley rose, they saw their blood with 
morning’s light. But we rolled away, like 
wreaths of mist, to Cormac’s echoing hall. 
Our swords rose to defend the king. But 
Temora’s halls were empty. Cormac had fal­
len in his youth. The king of Erin was no 
more!

Sadnefs seized the sons of Erin. They 
slowly, gloomily retired: like clouds that, 
long having threatened rain, vanish behind 
the hills. The sons of Usnoth moved, in 
their grief, towards Tura’s sounding bay. 
We passed by Selama. Caitbar retired like 
Lano’s mist, when driven before the winds. 
It was then I beheld thee, O Dar-thida! 
like the light of Etha’s sun. „Lovely is that 
beam’" 1 said. The crowded sigh of my 
bosom rose. „Thou earnest in thy beauty. 
Dar-thula, to Etha’s mournful chief. But 
the winds have deceived us, daughter of 
Colla, and the foe is near!" *

*) Althos had just returned from viewing the coast 
of Lena, whither he had been sent by Nathosj 
the beginning of the night.

„Yes, the toe is near," said the rushing 
strength of Althos *).  „I heard their clanging
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arms on the coast. I saw the dark wreaths 
of Erin’s standard. Distinct is th6 voice of 
Cairbar *). Loud as Cromla’s falling stream. 
He had seen the dark ship on the sea, 
before the dusky night came down, His 
people watch on Lena’s plain. They lift ten 
thousand swords.w „And let them lift ten 
thousand swords,“ said Nathos with a smile. 
„The sons of carborne Usnoth will never 
tremble in danger’ Why dost thou roll all 
thy foam, thou roaring sea of Erin? Why do 
ye rustle, on your dark wings, ye whistling 
storms of the sky? Do ye think, ye storms, 
that ye keep Nathos on the coast? No: his 
soul detains him , children of the night ’ 
Althos! bring my father’s arms* thou seest 
them beaming to the stars. Bring the spear 
of Semo **). It stands in the dark-bosomed 
ship !M

*) Cairbar had. gathered an army to the coast o^ 
Ulster, in order to oppose Fingal, who prepared 
for an expedition into Ireland to re-establish 
the house (of Cormac on the throne, which Cair- 
bar had usurped. Between the wings of Cair- 
bar’s army was the bay of Tina, into which the 
ship of the sons of Usnoth was driven: so that 
there was no possibility of their escaping.

*) Semo was grandfather to Nathos by the mother’s 
side. The speai: mentioned here was given to 
Usnoth on his marriage, it being the ^custom

F a
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He brought the arms. Nathos covered 

his limbs, in all their shining steel. The 
stride of the chief is lovely. The joy of his 
eyes was terrible. He looks towards the com­
ing of Cairbar. The wind is rustling in 
his hair. Dar-thula is silent at his side. 
Her look is fixed on the chief. She strives 
to hide the rising sigh. Two tears swell in 
her radiant eyes !

„ Althos said the chief of Etha, „l see 
a cave in that rock. Place Dar-thula there. 
Let thy arm, my brother, be strong. Ardan’ 
We meet the foe; call to battle gloomy Cair­
bar. O that he came in his sounding steel, 
to meet the son of Usnoth.1 Dar-thula! if 
thou shall escape, look not on the fallen 
Nathos! Lift thy sails, O AkhosJ towards 
the echoing groves of my land.

„Tell the chief*), that his son fell with 
fame; that my sword did not shun the fight. 
Tell him I fell in the midst of thousands. 
Let the joy of his grief be great. Daughter 
of Colla! call the maids to Etha’s echoing 
hall! Let their songs arise for Nathos, when 
shadowy autumn returns. O that the voice 
©f Cona, that Ossian, might be heard in my

then for the father of the lady to give his arms 
to his son - in - law. .

*) Usnoth.
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praise! then would my spirit rejoice in the 
midst of the rushing winds.“ „And my voice 
shall praise thee, Nathos , chief of the woody 
Etha! The voice of Ossian shall rise in thy 
praise, son of the generous Usnoth! Why 
was I not on Lena, when the battle rose? 
Then would the sword of Ossian defend 
thee; or himself fall low

We sat, that night, in Selma round the 
strength of the shell. The wind was abroad 
in the oaks. The spirit of the mountain ♦) 
roared. The blast came rustling through the 
hall, and gently touched my harp. The 
sound was mournful and low, like the song 
of the tomb. Fingal heard it the first. The 
crowded sighs of his bosom rose. „Some of 
my heroes ^re low,“ said the grey-haired 
king of Morven. ,,I hear the sound of 
death on the harp. Ossian, touch the 
trembling string. Bid the sorrow rise; that 
their spirits may fly with joy to Morven’s 
woody hills !„ I touched the harp before the 
sound was mournful and low. „Bend forward 
from your clouds,w I said, „ghosts of my 
fathers! bend. Lay by the red terror of 
your course- Receive the falling chief;

*) By the spirit of the mountain is meant that deep 
and melancholy sound which precedes a storm ; 
well known to those who live in a high coiuitry. 
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whether he comes from a distant land, or 
rises from the rolling sea. Let his robe of 
mist be near; his spear that is formed of a 
cloud. Place an half extinguished meteor by 
his side, in the form of the hero’s sword. 
And, oh! let his countenance be lovely, 
that his friends may delight in his presence. 
Bend from your clouds," I said, „ghosts of 
my fathers! bend 1"

Such was my song, in Selma, to the 
lightly-trembling harp. But Nathos was on 
Enn’s shore, surrounded by the night. He 
heard the voice of the foe, amidst the roar 
of tumbling waves. Silent he heard their 
voice, and rested on his spear’ Morning 
rose, with its beams. The ons of Erin 
appear, like grey rocks, with all their trees, 

'they spread along the coast. Cairbar stood 
in the midst. He grimly smiled when he 
saw the foe, Nathos rushed forward, in his 
strength: nor could Dar-thula stay behind. 
She came with the hero, lifting her shining 
spear. „And who are these, in their armour, 
in the pride of youth? Who but the sons of 
Usnoth, Althos and dark-haired Arden?"

„Gome,“ sail Nathos, „come! chief of 
high Temora’ Let our battle be on the coast, 
for the white bosomed maid. His people 
are not with Nathos; they are behind these 
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rolling seas. Why dost thou bring thy 
thousands against the chief of Etha? Thou 
didst fly*) from him in battle, when his friends 
were around his spear.w „Youlh of the heart 
of pride, shall Erin’s king light with thee? 
Thy fathers were not among the renowned, 
nor of the kings of men. Are the arms of 
foes in their halls? Or the shields of other 
times? Cairbar is renowned in Temora, nor 
does he fight with feeble men !c<

The tear started from carr borne Nathos. 
He turned his eyes to his brothers, Their 
spears flew at once. Three heroes lay on 
earth. Then the light of their swords gleamed 
on high. The r«nks of Erin yield $ as a ridge 
of dark, clouds before a blast of wind! Then 
Cairbar ordered his people, and they drew 
a thousand bows. A thousand arrows flew, 
The sons of Usnoth fell in blood. They fell 
like three young oaks, which stood alone 
on the hill: The traveller saw the lovely trees, 
and wondered how they grew so lonely: the 
blast of the desert came by night, and laid 
their green heads low; next day he returned, 
but they were withered, and the heath was 
bare! )

Dar-thula stood in silent grief, and 
beheld their fall! No tear is in her eye. But

*) He alludes to the fight of Cairbar from Sela'nvu 
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her look is wildly sad. Pale was her cheek. 
Her trembling lips broke short an half-formed 
word. Her dark hair flew on wind, The 
gloomy Cairbar came. „ Where is thy lover 
n w? the car-borne chief of Etha? Hast 
thou beheld the halls of Usnoth? Or the 
dark-brown hills of Fingal? My battle would 
have roared on Morven, had not the winds 
met Dar-thula. Fingal himself would have 
been low, and sorrow dwelling in Selma I4* 
Her shield fell from Dar-thula’s arm. Her 
breast of snow appeared. It appeared; but 
it was stained with blood. An arrow was 
fixed in her side. She fell on the fallen 
Nathos, like a wreath of snow! Her hair 
spreads wide on his face. Their blood is 
mixing round!

^Daughter of Colla! thou art low!w said 
Cairbar’s hundred bards, ,,Silence is at the 
blue streams of Selama. Truthil’s*) race 
have failed. When wilt thou rise in thy 
beauty, first of Erin’s maids? Thy sleep is 
long in the tomb. The morning distant far. 
The sun shall not come to thy bed and 
say, „A\wake, Dar-thula! awake, thou first 
of women! the wind of spring is abroad. 
The flowers shake their heads on the green 
hills. The woods wave their growing leaves.

*) Trutliil was the founder of Dar - thula’s family.
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Retire, O sun! the daughter of Colla ■ is 
asleep. She will not come forth in her 
beauty. She will not move in the steps of 
her love!inefs!“

Such was the song of the bards, when 
they raised the tomb. I sung over the 
grave, when the king of Morven came; 
when he came to green Erin to fight with 
car-borne Cairbar!

DEATH OF CUTHULLIN:
A POEM.

A R G U M E N T.

Cuthullin, after the arms of Fingal had 
expelled Swaran from Ireland, continued 
to manage the affairs of that kingdom as 
the guardian of Cormac, the young king. 
In the third year of Cuthulliris administra-, 
tion , Torlath , the son of Cantela, 
rebelled in Connaught*, ymd advanced to 
Femora to dethrone Cormac, Cuthullin 
marched against him, came up with him 
at the lake of Lego, and totally defeated 
his forces, Torlath fell in battle by Cu­
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t hullin's handy but as he too eagerly 
pressed on the enehiy, he was mortally 
wounded. The affairs of Cormac, though, 
for some time,, supported by Nathos, as 
mentioned in the preceding poem, fell into 
confusion at the death of Cuthullin, Cor­
mac himself was slain by the rebel 
Cairbar; and the re-establishment of the 
royal family of Ireland by Fingal, furnishes 
the subject of the epic poem of Femora,

the wind on the shield of Fingal? 
Or is the voice of past times in my hall ? 
Sing on, sweet voice’ for thou art pleasant^ 
Thou earnest away my night with joy. Sing 
on, O Bragela, daughter of car-borne Sor- 
glan ’

»lt is the white wave of the rock, and 
not Cuthullin’s sails. Often do the mists 
deceive me for the ship of my love’ when 
they rise round some ghost, and spread 
their grey skirts on the wind. Why dost 
thou delay thy coming, son of the generous 
Semo? Four times has autumn returned with iti 
winds, and raised the seas of Togorma *),  

*) Togorma ,i. e. th e i s la n d o f b 1 u e waves, one 
of the Hebrides, was subject to Connal, the son 
of Caithbat, Cuthullin’s friend. He is some­
times called the son of Colgar, from one of that 
name who was the founder of the family. Con-
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since thou hast been in the roar of battles, 
and Bragela distant far ’ Hills of the isle of 
mist! when will ye answer to his hounds? 
But ye are dark in your clouds. Sad Bragela 
calls in vain! Night comes rolling down. The 
face of ocean fails. The heath-cocks head 
is beneath his wing. The hind sleeps, with 
the hart of the desert. They shall rise with 
morning’s light, and feed by the mossy 
stream. But my tea^s return with the sun. 
My sighs come on with the night. When 
wilt thou come in thine farms, O chief of 
Erin’s wars ?“

Pleasant is thy voice in Ossian’s ear, 
daughter of car - borne Sorglan! But retire to 
the hall of shells; to the beam of the burning 
oak. Attend to the murmur of the sea: it 
rolls at Dunscai’s walls: let sleep descend 
on thy blue eyes. Let the hero arise in thy 
dreams!

Cuthullin sits at Lego’s lake, at the dark, 
rolling of waters. Night is around the hero. 
His thousands spread on the heath. A 
hundred oaks burn in the midst. The feast

nal, a few days before the news of Toriath’s 
revolt, came to Temora, had sailed to Togorma, 
his native isle; where he was detained by con­
trary winds during the war»in which Cuthullin 
was killed.
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of shells is smoking wide. Carril strikes the 
harp beneath a tree. His grey locks glitter 
in the beam. The rustling blast of night is 
near, and lifts his aged hair. His song is 
of the blue Togorma, and of its chief, Cu- 
thullin’s friend! „Why art thou absent, 
Connal, in the day of the gloomy storm? 
The chiefs of the south have convened against 
the car - borne Cormac. The winds detain 
thy sails. Thy blue waters roll around thee* 
But Cormac is not alone. The son of Semo 
lights his wars! Semo’s son his battles fights! 
the terror of the stranger! He that is like 
the vapour of death, slowly borne by sultry 
winds. The sun reddens in its presence: 
The people fall around. “ , (

Such was the song of Carril, when a 
son of the foe appeared. He threw down 
his pointlefs spear. He spoke the words of 
Torlath! Torlath, chief of heroes, from 
Lego’s sable surge! He that led his thousands 
to battle, against car-borne Cormac. Cor­
mac who was distant far, in Temora’s*) echoing 
halls: he learned to bend the bow of his 
fathers; and to lift the spear. Nor long didst 
thou lift the spear, mildly-shining beam of 
youth! death stands dim behind thee, like

*) The royal palace of the Irish kings ; Teamhrath, 
according to some of the bards. 
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the darkened half of the moon behind itst 
growing light! Cuthullin rose before th© 
bard *), that came from generous Torlath. 
He offered him the shell of joy. He honoured 
the son ofji&ongs. „Sweet voice of Lego!4* 
he said, „what are the words of Torlath? 
Comes he to our feast or battle, the car- 
borne son of Cantela **)?“

„He comes to thy battle ,44 replied the 
bard, „to thesounding strife ofspears. When 
morning is grey on Lego, Torlath will fight: 
on the plain. Wilt thou meet him, in thine 
arms, king of the isle of mist? Terrible is 
the spear of Torlath! it is a meteor of night. 
He lifts it, and the people fall! death sits in 
the lightning of his sword •“ »Do I fear,44 
replied Cuthullin, „the spear of car-born© 
Torlath? He is brave as a thousand heroes: 
but my soul delights in war’ The sword rests 
not by the side of Cuthullin, bard of the

*) The bards were the heralds of ancient times ; 
and their persons were Sacred on account of their 
office. In later times they abiised that privilege ; 
and as their persons were inviolable > they sa­
tirized and lampooned so freely those who wera 
not liked by their pati ons, that they bedame a 
public nuisance. Screened under the character 
of heralds , they grofsly abused the enemy when 
lie would not accept the terms they offered.

* *) Cean - teola’, head o f a family.
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times of old! Morning shall meet me on the 
plain , and gleam on the blue arms of Semo’s 
son. But sit thou on the heath, O bard! 
and let us hear thy voice* Partake of the 
joyful shell: and hear the songs ofTemora!“

„This is no time,“ replied the bard, 
„to hear the song of joy: when the mighty 
are to meet in battle, like the strength of 
the waves of Lego. Why art thou so dark, 
Slimora *)! with all thy silent woods? No 
star trembles on thy top. No moon-beam 
on thy side* But the meteors of death are 
there: the grey watry forms of ghosts. Why 
art thou dark, Slimora! with thy silent 
woods ?“ He retired, in the sound of his 
song. Carril joined his voice. The music 
was like the memory of joys that are past, 
pleasant and mournful to the soul. The 
ghosts of departed bards heard on Slimora’s 
side. Soft sounds spread along the wood. 
The silent valleys of night rejoice. So, when 
he sits in the silence of the day, in the 
valley of his breeze, the humming of the 
mountain bee comes to Ossian’s ear: the 
gale drowns it in its course; but the pleasant 
sound returns again! Slant looks the sun on 
the field ! gradual grows the shade of the hill!

„Raise,“ said Cuthulljn, to his hundred 
*) Slia’mor, greax hill.
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bards, „the song of the noble Fingal: that 
song which he hears at night, when the 
dreams of his rest descend: when the bards 
strike the distant harp, and the faint light 
gleams on Selma’s walls; Or let the grief of 
Lara rise: the sighs of the mother of Calmar*), 
when he was sought, in vain, on his hills; 
when she beheld his bow in the thall, Garril, 
place the shield of Caithbat on that branch. 
Let the spear of Cuthullin be near; that the 
sound of my battle may rise, with the grey 
beam of the east.“ The hero leaned on his 
father’s shield: the song of Lara rose! The 
hundred bards were distant far: Carril alone 
is near the chief. The words of the song 
were his: the sound of his harp was mournful,

„Alcletha**)  with the aged locks! mother 
of car-borne Calmar 1 why dost thou look 
toward the desert, to behold the return of

**) Ald-cla’tha, decaying beauty: probably a 
poetical name given the mother of Calmar, by 
the bard himself.

*) Calmar, the son of Matha. His death is related 
at large in the third book of Fingal. He was 
the only son of Matha; and the family was ex­
tinct in him. The seat of the family was on 
the banks of the river Lara, in the neighbourhood 
of Lego, and probably near the place - here 
Cuthullin lay; which circumstance suggested to 
him, the lamentation of Alcletha over he son, 
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thy son? These are not his heroes, dark on 
the heath: noris that the voice of Calmar* 
It is but the distant grove, Alcletha! but 
the roar of the mountain wind’“ Who *) 
bounds over Lara’s stream, sister of the 
noble Calmar? Does not Alcletha behold his 
spear? Bi)t her eyes are dim! Is it not the 
son of Matha, daughter of my love?“

„ft is but an aged oak., Alclethare­
plied the lovely weeping, Alona**). „It is but 
an oak, Alcletha, bent over Lara’s stream. 
But who comes along the plain? sorrow is 
in his speed. He lifts high the spear of 
Calmar. Alcletha, it is covered with blood 
„But it is covered with the blood of foesf), 
sister of car« borne Cahna! His spear never 
returned unstained with blood: nor his bow 
from the strife of the mighty. The battle is 
consumed in his presence: he is a flame of 
death, Alona! Youth of the mournful

*) Alcletha speaks. Calmar had promised to return 
by a certain day; and his mother and his sister 
Alona are represented as looking, with impati­
ence, towards that quarter where they expected 
Calmar should make his first appearance.

•*) Aluine, exquisitely beautiful.
t) Alcletha speaks,
ff) She addresses herself to Larnir, Calmar’s 

friend, who had returned with the news of 
his death.
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speed! where is the son of Alcldtha? Does 
he return with his fame, in the midst of 
his echoing shields ? Thou art dark, and 
silent! Calmar is then no more* Tell me 
not, warrior, how he fell, I must not hear 
of his wound!" Why dost thou look towards 
the desert, mother of low-laid Calmar?

Such was the song of Carril, when Cu­
thullin lay on his shield. The bards rested 
on their ‘harps. Sleep fell softly around. 
The son of Semo was awake alone. His 
soul was fixed on war. The burning oaks 
began to decay. Faint red light is spread 
around. A feeble voice is heard! The ghost 
of Calmar came! He stalked dimly along 
the beam. Dark is the wound in his side. 
His hair is disordered and loose. Joy sits 
pale on his face. He seems to invite Cu­
thullin to his cave.

„Son of the cloudy night!" said the 
rising chief of Erin, „Why dost thou bend 
thy dark eyes on me, ghost of the noble 
Calmar? Wouldest thou frighten me? O 
Matha’s son! from the battles of Cormac? 
Thy hand was not feeble in war: neither 
was thy voice for peace. How art thou 
changed, chief of Lara! if thou now dost 
advise to fly! But, Calmar, I never fled. I 
never feared the ghosts of night. Small is

Vol. XV., G 
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their knowledge, weak their hands* their 
dwelling is in the wind. But my soul grows 
in danger, and rejoices in the noise of steel. 
Retire thou to they cave. Thou art not 
Calmar’s ghost. He delighted in battle. His 
arm was like the thunder of heaven !* He 
retired in his blast with joy; for he had 
heard the voice of his praise.

The faint beam of the morning rose. The 
sound of Caithbat’s buckler spread. Green 
Erin’s warriors convened, like the roar of 
many streams. The horn of war is heard 
over Lego. The mighty Torlath came’ 
„Why dost thou come with thy thousands, 
Cuthullin ?“ said the chief of Lego. „I know 
the strength of thy arm. They soul is an 
unextinguished fire. Why fight we not on 
the plain, and let our hosts behold our 
deeds ? Let them behold us like roaring 
waves, that tumble round a rock: the mariners 
hasten away, and look on their strife with 
fear,w

„Thou risest, like the sun, on my soul,a 
replied the son of Semo. „Thine arm is 
mighty, O Torlath! and worthy of my wrath. 
Retire, ye men of Ullin, to Slimora’s shady 
side. Behold the chief of Erin, in the day 
of his fame. Carril! tell to mighty Connal, 
if Cuthullin must fall, tell him I accused 
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the winds, which roar on Togorma’s waves. 
Never was he absent in battle, when the 
strife of my fame arose. Let his sword be 
before Cormac, like the beam of heaven. 
Let his counsel sound in Temora, in the 
day of danger !“

He rushed, in the sound of his arms, 
like the terrible spirit of Loda *), when he 
comes, in the roar of a thousand storms, 
and scatters battles from his eyes. He sits 
on a cloud over Loddin’s seas. His mighty 
hand is on his sword. Winds lift his flaming 
locks,' The waning moon half-lights his 
dreadful face. His features blended in 
darknefs arise to view. So terrible was Cu­
thullin in the day of his fame. Torlath fell 
by his hand. Lego’s heroes mourned. They 
gather around the chief, like the clouds of 
the desert. A thousand swords rose at once; 
a thousand arrows flew; but he stood like 
a rock in the midst of a roaring sea. They 
fell around. He strode in blood. Dark 
Slimora echoed wide. The sons of Ullin

G 2

♦) Loda, in the third book of Fingal, is mentioned 
as a place of worship in Scandinavia: by the 
spirit of Loda, the poet probably means 
Odin, the great deity of the northern nations. 
He is described her« with all his terrors. 
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came, The battle spread over Lego, The 
chief of Erin overcame, He returned over 
the field with his fame. But pale he re­
turned !-The joy of his face was dark. He 
rolled his eyes in silence. The sword hung, 
unsheathed, in his hand,' His spear bent at 
every step! '

„Garril," said the chief in secret, „the 
strength of Cuthullin fails. My days are 
with the years that are past. No morning 
of mine shall arise. They shall seek me at 
Temora, but I shall not be found, Cormac 
will weep in his hall, and say: „Where is 
Erin’s chief?“ But my name is renowned* 
my fame in the song of bards. The youth 
will say in secret, O let me die as Cuthullin 
died! Renown clothed him like a robe. The 
light of his fame is great. Draw the arrow 
from my side, Lay Cuthullin beneath that 
oak. Place the shield of Gaithbat near, that 
they may behold me amidst the arms of my 
fathers J“

„And is the son of Semo fallen?" said 
Carril with a sigh. „MournfuH are Tura’s 
walls. Sorrow dwells at Dunscai. Thy spouse 
is left alone in her youth, The son *) of

*) Conloch, who was afterwards very famous for 
his great exploits in Ireland. He was so re­
markable for his dexterity in handling the javelin. 
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thy love is alone! He shall come to Bragdla, 
and ask her why she weeps? He shall lift his 
eyes to the wall, and see his father’s sword, 
„ Whose sword is that?“ he will say. The 
soul of his mother is sad. Who is that, like 
the hart of the deserL, in the murmur of his 
course? His eyes look wildly round in search 
of his friend. Connal, son of Colgar, 
where hast thou been, when the mighty fell? 
Did the seas of Cogorma roll atound thee? 
Was the wind of the south in thy sails? 
The mighty have fallen in battle , and thou 
wast not there. Let none tell it in Selma, 
nor in Morven’s woody land. Fingal will be 
sad, and the sons of the desert mourn

By the dark rolling waves of Lego they 
raised the hero’s tomb. Luath*)  at a distance, 
Jies. The song of bards rose over the dead.

*) It was of old the custom to bury the favourite 
dog near the master. This was not peculiar to 
the ancient Scots, for we find it practised by 
many other nations in their ages of heroism. 
There is a stone shown still at Dunscai in the isle 
of Sky, to which Cathullin commonly bound 
his dog Luath. The stone goes by his name to 
this day.

that when a good marksman is described, it has 
passed into a proverb, in the north of Scotland, 
He is unerring as the arm of C o n 1 o ch,



102

»Blest *)  be thy soul, son of Semo! 
Thou wert mighty in battle. Thy strength 
was like the strength of a stream: thy speed 
like the eagle’s wing. Thy path in battle 
was terrible: the steps of death were behind 
thy sword. Blest be thy soul, son of Semo, 
car-borne chief of Dunscai! Thou hast not 
fallen by the sword of the mighty, neither 
was thy blood on the spear of the brave. 
The arrow came, like the sting of death in 
a blast: nor did the feeble hand, which drew 
the bow, perceive it. Peace to thy soul, in 
thy cave , chief of the isle of mist!“

*) This is the song of the bards over Cuthullin’s 
tomb. Every stanza closes with some remarkable 
title of the hero, which was always the custom 
in funeral elegies.

„The mighty are dispersed at Temorat 
there is none in Cormac’s hall. The king 
mourns in his youth. He does not behold 
thy return. The sound of thy shield is ceas­
ed: his foes are gathering round. Soft be 
thy rest in thy cave, chief of Erin’s wars! 
Bragela will not hope for thy return, or see 
thy sails in ocean’s foam. Her steps are not 
on the shore: nor her ear open to the voice 
of thy rowers. She sits in the hall of shells. 
She sees the arms of him that is no more. 
Thine eyes are full of tears, daughter of 
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car-borne Sorglan! Blest be thy soul in death, 
O chief of shady Tura’“

BATTLE OF LORA:
A POEM. ■

A K G U'm E 2ST T.

Fingal, on his return from Ireland, after he 
had expelled Swaran from that kingdom, 
made a feast to all his heroes*, he forgot to 
invite Maronnan and Aldo, two chiefs, who 
had not been along with him in his expedi­
tion, They resented his neglect; and went 
over to Erragon king of Sora, a country of 
Scandinavia , the declared enemy of Fingal, 
The valour of Aldo soon gained him a great 
reputation in Sora: andLorma thebeautiful 
wife of Erragon fell in love with him, 
Ue foundmeans so escape withher and come 
to Fingal, who resided then in Selma on 
the western coast, Erragon invaded Scot­
land, and was slain in battle by Gaul, the 
son of Morni, after he had rejected terms
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of peace offered him by Fingal, J# this 
war Aldo fell, in a single combat by the 
hands of his rival Frragon, and the unfor*  
tilnate Lor ma afterwards died of grief.

*) Alluding to the religious hymns of the Culdees.
**) Erragon, or Ferg-thoun, signifies the rage 

of the waves; probably a poetical name given 
him by Ossian himself; for he goes by the name 
of Annir in tradition.

Son of the distant land, who dwellest in 
the se'cret cell! do I hear the sound of thy 
grove? or is it thy voice of songs? The 
torrent was loud in my ear; but I heard a 
tuneful voice. Dost thou praise the chiefs 
of thy land: or the spirits*)  of the wind? 
But, lonely dweller of rocks! look thou on 
that heathy plain. Thou seest green tombs, 
with their rank, whistling grafs: with their 
stones of mossy heads. Thou seest them, 
son of the rock, but Ossian’s eyes have 
failed.

A mountain-stream comes roaring down, 
and sends its waters round a green hill. 
Four mossy stones, in the midst of withered 
grafs, rear their heads bn the top. Two 
trees, which the storms have bent, spread 
their whistling branches around. This is thy 
dwelling, Erragon**);  this thy narrow house:
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the sound of thy shells have been long 
forgot in Sora. Thy shield is become dark 
in thy hall, Erragon, king of ships! chief of 
distant Sora! how hast thou fallen on our 
mountains? How is the mighty low? Son of 
the secret cell ’ dost thou delight in songs ? 
Hear the battle of Lora. The sound of its 
steel is long since past. So thunder on the 
darkened hill roars and is no more. The 
sun returns with his silent beams. The 
glittering rocks, and green heads of the moun­
tains smile.

The bay of Cona received our ships *) 
from Erin’s roiling waves. Our white sheets 
hung loose to the masts. The boisterous 
winds roared behind the groves of Morven. 
The horn of the king is sounded. The deer 
start from their rocks. Our arrows flew in 
the woods. The feast of the hill is spread. 
Our joy was great on our rocks , for the fall 
of the terrible Swaran, Two heroes were 
forgot at our feast. The rage of their bosoms 
burned. They rolled their red eyes in secret. 
The sigh bursts from their breasts. They 
were seen to talk together, and to throw 
their spears on earth. They were two dark 
clouds in the 'midst of our joy; like pillars

*) This was at Fingal’s return from his war agains;
Swaran.
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of mist on the settled sea* They glitter to 
the sun, but the mariners fear a storm.

„Raise my white sails/4 said Ma-ronnan, 
„raise them to the winds of the west. Let 
us rush, O Aldo! through the foam of the 
northern wave. We are forgot at the feast: 
but our arms have been red in blood. Let 
us leave the hills of Fingal, and serve the 
king of Sora, His countenance is fierce. 
War darkens around his spear. Let us be 
renowned, O Aldo, in the battles of other 
lands!“

They took their swords, their shields of 
thongs. They rushed to Lumar’s resounding 
bay* They came to Sora’s haughty king, 
the chief of bounding steeds. Erragon had 
returned from the chase* His spear was red 
in blood. He beht • his dark face to the 
ground, and whistled as he went. He took 
the strangers to his feasts: they fought and 
conquered in his wars.

Aldo returned with his fame towards 
Sora’s lofty walls. From her tower looked 
the spouse of Erragon, the humid, rolling 
eyes of Lorma. Her yellow hair flies on 
the wind of ocean. Her white breast heaves, 
like snow on heath; when the gentle winds 
arise, and slowly move it in the light* She 
saw .young Aldo, like the beam of Sora’s 
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setting sun. Her soft heart sighed^ Tears 
filled her eyes. Her white arm supported her 
head. Three days she sat within the hall, 
and covered her grief with Joy.. On the fourth 
she fled with the hero, along the troubled 
sea. They came to Cona’s mossy towers, to 
Fingal king of spears.

„Aldo of the heart of pride !K said Fingal 
rising in wrath: „shall I defend thee from the 
rage of Sora’s injured king? who will now 
receive my people into their halls? Who 
will give the feast of strangers, since Aldo, 
of the little soul, has dishonoured my name 
in Sora? Goto thy hills, thou feeble hand! 
Go: hide thee in thy caves. Mournful is 
the battle we must light, with Sora’s gloomy 
king. Spirit of the noble Trenmor’ When 
will Fingal cease to fight? I was born in the 
midst of battles *),  and my steps must move 
in blood to the tomb. But my band did 
not injure the weak, my steel did not touch 
the feeble in arms. I behold thy tempests, 
O Morven! which will overturn my halls; 
when my children are dead in battle, and 

•) Comhal, the father of Fingal, was slain in. 
battle, against the tribe of Morni, the very day 
that Fingal was bom; so that he may , with, 
propriety, be said to have been born in the 
midst of battles,
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none remains to dwell in Selma. Then will 
the feeble come, but they wilt not know 
my tomb. My renown in only in song. My 
deeds shall be as a dream to future times!“

His people gathered around Erragon, as 
the storms round the ghosts of nighty when 
he calls them from the top of Morven, and 
prepares to pour them on the land of the 
stranger. He came to the shore of Gona. 
He sent his bard to the king; to demand 
the combat of thousands; or the land of 
many hills! Fingal sat in his hall with the 
friends of his youth around him. The young 
heroes were at the chase, far distant in the 
desert. The grey-haired chiefs talked of 
other times; of the actions of their youth; 
when the aged Nartmor*)  came, the chief 
of streamy Lora.

*) Neart-mdr, great strength. Lora, noisy.

„This is no time,“ said Nartmor, „to 
hear the songs of other years: Erragon frowns 
on the coast, and lifts ten thousand swords. 
Gloomy is the king among his chiefs! he is 
like the darkened moon, amidst the meteors 
of night; when they sail along her skirts, and 
give the light that has failed o’er her orb.w 
„Gome “ said Fingal, „from thy hall, come 
daughter of my love: come from thy hall, 
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Bosmina*): maid of streamy Morven! Nart- 
mor, take the steeds of the strangers. At­
tend the daughter of Fingal! Let her bid 
the king of Sora to our feast, to Selma’s 
shaded wall. Offer him, O Bosmina- the 
peace of heroes, and the wealth of generous 
Aldo, Our youths are far distant. Age is 
on our trembling hands!“

She came to the host of Erragon , like a 
beam of light to a cloud. In her right hand 
was seen a sparkling shell. In her left an 
arrow of gold. The first, the Joyful mark of 
peace! The latter, the sign of war. Erragon 
brightened in her presence as a rock, before 
the sudden beams of the sun; when they 
issue from a broken cloud, divided by the 
roaring wind J

„Son of the distant Sora,“ began the 
mildly blushing maid, „come to the feast of 
Morven’s king, to Selma’s shaded walls. 
Take the peace of heroes, O warrior! Let the 
dark sword rest by thy side. Choosest thou 
the wealth of kings? Then hear the words of 
generous Aldo. He gives to Erragon an 
hundred steeds, the children of the rein: an 
hundred maids from distant lands; an hundred 
hawks with fluttering wing, that fly acrofs the

♦) Bos - mhina, soft and tender hand. She 
was the youngest of Fingal’s children.
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sky. An hundred *) girdles shall also be 
thine, to bind high-bosomed maids. The 
friends of the births of heroes. The cure 
of the sons of toil. Ten shells studded with 
gems shall shine in Sora’s towers: the bright 
water trembles on their stars, and seems to 
be sparkling wine. They gladdened once 
the kings of the world **), in the midst of 
their echoing halls. These, O hero! shall 
be thine; or thy white-bosomed spouse. 
Lorma shall roll her bright eyes in thy halls ; 
though Fingal loves the generous Aldo: 
Fingal’ who never injured a hero, though 
his arm is strong!“

,,Soft voice of Cona!“ replied the king, 
„ tel I him, he spreads his feast in vain. Let 
Fingal pour his spoils around me. Let him 
bend beneath my power. Let him give me 
Ujie swords of his fathers: the shields of other 
times: that my children may behold them in

*) Sanctified girdles, till very lately, were kept in 
many families in the north of Scotland; they 
were bound about women in labour, and were 
supposed to alleviate their pains, and to accelerate 
the birth. They were impressed with the several 
mystical figures, and the ceremony of binding 
them about the woman’s waist, was accompanied 
with words and gestures which showed the 
custom to have come originally from the Druids.

**) The Roman emperors.
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my halls, and say. »These are the arms o£ 
Fingal.“ „Never shall they behold them in, 
thy halls said the rising pride of the maid* 
„They are in the hands of heroes , who never 
yielded in war. King of echoing Sbra! the 
storm is gathering on our hills. Dost thou 
not foresee the fall of thy people, son of 
the distant land?

She came to Selma’s silent halls. The 
king beheld her down-cast eyes. He rose 
from his place in his strength. He shook 
his aged locks. He took the sounding mail 
ofTrenmor The dark-brown shield of his 
fathers. Darknefs filled Selma’s hall, when 
he stretched his hand to his spear: the ghosts 
of thousands were near, and foresaw the death 
of the people. Terrible joy rose in the face 
of the aged heroes. They rushed to meet 
the foe. Their thoughts are on the deeds 
of other years: and on the fame that rises 
from death!

Now at Trathal’s ancient tomb the dogs 
of the chase appeared, bingal knew that 
his young heroes followed. He stopped in 
the midst of his course. Oscar appeared the 
first; then Morni’s son, and Nemi’s race. 
Fercuth*) showed his gloomy form, Dermid

*) Fear-cuth, the same with Fergus, the man 
of the word, or a commander of an army. 
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spread his dark, hair on wind. Ossian came 
the last. I hummed the song of other times. 
My spear supported my steps over the little 
streams. My thoughts were of mighty men. 
Fingal struck his bossy shield; and gave the 
dismal sign of war. A thousand swords, at 
once unsheated, gleam on the waving heath. 
Three grey-haired sons of song raise the 
tuneful mournful voice. Deep and dark with 
sounding steps, we rush, a gloomy ridge, 
along: like the shower of a storm, when it 
pours on a narrow vale.

The king of Morven sat on his hill. 
The sun-beam of battle flew on the wind. 
The friends of his youth are near, with all 
their waving locks of age, Joy rose in the 
hero’s eyes when he behold his sons in war; 
when he saw us amidst the lightning of swords, 
mindful of the deeds of our fathers. Erragon 
came on, in his strength, like the roar of 
a winter stream. The battle falls around his 
steps: death dimly stalks along by his side!

„Who. comes,« said Fingal, „like the 
bounding roe! like the hart of echoingGona? 
His shield glitters on his side. The clang of 
his armour is mournful. He meets with Erra­
gon in the strife! Behold the battle of the 
chiefs ! It is like the contending of ghosts in 
a gloomy storm. But fallest thou, son of 
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the hill* and is thy white bosom stained with 
blood? Weep* unhappy Lorina, Aldo is no 
more The king took the spear of his strength. 
He was sad for the fall of Aldo. 4Ie bent his 
deathful eyes on the fpe: but Gaul met the 
king of Sora. Who can relate the fight of 
the chiefs? The mighty stranger fell!

„Sons of Conal" Fingal cried aloud, 
„stop the hand of death. Mighty was he that 
is low. Much is he mourned in Sora! The 
stranger will come towards his hall, and woh- 
der why it is so silent. The king.is fallen, O 
stranger. The joy of his house is ceased. 
Listen to the sound of his woods. Perhaps 
his ghost is murmuring there! But he is far 
dis ant, on Morven, beneath the sword of a 
i’oieign foe," Such were the words of Fingal, 
wh a the bard raised the song of peace. We 
stopped our uplifted swords. We spared the 
feeble foe. We laid Erragon in a tomb. 1 
raised the voice of grief. The clouds of night 
came rolling down. The ghost of Erragon 
appeared to Some. His face was cloudy and 
dark; an half-formed sigh is in his breast. 
„Blest be thy soul, O king of Sota! thine arm 
Was terrible in war!"

Lorma sat in Aldo’s hall. She sat at the 
light of a flaming oak. The night came down, 
but he did not return. The soul of Lorma is 

Vol. XV. H
I



u4
sad! „What detains thee, hunter of Cona? 
Thou didst promise to return. Has the deer 
been distant far ? Do the dark, winds sigh, 
round thee, on the heath? I am in the land 
of strangers, who is my friend, but Aldo? 
Come from thy sounding hills, O my best be- 

; Joyed!“

Her eyes are turned toward the gate. 
She listens to the rustling blast. She thinks 
it is Aldo’s tread, Joy rises in her face! 
But sorrow returns again, like a thin cloud 
on the moon. „Wilt thou not return, my 
love? Let me behold the face of the hill. 
The moon is in the east. Calm and bright 
is the breast of tlje lake! When shall I behold 
his dogs , returning from the chase ? When 
shall I hear his voice, loud and distant on 
the wind? Come from thy sdunding hills, 
hunter of woody Cona!“ His thin ghost ap­
peared, on a rock, like a watry beam of 
feeble light: when the moon rushes sudden 
from between two clouds, and the midnight 
shower is on the field! She followed the 
empty form over the heath. She knew that 
her hero fell. I heard her approaching cries 
on the wind, like the mournful voice of the 
breeze, when it sighs on the grafs of the 
caye!
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She came. She found her hero! Her voice 
was heard no more. Silent she rolled her 
eyes. She was pale, and wildly sad* Few 
were her days on Cona. She sunk, into the 
tomb. Fingal commanded his bards; they 
sung over the death of Lorma, The daughters 
of Morven mourned her, for one day in 
the year, when the dark winds of autumn 
returned!

Son of the distant land*)! Thou dwellest 
in the Held of fame! O let thy song arise, 
at times, in praise of those who fell. Let 
their thin ghosts rejoice around thee; and 
the soul of Lorma come on a feeble beam**): 
when thou liest down to rest, and the moon 
looks into thy cave. Then shalt thou see 
her lovely: but the tear is still on her cheek!

/
♦) The poet addresses himself to the Culdee.
**) Be thou on a moon - beam, O Moi na, near the 

window of my rest: when my thoughts are of 
peace; and the din of arms in past. Finoal, 
B. I.

H a
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TEMORA:
AN EPIC POEM:

IN EIGHT BOOKS.

BOOK L

JBGHMENT.

Cairbar, the son of Borbar - duthul, lord of 
Atha in Connaught, the most potent chief 
of the race of the Firbolg, having murder­
ed at Temora, the royal palace, Cormac 
the son of Artho, the young king of Ire­
land, usurped the throne, Cormac was 
lineally descended from Conar the son of 
Trenmor, the great grandfather of Fin­
gal, king of those Caledonians who inha­
bited the western coast of Scotland, Fin* 
gal resented the behaviour of Cairbar, 
and resolved to pafs over into Ireland 
with an army, to re - establish the royal 
family on the. Irish throne, Early in­
telligence of his designs coming to Cairbar, 
he assembled some of his tribes in Ulster, 
and at the same time ordered his brother 
Cathmor to follow him 'speedily with an 
army from Temora, Such was the situa-
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lion of affairs when the Calledonian in­
vaders appeared on the coast of Ulster,

The poem opens in the morning. Cairbar 
is represented as retired from the rest of 
the army, when one of his scouts brought 
him news of the landing of Fingal. He 
assembles a council of his chiefs. • Foldath 
the chief of Moma haughtily despises the 
enemy ; and is reprimanded warmly by 
Malthos. Cairbar, after hearing their 
debate, orders a feast to be prepared, to 
which, by his bard. Olla, he 'invites Oscar 
the son of Ossian; resolving to pick a 
quarrel with that herd,, and so have some 
•pretext for killing him* Oscar came to the 
fea st; the quarrel happened; the followers 
of both fought , and Cairbar and Oscar 
fell by mutiial wounds. The noise of the 
battle reached Fingal's army. The king came / 
on to the relief of Oscar, and the Irish fell 
back to the army of .Cathmor, who was 
advanced to the banks of the river Lubar, 
on the heath of Moilena, Fingal, after 
mourning over hi f grandson, ordered Ullin 
the chief of his bards to carry his body to 
Morven, to be there interred. Night coming 
on, Althan, the son of Conachar, relates 
to the king the particulars of the murder 
of Cormac, Fillan, the son of Fingal, > is 
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sent to observe the motions of Cathmar. by 
night, which concludes the action of the 
first day, The scene of this book is a plain, 
near the hill of Mora, which rose on the 
borders of the heath of Moilena, in Ulster,

The blue waves of Erin roll in light.
/ The mountains are covered with day. Trees 

shake their dusky heads , in the breeze. 
Grey torrents pour their noisy streams. Two 
green hills, with aged oaks, surround a 
narrow plain. The blue course of a stream 
is there. On its banks stood Cairbar *)  of 
Atha. His spear supports the king; the red 1 
eye of his fear is sad. Cormac rises in his 
soul, with all his ghastly wounds. The grey 
form of the youth appears in darknefs. Blood 
pours from his airy side. Cairbar thrice 
threw his spear on earth. Thrice he stroaked 
his beard. His steps are short. He often 

*) Cairbai1, the son of Borbar-duthul, was deSr 
cended lineally from Lathon the chief of the 
Firbolg, the first colony who settled in the south 
of Ireland. The Cael were in possession of the 
northern coast of that kingdom, and the first mo­
narchs of Ireland were of their race. Hence arose 
those differences between the two nations, which 
terminated, at last in the murder of Cormac, and 
the usurpation of Cairbar, lord of Atjia, who 
is mentioned in this place.
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stops. He tosses his sinewy arms. He is 
like a cloud in the desert, varying its form 
to every blast. The valleys are sad around, 
and fear, by turns, the shower! The king, 
at length, resumed his soul. He took, his 
pointed spear. He turned his eye to Moi- 
lena. The scouts of blue ocean came. They 
came with steps of fear, and often looked 
behind. Cairbar knew that the mighty were 
near! He called his gloomy chiefs.

The sounding steps of his warriors came. 
They drew, at once, their swords. There 
Morlath*)  stood with darkened face. Hidil- 
la’s long hair sighs in the wind. Red-haired 
Cormar bends on his spear, and rolls his 
side-long-looking eyes. Wild is the look 
of Malthos from beneath two shaggy brows, 
Foldath stands, like an oozy rock, that covers 

*) Morlath, great in the day of battle: Hi- 
dalla, mildly looking hero. Cot-mar, ex­
pert at sea. Malthos, slow to speak. 
Foldath, generous.

Foldath, who is here strongly marked, makes 
a great figure in the sequel of the poem. He 
seems, from a passage in the second book, to 
have been Cairbar’s greatest confident, and to 
have had a principal hand in the conspiracy 
against Cormac king of Ireland. His tribe was 
one of the most considerable of the race of the 
Fir - bolg.
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its dark sides with foam* His spear is like 
Slimora’s fir,T<hat meets the wind bf heaven* 
His shield is marked with the strokes of 
battle. His red eye despises danger. These 
and a thousand other chiefs surrounded the 
king of Erin, when the scout of ocean came, 
Mor-annal*), from streamy Moi-Iena. His 
eyes hang forward from his face. His lips 
trembling, pale! '

,,Do the chiefs of Erin stand," he said, 
„silent as the grove of evening? Stand they, 
like a silent wood, and Fingal on the coast? 
Fingal, who is terrible in battle, the king 
of streamy Morven!" „Hast thou seen the 
warrior?" said Cairbar with a sigh. „Are 
his heroes many on the coast? Lifts he the 
spear of battle? Or comes the kingin peace?* 
„In peace he comes not, king of Erin’ I 
have seen his forward spear**). It is a meteor

*) Mor-annal, strong breath; a very proper 
name for a scout.

*) Mor-annal here alludes to the particular ap­
pearance of Fingal’s spear, If. a man upon his 
first landing in a strange country, kept the point 
of his spear forward, it denoted in those days 
that he came in a hostile manner, and accordingly 
he was treated as an epemy; if he kept the point 
behind him, it was a tbk^n of friendship, and 
he was immediately invited to die feast, ac­
cording to the hospitality of the times.
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of death,. The blood of thousands is on its 
steel. He came first to the shore, strong in 
the grey hair of age. Full rose his sinewy 
limbs, as he strode in his might. That sword, 
is by his side, which gives no second*)  wound. 
His shield, is terrible, like the bloody moon, 
ascending through a storm. Then came Os­
sian., king of songs. Then Morni’^ son, the 
first of men. Connal leaps forward on his 
spear. Dermid spreads his dark-brown locks. 

/ Dillan bends his bow, the young hunter of 
streamy Moruth. But who is that before them^ 
like the terrible course of a stream ’ It is the 
son of Ossian, bright between his locks’ His 
long hair falls on his back. His dark brows 
are half enclosed in steel. His sword hangs 
loose on his side. His spear glitters as he 
moves. I fled from his terrible eyes, king of 
high Teniora ’

*) This was she famous sword of Fingal , made by 
Luno, a smith of Lochlin, and after him poeti­
cally called the son of Luno: it is said of this 
sword, that it killed a man at eveiy stroke; and 
that Fingal never used it but in times of the 
greatest danger.

„Then fly, thou feeble man,“ said Fol- 
dath’s gloomy wrath, „Fly to the grey 
streams of thy land, son pf the little soul! 
Have not I seen that Oscar! I beheld tho
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chief in war. He is of the mighty in danger: 
but there are others who lift the spear. Erin 
has many sons as brave, king of Temora 
of Groves! Let Foldath meet him in his 
strength. let me stop this mighty stream. 
My spear is covered with blood, ,My shield 
is like the wall of Tura'“

„Shall Foldath *) alone meet the foe?« 
replied the dark-browed Malthos. „Are they 
not on our coast, like the waters of many 
streams? Are not these the chiefs, who van­
quished Swaran, when the sons of green Erin 
fled? Shall Foldath meet their bravest hero? 
Foldath of the heart of pride I take the strength 
of the people! and let Malthos come. My 
sword is red with slaughter, but who has 
heard my words ♦*)?«

“Sons of green Erin,u said Hidalla *), 
„let not Fingal hear your words. The foe

Foldath and Malthos appear always in opposition. 
The feuds between their families, which were the 
source of their hatred to one another , are mentioned 
in other poems.

**) That is, who has heard my vaunting? He intended 
the expression as a rebuke to the self-praise of 
Foldath.

Hidalla was the chief of Clonra, a small district ou 
the banks of the lake of Lego. The beauty of his 
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might rejoice, and his arm be strong in the 
land. Ye are brave, Owarriors! Ye are tem­
pests in war. Ye are like storms, which meet 
the rocks without fear, and overturn the 
woods. But let us move in our strength, slow 
as a gathered cloud! Then shall the mighty 
tremble; the spear shall fall from the hand of 
the valiant. We see the cloud of death, they 
will say, while shadows fly over their face. 
Fingal will mourn in his age. He shall behold 
his flying fame. The steps of his chiefs will 
cease in Morven. The mofs of years shall 
grow in Selma.“

Cairbar heard their words, in silence, 
like the cloud of a shower: it stands dark on 
Cromla, till the lightning bursts its side. The 
valley gleams with heaven’s flame; the spirits 
of the storm rejoice. So stood the silent king 
of Temora; at length his words broke forth. 
“Spread the feast on Moi-lena. Let my 
hundred bards attend. Thou red-haired Olla, 
take the harp of the king. Go to Oscar chief 
of swords. Bid Oscar to our joy. To-day 
we feast and hear the song: to-morrow break 
the spears! Tell him that I have raised the

person, his eloquence and genius for poetry are 
afterwards mentioned.
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tomb of Cathol *); that bards gave his friend 
to the winds. Tell him that Cairbar has 
heard of his fame, at the stream of resounding 
Carun **J. Cathmor ***) my brother is not 
here. He is not here with his thousands, 
and our arms are weak. Cathmor is a foe to 
strife at the feast! His soul is bright as that 
sun’ But Cairbar must fight with Oscar,

Cathol the son efMaronnan, or Moran, was mur­
dered by Cairbar , for his attachment to the family 
of Cormac. He had attended Oscar to the war of 
Inis-thono, where they contracted a great 
friendship for one another. Oscar, immediately 
after the death of Cathol, had sent a formal chal­
lenge to Cairbar , which he prudently declined , but 
conceived a secret hatred against Oscar, and had 
beforehand contrived to kill him ar the feast, to 
which he here invites him.

♦*) He alludes to the battle of Oscar against Caros, 
king of ships; who is supposed to be the same 
with Carausius the usurper.

***) Cathmor, great in battle, the son of Bor- 
bat-duthul, and brother of Cairbar king of Ireland, 
had, before the insurrection of tne Firbolg, passed 
over into Inis-huna, supposed to be a part of South 
Britain, to assist Conmor, king of that place, against 
his enemies. Cathmor was succefsful in the war, 
but, in'the course of it, Conmor was either killed, 
or died a natural death. Cairbar, upon intelligence 
of the designs of Fingal to dethrone him, had dis­
patched a messenger for Cathmor , who returned int® 
Ireland a few days before the opening of the poem. 



chiefs of woody Temora! His words for 
Cathol were many: the wrath of Cairbar 
burns. He shall fall on Moi-lena. My 
fame shall rise in blood.“

Their faces brightened round with joy., 
They spread over Moi-lena. The feast of 
shells is prepared. The songs of bards arise. 
The chiefs of Selma heard their joy *). We 
thought that mighty Cathmor came. Cath- 
mor the friend of strangers! the brother of 
redhaired Cairbar. Their souls were not 
the same. The light of heaven was in the 
bosom of Cathmor. His towers rose on the 
banks of Atha; seven paths led to his halls. 
Seven chiefs stood on the paths, and called 
the stranger to the feast! But Cathmor dwelt 
in the wood, to shun the voice of praise!

Olla, came with his songs. Oscar went 
to Cairbar’s feast. Three hundred warriors 
strode along Moi-lena of the streams. The 
grey dogs • bounded on the heath: Their 
howling reached afar. Fingal saw the de­
parting hero. The soul of the king was sad. 
He dreaded Cairbar’s gloomy thoughts, amid 
the feast of shells,. My son raised high the 
spear of Cormac, An hundred bards met him 
with songs. Cairbar concealed, with smiles,

•) Fingal’s army heard the jov that was in Cairbar’s 
camp. '
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the death that was dark in his soul. The 
feast is spread. The shells resound. Joy 
brightens the face of the host. But it was 
like the parting beam of the sun, when he 
is to hide his red head in a storm!

Cairbar rises in his arms. Darknefs gathers 
on his brow. The hundred harps cease at 
once. The clang*)  of shields is jjeard. Far 
distant on the heath Olla raised a song of 
woe. My son knew the sign of death; and 
rising seized his spear. „Oscar,« said the 
dark.-red Cairbar, behold the spear**)  of 
Eun. The spear of Temora^ glitters in thy 
hand, son of woody Morven! It was the 
pi ide of an hundred ft) kings. The death 

*) When a chief was determined to kill a person al­
ready in his power, it was usual to signify that 
his death was intended , by the sound of a shield 
sn uck with the blunt end of a spear; at the same 
time that a bard at a distance raised the death 
song,

**) Cormac, the son of Arth, had given the spear, 
which is here the foundation of the quarrel, to 
Oscar, when he came to congratulate him upon 
Swaran’s being expelled from Ireland.

■f) Ti’mdri’, the house of the great king, 
the name of the royal palace of the supreme kings 
of Ireland.

ttJ Hundred here is an indefinite number, and is 
only intended to exprefs a great many.



of heroes of old, Yield it, son of Ossian, 
yield it to carborne Cairbar!"

„Shall I yield," Oscar replied, „the gift 
of Erin’s injured king: the gift of fair-haiied 
Cormac, when Oscar scattered his foes? I 
qame to Cormac’s halls of joy, when Swaran 
fled from Fingal. Gladnefs rose in the face 
of youth, He gave the spear of Temora, 
Nor did he give it to the feeble: neither to 
the weak in soul. The darknefs of thy face 
is no storm to me: nor are thine eyes the 
flame of death. Do 1 fear thy clanging shield? 
Tremble i at Olla’s song? INo: Cairbar, 
frighten the feeble; Oscar is a rock!"

„Wilt thou not yield the spear?" replied 
the rising pride of Cairbar. „Are thy words 
so mighty, because Fingal is near? Fingal 
with aged locks, from Morven’s hundred 
groves! He has fought with little men. But 
he must vanish before Cairbar, like a thin 
pillar of mist before the winds of Atha*}!"  
„Were he who fought with little men, near 
Atha’s haughty chief: Atha’s chief would 
yield green Erin to avoid his rage! Speak 
not of the mighty, O Cairbar! Turn thy 
sword on me. Our strength is equal: but

•) Atha, shallow river: the name of Cairbar’s 
seat in Connaught.
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Fingal is renowned! the first of mortal 
men!K

Their people saw the darkening chiefs. 
Their crowding steps are rheard around. 
Their eyes roll in lire. A thousand swords 
are half unsheathed. Red - haired Olla raised 
the song of battle. The trembling joy of 
Oscar’s soul arose: the wonted joy of his 
soul, when Fingal’s horn was heard. Dark 
as the swelling wave of ocean before the 
rising winds', when it bends its head near 
the coast, came, on the host of Cairbar’

Daughter of Toscar *) ’ why that tear? 
He is not fallen yet. Many were the deaths 
of his arm before my hero fell’

*3 Malvina, the daughter of Toscar, to whom is ad­
dressed that part of the poem which related to the 
death of Oscar her lover.

Behold they fall before my son, like 
groves in the desert; when an angry ghost 
rushes through night, and takes their green 
heads in his hand’ Morlath falls. Maron- 
nan dies. Conachar trembles in his blood! 
Cairbar shrinks before Oscar’s sword! He 
creeps in darknefs behind a stone. He lifts 
the spear in secret; he pierces my Oscar’s 
side’ He falls forward on his shield: his 
knee sustains the chief. But still his spear 
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is in his hand* See gloomy Cairbar *) falls J 
The steel pierced his forehead, and divided

♦) The Irish historians place the death of Cairbar 
in the latter end of the third century: they say 
he was killed in battle against Oscar the son of 
Ossian, but deny that he fell by his hand’

It is, however, certain, that the Irish bards 
disguise, in some measure, this part of their 
history. An Irish poem on this subject, which, 
undoubtedly, was the source of their information 
concerning the battle of Gabhra, where Cairbar 
fell, is just now in my hands. As a translation 

, of the poem (which, though evidently no very 
ancient composition, does not want poetical 
fnerit) would extend this note to too great a 
length, I shall only give the story of it in brief, 
with some extracts from the original Irish.

Oscar, says the Irish bard, was invited to a 
fedst, at Temora, by Cairbar king of Ireland. A 
dispute arose between the two heroes concerning 
the exchange of spears, which was usually made 
between the guests and their host updri such 
occasions. In the course of their altercation, 
Cairbar said, in a boastful ifthnner, that he would 
hunt on the hills of Albion , and cany tl\e spoils 
of it into Ireland, in spite of all the efforts of 
its inhabitants. The original words are,

' Briathar buan sin ; Briathar buan
A bheireadh an Cairbre rua’, 
Gti tuga’ se sealg, agus creacli 
A Ii’Albin a sa’r na mhaireach.

Oscar replied, that, the next day, he himself 
would carry into Albion the spoils of the five

Vol. XV. I
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his red hair behind. He lay, like a shattered 
rock, which Crorola shakes from its shaggy 
side; when the greenvallied Erin shakes’ its 
mountains, from sea to sea !

But never more shall Oscar rise! He leans 
on his bossy shield. His spear is in his ter­
rible hand. Erin’s sons stand distant and 
dark. Their shouts arise, like crowded 
streams. Moi - lena echoes wide, Fingal 
heard the sound. He took the spear of 
Selma. His steps are before us on the heath, 
He spoke the words of woe. „I hear the

provinces of Ireland, in spite of the opposition 
of Cairbar.

Briathar eilean aghai’ sin 
A bheirea’ an t1 Oscar, og, calma 
Gu’n tugadli sealg agus creach 
Do dh’ALBiN an Far na mhaireach, etc.

Oscar, inconsequence of his threats, began to 
lay wa^te Ireland; but, as he rettuned with tha 
spoil into Ulster, through the narrow pafs of 
Gabhra (C a o i 1 g h 1 e n G h a b h r a) he was met 
by Cairbar, and a battle ensued, in which both 
the heroes fell by mutual wounds The bard 
gives a very curious list of the followers of 
Oscar, as they marched to battle. They appear 
to have been five hundred in number, command­
ed, as the poet expresses it, by five heroes 
O,f the blood of kings. This poem men­
tions Fingal, as arriving from Scotland before 
Oscar died of his wounds.
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noise of war, Young Oscar is alone, Rise, 
sons of Morven: join the hero’s sword !w

Ossian rushed along the heath, Fillan 
bounded over Moi-lena. Fingal strode in 
his strength. The light of his shield is 
terrible. The sons of Erin saw it far distant. 
They trembled in their souls. They knew 
that the wrath of the king arose: and they 
foresaw their death. We first arrived. We 
fought, Erin’s chiefs ^withstood our rage. 
But when the king came, in the sound of 
his course, what heart of steel could stand » 
Erin fled over Moi-lena. Death pursued 
their flight. We saw Oscar on his shield. 
We saw his blood around. Silence daskened 
every face. Each turned his back and wept. 
The king strove to hide his tears. His grey 
beard whistled in the wind. He bends his 
head above the chief. His words are mixed 
with sighs.

„Art thou fallen, O Oscar! in the midst 
of thy course? the heart of the aged beats 
over thee! He sees thy coming wars! The 
wars which ought to come he sees! Th<y 
are cut off fiom thy fame! When shall joy 
dwell at Selma? When shall grief depart 
from Morven? My sons fall by degrees: 
Fingal is the last of his race. My famd 
begins to pafs away. Mine age will be

I a
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without friends, I shall sit a grey cloud in 
my hall. I shall not hear rhe return of a 
son, in his sounding arms. Weep, ye heroes 
of Morven’ never more shall Oscar rise “ 
1 And they did weep, O Fingal! Dear 
was the hero to their souls. He went out 
to battle, and the foes vanished. He returned 
in peace, amidst their joy. No father 
mourned his son slain in youth: no brother 
his. brother of love. They fell, without 
tears, for the chief of the people is low I 
Bran *) is howling at his feet: gloomy Luath 
is sad, for he had often led them to the 
chase; to the bounding roe of the desert’

When Oscar saw his friends around, 
his heaving breast arose. „The groans,« he 
said, „of aged chiefs: The howling of my 
dogs: The sudden bursts of the song of 
grief, have melted Oscar’s soul. My soul, 
that never melted before. It was like the 
steel of my sword. Ossian, carry me to my 
hills! Raise the stones of my renown. Place 
the horn of a deer: place my sword by my 
side. The torrent hereafter may raise the 
earth: the hunter may, find the steel and 
say, „This has been Oscar’s sword, the 
pride of other years'* „Fallest thou, son

*) Bran was one of Fingal’s dogs. Bran signifies 
a iu ount a in s trc am.
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of my fame! shall I never see thee* Oscar! 
When others hear of their sons; shall 1 not 
hear of thee? The mofs is on thy four grey 
stones. The mournful wind is there. The 
battle shall be fought without thee. Thou 
shalt not pursue the dark - brown hinds. 
When the warrior returns from battles, and 
tells of other lands; „I have seen a tomb/* 
he will say, „by the roaring stream, the 
dark dwelling of a chief. He fell by car- 
borne Oscar, the first of mortal men/ I, 
perhaps, shall hear his voice. A beam of 
joy will rise in my soul.M

Night would have descended in sorroyv, 
and morning returned in the shadow of 
grief. Our chiefs would have stood, like 
cold dropping rocks on Moi-lena, and have 
forgot the war; did no,t the king disperse 
his grief, and raise his mighty voice. The 
chiefs, as new awakened from dreams, lift 
up their heads around.

„How long on Moi-lena shall we weep? 
How long pour in Erin our tears? The 
mighty will not return, Oscar shall not 
rise in his strength. The valiant must fall 
in their day, and be no more known on 
their hills. Where are our fathers, O war­
riors ’ the chiefs of the times of old ? They 
have set like stars that have shone. We 
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only hear the sound of their praise. But 
they were renowned in their years: the 
terror of other times. Thus shall we pafs 
away, in the day of our fall. Then let us 
be renowned when we may; and leave our 
fame behind us, like the last beams of the 
sun, when he hides his red head in the 
west. The traveller mourns his absence, 
thinking of the flame of his beams. Ullin, 
my aged bard • take thou the ship of the 
king. Garry Oscar to Selma of harps. Let 
thn daughters of Morven weep. We must 
light in Erin, for the race of fallen Cormac. 
The days of my years begin to fail. I feel 
the weaknefs of my arm. My fathers b^nd 
from their clouds, to receive their grey- 
hair’d son. But before I go hence, one 
beam of fame shall rise. My days shall end, 
as my years begun, in fame. My life shall 
be one stream of light to bards of other 
times!4* ,

Ullin rais’d his white sails. The wind 
of the south came forth. He bounded on 
the waves toward Selma. 1 remained in 
rhy grief, but my words were not heard. 
The feast is spread on Moi lena. An 
hundred heroes reared the tomb of Cairbar. 
No song is raised over the chief. His soul 
had been dark and bloody. The bards 
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remembered the fall of Cormac! what could, 
they say in Gairbar’s praise?

Night came rolling down. The light of 
an hundred oaks arose. Fingal sat beneath 
a tree. Old Althan *)  stood in the midst. 
He told the tale of fallen Cormac. Althan 
the son of Conachar, the friend of car- 
borne Cuthullin. He dwelt with Cormac in 
windy Temora, when Semo’s 'son fell at 
Lego’s stream. The tale of Althan was 
mournful. The tear was in his eye, when 
he spoke.

*) Althan, the son of Conachar, was the chief 
bard of Arth king of Ireland. After the death of 
Arth, Althan attended his son Cormac, and was 
present at his death. He had made his escape 
from Cairbar, by the means of Cathmor, and 
coming to Fingal, related, as here, the death of1 
his master Cormac.

**) Althan speaks.

Doira, the woodyside of a mountain; 
1 it is here a hill in the neighbourhood of Teniorg.

**) „The setting sun was yellow on Do­
ra f)» Grey evening began to descend. Te- 
mora’s woods shook with the blast of the 
unconstant, wind. A cloud gathered in the 
west. A red star looked from behind its 
edge. I stood in the wood alone. I saw a 
ghost on the darkening air! His stride 



i56

extended from hill to hill. His shield was 
dim on his side* It was the son of Semo. 
I knew the warrior’s face. But he passed 
away in his blast; and all was dark around f 
My soul was sad.' I went to the hall of 
shells. A thousand lights arose. The hundred 
bards had strung the harp. Cormac stood 
in the midst, like the morning star, when 
it rejoices on the eastern hill, and its young 
beams are bathed in showers. Bright and 
silent is its progrefs aloft, but the cloud 
that shall hide it, is near’ The sword of 
Artho *) was in the hand of the king. He 
looked with joy on its polished studs: thrice 
he attempted to draw it, and thrice he 
failed; his yellow locks are spread on his 
shoulders! his cheeks of youth are red. I 
mourned over the beam of youth, for he 
was soon to set’u

„Althan!“ he said, with a smile, „didst 
thou behold my father ? Heavy is the sword 
of the king; surely his arm was strong. O 
that I were like him in battle, when the 
rage of his wrath arose! then would I have 
met with Cuthullin, the car-borne son of 
Cantela! But years may come on, O Althan* 
and my arm be strong. Hast thou heard of

*) Artli, or Aitho} the father of Cormac, king of 
Ireland
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Semo*s  son, the ruler of high Temora? He. 
might have returned with his fame. He 
promised to return to - night. My bards- 
wait him with songs. My feast is spread in 
the hall of kings.* 4

*) Cuthullin is called the king of Tura from $ 
castle of that name on tlie coast of Ulster, where
he dwelt, before he undertook the management 
of the affairs of Ireland, in the minority of 
Cormac. '

I heard Cormac in silence. My tears 
began to flow. I hid them with my aged 
Tocks. The king perceived my grief. „Son 
of Conachar’** he said, „is the son of Semo*)  
low? Why bursts the sigh in secret? Why 
descends the tear? Comes the car-borne 
Torlath? Comes the sound of red-haired 
Cairbar? They come! for 1 behold thy grief. 
Mossy Tura’s chief is low! Shah I not rush 
to battle? But I cannot lift the spear! O 
had mine arm the strength of CuthuUin, 
soon would Cairbar fly; the fame of my 
fathers would be renewed; and the deeds of 
other times!“

He took his bow. The tears flow down 
from both his sparkling eyes. Grief saddens 
round. The bards bend forward from their 
hundred harps. The lone &ast touched their 
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trembling strings. The sound*) is sad and 
low! A voice is heard at a distance, as of 
«ne in grief. It was Carril of other times, 
who came from dark. Slimora **), He told 
of the fall of Cuthullin. He told of his mighty 
deeds. The people were scattered round 
his tomb. Their arms lay on the ground. 
They had forgot the war, for he, their fire, 
was seen no more *

„But who,« said the soft-voiced Carril, 
„who come like bounding roes? Their stature 
is like young trees in the valley, growing in 
a shower! Soft and ruddy are their cheeks! 
Fearlefs souls look forth from the eyes’ 
Who but the sons of Usnothf). chief of

*) That prophetic sound, mentioned in other 
poems, which the harps of the bards emitted be­
fore the death of a person worthy and renowned. 
It is here an omen of the death of Cormac, which, 
soon after followed.

**) Slimora, a hill in Connaught, near which. 
Cuthullin was killed.

-}-) Usnoth chief of Etha, a district on the western 
coast of Scotland, had three sons, Nathos, 
Althos, and Ardan, by Slissama the sister of Cu­
thullin. The three brothers, when very young, 
were sent over to Ireland by their father, to learn 
the use of arms under their uncle, whose military 
fame was very great in that kingdom. They had 
just arrived in Ulster when the news of Cuthul­
lin’s death arrived. Nathos, the eldest of the 
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streamy EthaP The people rise on every 
side, like the strength of an half-extinguished 
fire, when the winds come sudden, from 
the desert, on their rustling wings. Sudden 
glows the dark'brow of the hill; the passing 
mariner lags, on his winds. The sound of 
Caiihbat’s *) shield was heard. The warriors 
saw Cuthullin **) in Nathos, So rolled his 
sparkling eyes! his steps were such on heath’ 
Battles are fought at Lego, The sword of 
Nathos prevails. Soon shalt thou behold 
him in thy halls, king of Temora of groves !“

„Soon may I behold the chief replied 
the blue-eyed king. „But my soul is sad 
for Cuthullin. His voice was pleasant in 
mine ear. Often have we moved, on Dora, 
to the chase of the dark-brown hinds. His

three brothers , took the command of Cuthullin’s 
army, and made head against Cairbar the chief 
of Atha. Cairbar having, at last, murdered 
young king Cormac at Temora, the army of Na­
thos shifted sides, and the brothers were obliged 
to return into Ulster, in order to pals over into 
Scotland, The sequel of their mournful story 
is related at large, in the poem of Darthula.

*) Caithbait was grandfather to Cuthullin; and his 
shield was made use of t:0 alarm his posterity to 
the battles of the family.

•*) That is, they saw a manifest likenefs between 
the person of Nathos and Cuthullin.



bow was unerring on the hills. He spoke 
of mighty men. He told of the deeds of 
my rising joy. But sit thou at the feast, 
O Carril! t have often heard thy voice. 
Sing in praise of Guthullin. Sing of jNathos. 
of Etha * *)  «

*) Nathos the son of Usnoth.

* *) Geal - lamha, w h i t e h a n d e d.

From this expression, we understand that Cair­
bar had entered the palace of Temora, in the 
midst of Cormac’s speech.

Day rose on Temora, with all the beams 
of the east. Crathin came to the hall, the 
son of old Gellama **).  „I behold, he said, 
„a cloud in the desert, kirjg of Erin! a 
cloud it seemed at first, but now a crowd 
of men! One strides before them in his 
strength. His red hair flies in wind. His 
shield glitters to the beam of the east. His 
spear is in his hand.w „Call him to the 
feast of Temora,“ replied the brightening 
king. „My hall is the house of strangers, 
son of generous Gellama’ It is perhaps the 
chief of Etha, coming in all his renown. 
Hail, mighty f) stranger! art thou of the 
friends of Cormac? But Carril, he is dark, 
and unlovely. He draws his sword. Is that 
the son of Usnoth, bard of the times of old?M
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„Tt is not the sdn of Usnothl* said 
Carril. „lt is Cairbar thy foe. Why comest 
thou in thy arms to Temora? chief of the 
gloomy brow. Let not thy sword rise against 
Cormac’ Whither dost thou turn thy speed?* 
He passed on in darknefs. He seized >he 
hand of the king Cormac foresaw his death; 
the rage of his eyes arose. ^Retire, thou 
chief of Atha! Nathos comes with war. Thou 
art bold in Cormac’s hall, for his arm is 
weak * The sword entered the side of the 
king. He fell in the halls of his fathers. 
His fair hair is in the dust. His blood is 
smoking round,

„Art thou fallen in thy halls*)?“ said 
Carril „O son of noble Artho! The shield 
of Cuthullin was not near. Nor the 'Sppar 
of thy father. Mournful are the mountains 
of Erin, for the chief of the people is low* 
Blest be thy soul, O Cormac’ Thou art 
darkened in thy youth.*

His words came to the ears of Cairbar* 
He closed**) us in the midst of darknefs. 
He feared to stretch his sword to the bards f)t

*) Althan speaks. ’
**) That is, himself and Carril, as it afterwards 

appears. '
f) The persons of the bards were so sacred, , that 

even he who had just murdered his sovereign* 
feared to kill them.
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though his soul was dark. Long we pined 
alone! At length the noble Cathmor came* 
He heard our voice from the cave* He 
turned the eye of his wrath on Caiibar*

„Brother of Cathmor “ he said, „how 
long wilt thou pain my soul? Thy heart is 
a rock.. Thy thoughts are dark and bloody ’ 
But thou art the brother of Cathmor; and 
Cathmor shall shine in thy war* But my soul 
is not like thine: thou feeble hand in fight’ 
The light of my bosom is stained with thy 
deeds* Bards will not sing of my renown: 
They may say, „Cathmor was brave, but he 
fought for gloomy Caitbar.“ Thy will pafs 
over my tomb in silence. My fame shall not 
be heard. Cairbar! loose the bards. They 
are the sons of future times. Their voice 
shall be heard in other years; after the kings 
of femora have failed. We came forth at 
the words of the chief. We saw him iu his 
strength. He was like thy youth, O Fingal I 
when thou first didst lift the spear. His face 
was like the plain of the sun, when it is 
bright* No darknefs travelled over his brow. 
But he came with his thousands to aid the 
red-haired Cairbar. Now he comes to revenge 
his death, O king of woody Morven!"

„Let Cathmor come," replied the king. 
„I love a foe so great. His soul is bright.
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His arm is strong. His battles are full of 
fame. But the little soul is a vapour that 
hovers round the mar*hy lake. It never rises 
on the green hill, lest the winds should meet 
it there. Its dwelling is in'the cave, it sends 
forth the dart of death! Our ybung heroes, 
O warriors! are like the renown of our fathers. 
They fight in youth. They fall. Their names 
are in song. Fingal is amid his darkening, 
years. He must not fall, as an aged oak, 
acrofs a secret stream. Near it are the steps 
of the hunter, as it lies beneath the wind. 
„How is that tree fallenhe says, and, 
whistling, strides along. Raise the song of 
joy, ye bards of Morven! Let our souls forget 
the past. The red stars look on us from 
clouds, and silently descend. Soon shall the 
grey beam of the morning rise, and show us 
the foes of Cormac, FillanLmy son, take 
thou the spear of the king. Go to Mora’s 
dark brown side. Let thine eyes travel over 
the heath, Observe the foes of Fingal: Ob­
serve the course of generous Cathmor. I 
hear a distant sound, like falling rocks in the 
desert. But strike thou thy shield, at times, 
that they may not come through night, and 
the fame of Morven cease. I begin to be 
alone, my son, I dread the fall of my 
renown!“
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The voice of bards arose. The king leaned 

on the shield of Trenmor* Sleep descended 
on his eyes. His future battles arose in his 
dreams. The host are sleeping around. Dark­
haired Fillan observes the foe. His steps 
are on a distant hill. We hear at times, his 
clanging shield.

TMORA:
AN EPIC POEM.

BOOK IL

A r o u ja e n r.

This hook opens, we may suppose, about 
mid - night , with a soliloquy of Qssian, 
who had retired from the rest of the army 
to mourn for his \on Oscar, Upon hearing 
the noise of Cathmor's army approaching, 
he went to find, out his brother Fillan, 
who kept the watch on the hill of Mora, 
in the front of Fingal's army, Jn the 
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(f Conor, the son of Trenmor, who was 
the first king of Ireland * is introduced, 
which lays open the origin of the contests 
between the Gael and Firbolg, the two 
nations Who first possessed themselves of 
that island, Ossian kindles a fire on 
Mora; upon which Cathmor desisted from 
the design he had formed of surprising 
the army of the Caledonians. He calls a 
council of his chiefs; reprimands Foldath 
for advising a night-attack, as the Irish 
army were so much superior in number to 
the enemy. The bard Fonar introduces the 
story of Crothar, the ancestor of the 
king, which throws further light on the 
history of Ireland, and the original pre­
tensions of the family of Atha, to the 
throne of that kingdom. The Irish chiefs 
lie down to rest, and Cathmor him t elf 
undertakes the watch. In this circuit round 
the army he is met by Ossian. The inter­
view of the two heroes is described. Cath^ 
mor obtains a promise from Ossian to or def 
a funeral elegy to be sung over the grave of 
Cairbar; it being the opinion of the timest 
that the souls of the dead could not be 
happy till their elegies were sung by a bard. 
Morning comes. Cathmor and Ossian part; 
and the latter, casually meeting with Carril

Vol. XVi K” ' 
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the sou of Kinfena, sends that bard, with 
a funeral song, so the tomb of Cairbar.

Father of heroes! O Trenmor! Hight 
dweller of eddying winds! where the dark- 
red thunder marks the troubled clouds! Open 
thou thy stormy halls. Let the bards of old 
be near. Let them draw near, with songs 
and their half-viewlefs harps. No dweller 
of misty valley comes! No hunter unknown 
at his streams! It is the car-borne Oscar 
from the fields of yvar. Sudden is thy change, 
my son, from what thou wert on dark 
Moi-lena! The blast folds thee in its skirt, 
and rustles through the sky J Dost thou not 
behold thy father, at the stream of night? 
The chiefs of Morven sleep far distant. They 
have lost no son! But ye have lost a hero, 
chiefs of reSounding Morven! Who could 
equal his strength, when battle rolled against 
his side, like the darknefs of crowded 
waters? Why- this cloud on Ossian’s soul? 
It ought to burn in danger. Erin is hear 
with her host. The king of Selma is alone. 
Alone thou shalt not be, my father, while 
I can lift the spear!

I rose, in all my arms. I rose and listened 
to the wind. The shield of Fillan*) is not y

*) We understand, from the preceding book, that 
Cathmor was near with an army. When Cairbar
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heard, I tremble for the son of Fingal, 
„Why should the foe>come by night? Why 
should the dark-haired warrior fail ?“ Distant, 
sullen murmurs rise: like the noise of the 
lake of Lego, when its waters shrink, in the 
days of frost, and all its bursting ice resounds. 
The people of Lara look to heaven, and 
foresee the storm I My steps are forward on 
the heath. The spear of Oscar in my hand! 
Red stars looked from high. 1 gleamed, along 
the night.

J saw Fillan silent before me, bending 
was killed, the tribes who attended him fell 
back to Cathnjor; who, as it afterwards appears, 
had taken a resolution to surprise Fingal by 
night. Fillan was dispatched to the hill of Mora, 
which was in the front of the Caledonians, to 
observe the motions of Cathmor. In this situa-, 
tion were affairs when Ossian, upon healing the 
noise of the approaching enemy, went to find 
out his brother. Their conversation naturally 
introduces the episode concerning Conar the son 
of Trenmor,. the first Irish monarch, which is 
so necessary to the understanding the foundation 
of the rebellion and usurpation of Cairbar and 
Cathmor. Fillan was the youngest of the sons of 
Fingal then living. He and Bosmina, mentioned 
in the battle of Lora, were the only children 
of the king, by Clatho the daughter of ’ Cath .Ila 
king of Inis-tore, whom he had taken to wife 
after the death of Ros - crana, the daughter of 
Cormac Mac - Conal king of Ir eland.

K 2
*



r48

forward ‘ from Mora’s rock. He heard the 
shout of the foe. The joy of his soul arose, 
he heard my sounding tread, and turned his 
lifted spear. „Comest thou, son of night, 
in peace? Or dost thou meet my wrath? 
The foes of Fingal are mine. Speak, or fear 
my steel. I stand not, in vain, the shield 
of Morven’s race,« „Mever mayst thou stand 
in vain*,  son of blue-eyed Clatho! Fingal 
begins tobe alone. Darknefs gathers on the last 
of his days. Yet he has two*)  sons who 
ought to shine in war. Who ought to be 
two beams of light, near the steps of his 
departure, “

*) That is, two sons in Ireland. Fergus, the second 
son of Fingal, was , at that time, on an expedi- 

' tion, which is mentioned in one of the lesser
poems.

**) The southern parts of, Ireland went for some 
time under the name of Bolga, horn the Fir- 
bolg or Belgae of Britain who settled a colony 
there. Bolg signifies a quiver, from W’hich 
proceeds Fir-bolg, i. e. bowmen; so called 
from' their using bows more than any of th® 
neighbouring nations.

„Son of Fingal,« replied the youth, ,Jt. 
is not long since I raised the spear. Few 
are the marks of my sword in war. But 
Fillan’s soul is fire! The chiefs of Bolga **)  
crowd around the shield of generous Cath- 
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mor. Their gathering is on that heath. 
Shall my steps approach their host? I yielded 
to Oscar alone, in the strife of the race, 
on Cona

„Fi!lan, thou shalt not approach their 
host} nor fall before thy fame is known*  
My name is heard in song: when needful I 
advance. From the skirts of night 1 shall 
view them over all their gleaming tribes. 
Why, Fillan, didst thou speak of Oscar! 
Why awake my sigh? I must forget the war­
rior, till the storm is rolled away. Sadnefs 
ought not to dwell in danger, nor the tear 
in the eye of war. Our fathers forgot their 
fallen sons, till the noise of arms was past. 
Then sorrow returned to the tomb, and the 
song of bards arose,*  The memory of those 
who fell 9 quickly followed the departure of 
war: When the tumult of battle is past, the 
soul, in silence, melts away, for the dead.

*) Conar, the first king of Ireland, was the son of 
Trenmor, the great grandfather of Fingal. It was 
on account of this family connection that Fingal 
was engaged, in so many wars in the cause of 
rhe race of Conar. Though few of the actions 
of Trenmor are mentioned, he was the most re­
nowned name of antiquity. The most probable 
opinion concerning him is, that he was the first 
who united the tribes of the Caledonians, and

Conar *)  was the brother of Trathal, 
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first of mortal men. His battles were on 
every xioast. A thousand streams rolied 
down the xblood ot his foes. His fame filled 
green Erin, like a pleasant gale. The nations 
gathered in Ullin, and they blessed the king; 
the king of the race of their fathers, from 
the land of Selma.

The chiefs *) of the south were gathered, 
in the darknefs of their pride. In the hor­
rid cave of Muma they mixed their secret 
words. Thither often , they said, the 
spirits of their fathers came; showing their 
pale forms from the chinky rocks: reminding 

commanded them, in chief, against the incursions 
of the Romans. The genealogists df the Slortli 
have traced his family far back, and given a list 
of his ancestors to Cuanmdr nan lan, or 
Conmor of the swords, who, according to thfem, 
was the first who crossed the great sea to Ca­
ledonia , from which circumstance his name 
proceeded, which signifies Great ocean. 
Genealogies of so ancient a date, however, are 
little to be depended upon.

*) The chiefs of the Fir-bolg, who possessed therA- 
selves of the south of Ireland, prior, perhaps, to 
the settlement of the Caelof Caledonia, and 
the Hebrides, in Ulster. From the sequel, it 
appears that the Ffi-bolg were by much the 
most powerful nation; and it is probable that the 
Cael must have submitted to them, had they not 
received succours from their mother country, 
under the command of Conar. 
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them of the honour of Bolga. „Why should 
Conar reignthey s^id, „the son of re­
sounding Morven ?“

They came forth, like the streams of 
the desert, with the roar of their hundred 
tribes. Conar was a rock before them: 
broken they rolled on every side. But 
often they returned, and the sons of Selma 
fell. The king stood, among the tombs of 
his warriors. He darkly bent his mournful 
f^ce. His soul was rolled into itself; and he 
had marked the place, where he was 
to fall: when Trathal came, in his strength, 
his brother from cloudy Morven, Nor did 
he come alone. Colgar *)  was at his side; 
Colgar the son of the king and of white- 
bosomed Solin-corma,

*) Colg-er, fiercely looking warrior. Sulin* 
corma, blue eyes. Colger was the eldest of 
the sons of Trathal: Conihal, who was the father 
of Fingal, was very young when the present ex­
pedition to Ireland happened. It is remarkable, 
that of all the ancestors of Fingal, tradition 
makes the least mention of Comhal; which, 
probably, proceeded from the unfortunate life 
and untimely death of that hero. From some 
passages concerning him wo learn, indeed, that 
he was brave, but he wanted conduct. \

As Trenmor , clothed with meteors, 
descends from the halls of thunder, pouring



15a
/

the dark, storm before him over the troubled 
sea: so Colgar descended to battle, and 
wasted the echoing Held, His father rejoiced 
over the hero: but an arrow came! his tomb 
was raised, without a tear. The king was 
to fevenge his son. He lightened forward 
in battle, till Bolga yielded at her streams!

When peace returned to the land: 
When his blue waves bore the king to 
Morven; then he remembered his son, and 
poured the silent tear. Thrice did the bards, 
at the cave of Furmono, call the soul of 
Colgan They called him to the hills of his 
land. He heard them in his mist., Trathal 
placed his sword in the cave, that the spirit 
of his son might rejoice.

„Colgar son of Trathal!“ said Fillan, 
5,thou wert renowned in youtlj! But the 
king hath not marked my sword,' bright- 
streaming on the Held. 1 go forth with the 
crowd. I return, without my fame. But 
the foe approaches, Ossjan’ I hear their 
murmur on the heath. The sound of their 
steps is like thunder, in the bosom of the 
ground; when the rocking hills shake their 
groves, and not a blast pours from the 
darkened sky!“

Ossian turned sudden cn his spear. He 
raised the flame of an oak on high, I spread

i
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it large, on Mora’s wind. Cathmor stopt in 
his course. Gleaming he stood, like a rock*  
on whose sides are the wandering of blasts; 
which seize its echoing streams, and clothe 
them oyer with ice. So stood the friend of 
strangers’ The winds lift his heavy locks. 
Thou art the tallest of the race of Erin, 
king of streamy Atha ’

*) Fonar, the man of song. Before the in­
troduction of Christianity, a name was notinfposed 
upon any person till he had distinguished him­
self by some remarkable action, from which his 
name should be derived.

„First of bards,« said Cathmor t „Fonar *),  
call the chiefs of Erin. Call red-hair’d 
Cormar: dark-browed Malthos: the side 
long-looking gloom of Maronan. Let the 
pride of Foldath appear. The red rolling 
eye of Turlotho. Nor let Hidalla be forgot; 
his voice, in dahger, is the sound of a 
shower, , when it falls in the blasted vale, 
near Atha’S falling stream. Pleasant is its 
sound, on the plain, whilst broken thunder 
travels over the sky!w

They came, in their clanging arms. 
They bent forward to his voice, as if a spirit 
of their fathers spoke from a cloud of night. 
Dreadful shone they to the light; like the 
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fall of the stream of Brumo *) when the 
meteor lights it, before the nightly stranger. 
Shuddering, he stops in his journey, and 
looks up for the beam of the morn!

„Why**) delights Foldath," said the 
king, „to pour the blood of foes by night? 
Fails his arm in battle, in the beams of 
day? Few are the foes before us, why 
should we clothe us in shades? The valiant 

/ delight to shine, in the battles of their land! 
Thy council was in vain, chief of Moma’ 
The eyes of Morven do not sleep. They 

xare watchful, as eagles, on their mossy 
rocks. Let each collect, beneath his cloud, 
the strength of his roaring tribe* To mor­
row I move in light to meet the foes of 
Bolga? Mighty was he that is low, the race 
of Borbar-Duthul!“

„Not unmarked!" said Foldath, „were 
my steps before thy race* In light, I met

*) Brumo was a place of worship (Fing. b. 6.) in 
Craca, which is supposed to be one of the isles 
of Shetland. It was thought, that the spirits of 
the deceased haunted it by night, which adds 
more tenor to the description introduced here. 
The horrid c i r cle o f Brumo, w h e r e 
often, they s<1 i d, the ghosts of he dead 
howled round the st on e of fear,

**) From this passage, it appears, that it was 
Foldath who had advised the night-attack. 
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the foes of Cairbar. The warrior praised 
my deeds. But his stone was raised without 
a tear! No bard *) sung over Erin’s king. 
Shall his foes rejoice along their mossy 
hills? No: they must not rejoice! He was the 
friend of Foldath.’ Our words were mixed, 
in secret, inMoma’s silent cave; whilst 
thou, a boy in the field, pursuedst the 
thistle’s beard. With Moma’s sons I shall 
rush abroad, and find the foe, on his dusky 
hills. Fingal shall lie, without his song, the 
grey - haired king of Selma “

„Dost thou think, thou feeble man,“ re­
plied Gathmor, half-enraged: „Dost thou 
think Fingal can fall, without his fame, in 
Erin? Could the bards be silent at the tomb 
of Selma’s king? The song would burst in 
secret! the spirit of the king would rejoice! 
It is when thou shalt fall, that the bard shall 
forget the song. Thou art dark, chief of 
Moma, though thine arm is a tempest in 
war. Do 1 forget the king of Erin, in his 
narrow house? My soul is not lost to Gairbar, 
the brother of my love’ I marked the bright 
beams of joy, which travelled oyer his cloudy

To have no funeral elegy sung over his tomb, was , 
among the Celtae, reckoned the greatest misfortune 
that could befal a man; as his soul could not other- I 
wise be admitted to the a.iry hall of his fathers:. 
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mind, when I returned, with fame, to Atha 
of the streams. “

Tall they removed, beneath the words 
of the king. Each to his own dark tribe; 
where, humming', they rolled on the heath, 
faint-glittering to the stars*  like waves, in 
a rocky bay, before the nightly wind. Beneath 
an oak, lay the chief of Atha. His shield, 
a dusky round, hung high. IN ear him, against 
a rock, leaned the fair stranger*)  of Inis- 
huna: that beam of light, with wandering 
locks, from Lumon of the roes. At distance 
rose the voice of Fonar, witA the deeds of 
the days of old. The song fails, at times, 
in Lubar’s growing roar’

*) fey the stranger oflnis-huna, is meant Sul- 
malla, the daughter of Conmor king of Inis - huna, 
the ancient pame of that part of South Britain, 
which is next to the Irish coast. She had followed 
Cathmor in disguise. Her story is related at large in 
the fourth hook.

**) Crothar was the ancestor of Cathmor,' and the 
first of his family who had settled in Atha. It was, 
in his time, that the first wars were kindled between 
the Fir-beg and Cael,

„Crothar**),«  begun the bard, „first 
dwelt at Atha’s mossy stream! A thousand 
oaks , from the mountains, formed his 
echoing hall. The gathering of the people 
was there, around the feast of the blue­
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eyed king. But who , among his chiefs, was 
like ttye stately Crothar? Warriors kindled 
in his presence. The young sigh of the 
virgins rose. In Alnecma *) was the warrior 
honoured' the first of the race of Bolga.

„He pursued the chase in Ullin: on the 
mofs- covered top of Drumardo. From the 
wood looked the daughter of Cathmin, thia 
blue-rolling eye of Con - lama. Her sigh 
rose in secret* She bent her head, midst 
her wandering locks. The moon looked in 
at night, and saw the white tossing of her 
arms; for she thought of the mighty Crothar, 
in the season of dreams.

„ThrCe days feasted Crothar with Cath­
min. On the fourth they awaked the hinds. 
Conlama moved to the chase, with all her, 
lovely steps. 'She met Crothar in the nar­
row path. The bow fell at once from her 
hand. She turned her face away, and half­
hid it with her locks. The love of Crothar 
rose. He brought the white-bosomed maid

Alnecma, or Alnecmacht, was the ancient name of 
Connaught, Ullin is still the Irish name of the 
province of Ulster. To avoid the multiplying of 
notes, I shall here give the signification of the 
names in this episode. Drumardo, high ridge. 
Cathmin, calm in battle Cdn-lamha, soft 
hand. Turloch, man of the quiver, Cormul, 
blue eye.
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to Atha. Bards raised the song in her 
presence. Joy dwelt round the daughter of 

, Cathmin*
„The pride of Turloch rose, a youth 

who loved the white-handed Con-lama. He 
came, with battle, to Alnecma; to Atha of 
the roes. Gormul went forth to the strife, 
the brother of car-borne Crothar. He 
went forth, but he fell. The sigh of his 
people rose. Silent and tall, acrofs the 
stream, came the darkening strength of 
Crotha: he rolled the foe from Alnecma* 

* He returned, midst the joy of Con - lama.
„Battle on battle comes. Blood is poured 

on blood. The tombs of the valiant rise. 
Erin’s clouds are hung round with ghosts. 
The chiefs of the south gathered round the 
echoing shield of Crothar. He came, with 
death, to the paths of the foe. The virgins 
wept, by the streams of Ullin. They looked 
to the mist of the hill: No hunter descended 
from its folds. Silence darkened in the land* 
Blasts sighed lonely on grassy tombs.

^Descending like the eagle of heaven, 
with all his rustling wings, when he for­
sakes the blast, with joy, the son of Trenmor 
camej Conar, arm of death, from Morven 
of the groves. He poured his might along 
green Erin. Death dimly strode behind his 
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sword. The sons of Bolga fled from his 
course, as from a stream, that bursting from 
the stormy desert, rolls the fields together 
with all their echoing woods. Grothar met 
him in battle; but Alnecma’s warriors fled. 
The king of Atha slowly retired, in the grief 
of his soul. He, afterwards, shone in the 
south; but dim as the sun of Autumn; when 
he visits, in his robes of mist, Lara of dark 
streams. The withered grafs is covered with 
dew: the field, though bright, is sad,w

„Why wakes the Bard before me,“ said 
Cathmor, „the memory of those who fled? 
Has some ghost, from his dusky cloud, bent 
forward to thine ear; to frighten Cathmor from 
the field, with the tales of old? Dwellers of 
the skirts of night, your voice is but a blast 
to me; which takes the grey thistle’s head, 
and strews its beard on streams. Within my 
bosom is a voice. Others hear it not. His 
soul zforbids the king of Erin to shrink back 
from war.“

Abashed the bard sinks back in night: re­
tired he bends above a stream. His thoughts 
are on the days of Atha, when Cathmor heard' 
his song with joy. His tears come rolling 
down. The winds are in his beard. Erin 
sleeps around. JNo sleep comes down on 
Cathmor’s eyes. Dark, in his soul, he saw,
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the spirit of low-laid Canbar, He saw him, 
without his song, rolled in a blast of night. 
He rose. His steps were round the host. 
He struck, at times, his Echoing shield. The 
sound reached Ossian’s ear on Mora’s mossy 
brow.

„FiIIan,c< I said, ithe foes advance. ( 
hear the shield of war. Stand thou in the 
narrow path. Ossian shall mark their course. 
If over my fall the host should pour; then be 
thy buckler heard. Awake the king oi) his 
heath, lest his fame should fly a way. “ I strode 
in all my rattling arms; wide-bounding over 
a stream that darkly-winded, in the Held, 
before the king of Atha. Green Atha s king, 
with lifted spear, came forward on my course. 
Now would we have priced in horrid fray, 
like two contending ghosts, that bending 
forward, from two clouds, send,forth the 
roaring winds; did not Ossian behold, on 
high, the helmet of Erin’s kings. The Eagle’s 
wing spread above it, rustling in the breeze*. 
A red star looked through the plumes. I 
stopt the lifted spear.

„The helmet of kings is before me! Who 
art thou, son of night? {Shall Ossian’s spear 
be renowned, when thou art lowly laid ? At 
once he dropt the gleaming lance. Growing 
before me seemed the form. He stretched
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his hand in night. He spoke the words of 
kings,

„Friend of the spirits of heroes, do I 
meet thee thus in shades? Ihave wished for 
thy stately steps in Atha, in the days of joy* 
“Why should my spear now arise? The sun 
must behold us, Ossian; when we bend, 
gleaming, in the strife. Future warriors shall 
mark the place: and, shuddering, think of 
other years. They shall mark it, tike the 
haunt of ghosts, pleasant and dreadful, to 
the soul.“

„ShalI it then be forgot,w I said, „where 
we meet in peace? Is the remembrance of 
battles always pleasant to the soul? Do not 
we behold, with joy, the place where our 
fathers feasted ? But our eyes are full of 
tears, on the fields of their war. This stone 
shall rise, with all its mofs, and speak to 
other years, „Here Cathmor and Ossian met: 
the warriors met in peace!“ When thou, O 
atone, shalt fail, When Lubar’s stream shall 
roll away I then shall the traveller come, and 
bend here, perhaps, in rest. When the 
darkened moon is rolled over his head, our 
shadowy forms may come, and,- mixing with 
his dreams, remind him of this place. But 

Vol. XV. L
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why turnest thou so dark away, son of Bor- 
bar duthul*)?

*) Borbar - duthul, the surly warrior of the 
dark-brown eyes. That his name suited well 
with his character, we may easily conceive, from 
the story delivered concerning him by Malthos, to­
ward the end of the sixth book. He was the brother 
of that Colculla , who is mentioned in the episode 
which begins the fourth book.

„]Not forgot, son of Fingal, shall we 
ascend these winds. Our deeds are streams 
of light, before _ the eyes of bards. But 
darkneis is rolled on Atha: the king is low, 
without his song: still there was a beam to­
wards Cathmor from his stormy soul; like 
the moon, in a cloud, amidst the dark-red 
course of thunder.”

„Son of Erin I replied, „my wrath 
dwells not in his earth. Aly hatred flies, on 
eagle-wing, from the foe that is low. Fie 
shall hear the song of bards, Cairbar ,shall 
rejoice on his winda.”

Cathmor’s swelling soul arose. He took 
the dagger from his side, and placed it gleam­
ing in my hand. He placed it, in my hand, 
with, sighs, and,' silent, strode away. Mine 
eyes followed his departure. He dimly gleamed, 
like the form of a ghost, which meets a tra­
veller, by night, on the dark-skirted heath.
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His words are (lark, like songs of old: with 
morning strides the unfinished shade away*

*) Who conies from Lubar’s vale? from 
the skirts of the morning mist ? The drops 
of heaven are on his head. His steps are in 
the paths of the sad. It is Carril of other 
times. He comes from Tura’s silent cave. 
I behold it dark in the rock, through the 

#thin folds of mist. There, perhaps. Cuth- 
ullin sits, on the blast which bends ,its trees., 
Pleasant is the song of the morning from 
the bard of Erin*

„The waves crowd away,« said Carril. 
„They crowd away for fear. They hear the 
sound of thy coming forth, O sun! Terrible 
is thy beauty, son of heaven, when death 
is descending on thy locks: when thou rol- 

- lest thy vapours befbre thee, over the blasted 
host. But pleasant is thy beam to the hunter, 
sitting by the rock in a storm, when thou

The morning of the second day , from the opening 
of the poem, comes on. After the death of Cuthul­
lin , Carril, the son of Kinfena, his bard , retired 
to the cave of Tura, which was in the neighbourhood 
of Moi-lena, the scene of rhe poem of Temora. 
His casual appearance here enables Ossian to fulfil 
immediately the promise he had made to Cathmor, 
of causing the funeral song to be pronounced 
over the tomb of Cairbar. This book takes up only 
the space of a few hours.

L 2
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showest thyself from the parted cloud, and 
brightenest his dewy locks; he looks down 
on the streamy vale, and beholds the descent 
of roes1 How long shalt thou rise on war, 
and roll, a bloody shield, through heaven? 
I see the deaths of heroes, dark-wandering 
over thy face’“

„Why wander the words of Carril ?K ( 
said, „Does the son of heaven mourn ? H*e 
is unstained in his course, ever rejoicing in 
his fire* Roll on, thou carelefs light* Thou 
too, perhaps, must fall* Thy darkening 
hour may seize thee, struggling, as thou rdl- 
lest through thy sky. But pleasant is the 
voice of the bard; pleasant to Ossian’s soul! 
It is like the shower of the morning, when 
is comes through the rustling vale, on which 
the sun looks through mist, just rising from 
his rocks. But this is no time, O bard! to 
sit down, at the strife of song, Fingal is 
in arms on the vale. Thou seest the flaming 
shield of the king. His face darkens between 
his locks. He beholds the wide rolling of 
Erin. Does not Carril behold that tomb, 
beside the roaring stream? Three stones lift 
their grey heads, beneath a bending oak. 
A king is lowly laid’ Give thou his soul to 
the wind. He is the brother of Gathmor!
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Open his airy hall ’ Let thy song be a stream 
of joy to Cairbar’s darkened ghost!“

TEMOR A:
AN EPIC POEM:

BOOK IIL

jt R G U N E N T.

Morning coming on, Fingal, after a speech 
to his peoj^e, devolves the command on 
Gaul, the son of Morni; it being the 
custom of the times, that the king should 
not engage, till the necessity of affairs 
required his superior valour and conduct. 
The king and Ossian retire to the rock of 
Cormul , which overlooked the feld of 
battle. The bards sing the war-song, 
The general conflict is described, Gaul, 
the son of Morni, distinguishes himself' 
kills Turlathon, chief of Moruth, and 
other chiefs of lesser name. On the other 
hand, Foldath, who commanded the Iri}h
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army (for Cathmor, after the exaynrde of 
Fingal, kept himself from baftl^ fights 
gallantly; kills Connal, chief of Dun- 
l(y-a, and advances to engage Gaul himself 
Gaul in the mean time, being wounded in the 
hand, by a random arrow, is covered, by Fillan, 
the son of Fingal, who performs prodigies of 
valour. Night comes on. The horn of Fingal 
rucals his army The bards meet them, with a 
congratulatory song, in which the praises 
of Gaul and Fillan are particularly, ce­
lebrated, The chiefs sit down at a feast ; 
Fingal misses Connal, The episode of 
Gounal and, Duth caron is introduced ; 
which throws further light on the ancient 
history of Ireland, Carril is dispatched 
to raise the tomb of Connal, The action 
of this book takes up the second day 
from the opening of the poem.

Who is that at blue-streaming Lubar? 
Who, by the bending hill of roes? Tall, 
he leans on an oak torn from high, by 
nightly winds. Who but Comhal’s son, 
brightening in the last of his fields? His grey 
hair is on the breeze. He half unsheaths 
the sword of Luno. His eyes are turned 
to Moi-Iena, to the dark moving of foes. 
Dost thou hear the voice of the king? It is 



jGy

like the bursting of a stream, in the desert, 
when it comes, between its echoing rocks, 
to the blasted Held of the sun’

„Wide - skirted comes down the foe! 
Sons of woody Selma, arise! Be ye like the 
rocks of our land, on whose brown sides 
are the rolling of streams, A beam of joy 
comes on my soul.. I see the foe mighty 
before me. It is when he is feeble, that the 
sighs of Fingal 'are heard: lest death should 
come without renown, and darknefs dwell 
on bis tomb. Who shall lead the war, against 
the host of Alnecma? It is only when danger 
grows that my sword shall shine. Such was 
the custom, heretofore, of Trenmor the ruler 
of winds! and thus descended to battle the 
blue - shielded Trathal!

The chiefs bend toward the king. Each 
darkly seems to, claim the war. They tell, 
by halves, their mighty deeds. They turn, 
their eyes on Erin. But far before the rest 
the son of Morni stands. Silent he stands, 
for who had not heard of the battles of 
Gaul? They rose within his soul. His hand, 
in secret, seized the sword. The sword 
which he brought from Strumon, when the 
strength of Morni failed*),

Strumon, stream of the hill, the name of the 
seat of the family of Gaul, in the neighbourhood
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On his spear leans Fillan of Selma*), in 
the wandering of his locks. Thrice he raises

of Selma, During Gaul’s expedition to Tromathon, 
mentioned in the poem of Oithona, Morni his 
father died. Morni ordered the sword of 
Strninon(^which had been preserved, in the family, 
as a relique, from the days of Colgach, the most 
renowned of his ancestors) , to be laid by his side, 
in the tomb : at the same time , leaving it in charge 
to his son, not to take it from thence, till lie was 
reduced to the last extremity. Not long after, two 
of his brothers being slain, in hattie, by Coldaron- 
nan , chief of Clutha, Gaul went to his father’s 
tomb to take the sword. His addrefs to the spirit 
of the deceased hero, is the subject of the following 
short poem-

G a ut.
,,Breaker of echoing shields, whose head is deep 

in shades; hear me from the darknefs oi Clora, O 
son of Colgach , hear!

,,No rustling, like the eagle’s wing, comes over 
the course of my streams. Deep bosomed in the 
midst of the desert, O king of Strumon , hear 1

Clatho was the daughter of Cuthulla, king of 
Inistore. Fingal, in one of his expeditions to that 
island,, fell in love with Clatho, and took her to 
wife, after the death of Ros - crana, the daughter of 
Cormac, king of Ireland.

Clatho was the mother of Ryno, Fillan , and 
Bosmina, mentioned in the battle of Lora. Fillan 
is often called the son of Clatho, to distinguish 
him from those sons which Fingal had by Ros- 
crana.
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his eyes to Fingal: his voice thrice fails him 
as he speaks. My brother could not boast 
of battles: at once he strides away. Bent 
over a distant stream he stands: the tear 
hangs in his eye. He strikes, at times, the 
thistle’s head, with his inverted spear. Nor 
is he unseen of Fingal. Side-long lie beholds 
his son. He beholds him, with bursting joy;

,,Dwellest thou in the shadowy brctze,, that 
pours its dark wave over the grafs? Cease ro strew 
the beard of the thistle; O chief of Clora , hear!

,.Or ridestthou on a beam, amidst the dark trouble 
of clouds? Pourest thou the loud wind- on seas, to 
roll their blue waves over isles? hear me, father of 
Gaul; amidst thy terrors, hear!

;>The rustling of eagles is heard, the murmuring 
oaks shake their heads on the hills: dreadful and 
pleasant is thy approach, friend of the dwelling of 
heroes.

Morni.
,,Who awakes me, in the midst of my cloud, 

where my locks of mist spread on the winds? Mixed 
•with the [noise of streams, why rises the voice of 
Gaul ?

Gaul.
,,My foes are around me, Morni: their dark ships 

descend from their waves. Give’the sword ofStrumon, 
that beam which thou hi dost in thy night.

Morni.
,,Take the sword of resounding Strumon; I look 

on thy war, my son ; I look, a dim meteor, from 
my cloud: blue-shielded Gaul, destroy.“
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and turns, amid his crowded soul. In silence 
turns the king toward Mora of woods. He 
hides the big tear with his locks. At length 
his voice is heard.

„First of the sons of Morni! Thou rock 
that deiiest the storm! Lead thou my battle, 
for the race of low - laid Cormac. No boy’s 
staff is thy spear: no harmlefs beam of light 
thy sword. Son of Morni of steeds, behold 
the foe! Destroy! Fillan, observe the chief* 
He is not calm in strife: nor burns he, 
heedlefs, in battle. My son, observe the 
chief! He is strong as Lubar’s stream, but 
never foams and roars. High on cloudy 
Mora, Fingal shall behold the war. Stand, 
Ossian*), near thy father, by the falling 
stream. Raise the voice, O bards! Selma, 
move beneath the sound. It is my latter 
field. Clothe it over with light.“

As the sudden rising of winds; or distant 
rolling of troubled seas, when some darfe 
ghost, in wrath, heaves the billows over an 
isle: an isle, the seat of mist, on the deep, 
for many dark-brown years! So terrible is the 
sound of the host, wide-moving over the 
held. Gaul is tall before them. The streams

*) Ullin being sent to Morven with the body of 
Oscar, Ossian attends his father, in quality of chief 
bard.
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glitter within his stride’s- The barrio raise 
the song by his side. He strikes his shield 
between. On the skirts o£ the blast, the 
tuneful voices rise.

„On Crona,u said-the bards, „there bursts 
a stream by night. It swells in its own dark 
course, till morning’s early beam. Then comes 
it white from the hill, with the rocks and 
their hundred groves. Far be my-steps from 
Orona. Death is tumbling there. Be ye a 
stream from Mora, sons of clo*udy  Morven

*3 There are some traditions, but, I believe, of late 
invention, that this Colgach was the same with the 
Galgacus of Tacitus, • He was the ancestor of Gaul, 
the son of Morni, and appears from some really 
ancient traditions,'to have.been king, or Vergobret, 
of the Caledonians; and hence proceeded the preten­
sions of die family of Morni to the throne, which 
created a good deal of disturbance, both to Comhal 
and his son Fingal. The first was killed in battle 
by that tribe; and it was after Fingal was grown 
up , diat they were reduced to obedience. Colgajch 
signifies fiercely -looking; which is a very 
proper name for a warrior, and is probably the' 
origin of Galgacus; though I believe it a matter of 
mere conjecture , that the Colgach here mentioned 
■was the same with that hero.

„Who rises, from his car, on Clutha? 
The hills are troubled before the king! The 
dark woods echo round, and lighten at his 
steel. See him, amidst the foe, like ColgaclTs*)  



sportful ghost: when he scatters the clouds, 
and rides the eddving winds! it is Morni**)  
of bounding steeds! Be like thy father, O 
(jaul!“

**) The mountain Cromla was in the neighbour’ 
hood of the scene of this poem; which was nearly 
the same with that of Fingal.

„Selma is opened wide. Bards take the 
trembling harps. Ten youths bear the oak 
of the feast. A distant sun-beam marks the 
hill. The dusky waves of the blast fly over 
the fields of grafs. Why art thou silent, O 
Selma? The king returns with all his fame. 
Did not the battle roar; yet peaceful is his 
brow? It roared , and Fingal overcame. Be 
like thy father, O Fillan!“

They move beneath the song. High wave 
their arms, as rushy fields, beneath autumnal 
winds. On Mora stands the king in arms. 
Mist flies round his buckler abroad; as, aloft, 
it hung on a bough, on Gormul’s mossy rock. 
In silence I stood by Fingal, and turned my 
eyes on Cromla’s**)  wood: lest I should be­
hold thehost, and rush amid my swelling soul. 
My foot is forward on the heath. I glittered, 
tall, in steel: like the falling stream of Tro- 
mo, which nightly winds bind over with ice.

*) The expedition of Morni to Clutha, alluded to 
here, is handed down in tradition.
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The boy sees it, on high, gleaming to the 
early beam: toward it he turns his ear, and 
wonders why it is so silent!

IN or L ent oyer a stream is Cathmor, like 
a youth in a peaceful Held. Wide he drew 
forward the war, a dark, and troubled wave. 
But when he beheld Fingal on Mora; his ge­
nerous pride arose. „Shall the chief of Atha 
fight, and no king in the field? Foldath, 
lead my people forth. Thou art a beam of 
fire.*

Forth issues Foldath of Moma, like a 
cloud, the robe of ghosts. He drew his sword, 
aflame, from his side. He bad'e the battle 
move. The tribes, like ridgy waves, dark 
pour their strength around. Haughty is his 
stride before them. His red eye-rolls in wrath. 
He calls Cormul, chief of Dunratha*); and 
his words were heard.

„ Cormul, tbou beholdest that path. It 
winds green behind the foe. Place thy 
people there; lest Selma should escape from 
my sword. Bards of greeh - valleyed Erin, 
let no voice of yours arise. The sons of 
Morven must fall without song. They are

*) Dun-ratho, a hi 11 with a plain on its top.
Cormul, bine eye. Foldath dispatches here 
Cormul to lie in ambush behind the army of the 
Caledonians.
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the 'foes of Ccirbar. Hereafter 'shall the 
traveller meet their dark, thick mist on Lena^ 
where it wanders, with their ghosts,, beside 
the reedy lake. Never shall they rise, with­
out song, to the dwelling of winds “

Cormul darkened, as he went. Behind 
him rushed his tribe. They sunk beyond the 
rock. Gau! spoke to Filian of Selma; as his 
eye pursued the course of the dark - eyed 
chief of Dunratho. „Thou beholdest the steps 
of Cormul! Let thine arm be strong! When 
he is low, son of Fingal, remember Gaul in 
war. Here I fall forward into battle, amid 
the ridge of shields/'

The sign of death ascends: the dreadful 
sound of Morni’s shield. Gau! pours his voice 
between. Fingal rises on Mora. Fie saw 
them, from wing to wing, bending at once 
in strife. Gleaming on his own dark hill, 
stood Cathmor of streamy Atha. The kings 
were like two spirits of heaven, standing each 
on his gloomy cloud, when they pour abroad 
the winds, and lift the roaring seas. The 
blue - tumbling of waves is before them, 
marked with tl^e paths of whales. They them­
selves are calm and bright. The gale lifts 
slowly their locks of mist!

What beam of light hangs high in air* 
What beam, but Morni’s dreadful sword!
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Death is strewed on thy paths, O Gaul*  
Thou foldest them together in thy rage. Like . / 
a young oak. falls Tur - lathon*) , with his 
branches round him. 1 His high - bosomed 
spouse stretches her white arms, in dreams, 
to the returning chief, as she sleeps by gurgl­
ing Moruth, in her disordered locks. It is 
his ghost, Oichaoma. The chief is lowly laid. 
Hearken not to the winds for Turlathon’s 
echoing shield.' It is pierced by his streams.

*) Tnr-lathon, broad trunk of a tree. Moruth, 
great stream. Oichaoma, m i 1 d maid. Bun­
ion, the hill of the noisy stream. Duth- 
caron, d a r k - b r o W n m a n.

Its sound is past, away,
2\ n peaceful is the hand of Foldath. 

He winds his coarse in blood, Connal met 
him in light. They mixed their clanging 
steel. V\ hy should mine eyes behold them! 
Connal, thy locks are grey! Thou wert the 
friend of strangers, at the mofs - covered 
rock of Dunlora When the skies were 
foiled together: then thy feast was spread. 
The stranger heard the winds without; and 
rejoiced at thy burning oak. Why, son of 
Duth-caron, art thou laid in blood! The 
blasted tree bends above thee. Thy shield 
lies broken near. Thy blood mixes with 
the stream; thou breaker of the shields!
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Ossian took the spear, in his wrath. 

But Gaul rushed forward on Foldath. The 
feeble pafs by his side: his rage is turned on 
Moina’s chief. Now they had raised their 
deathful spears: unseen an arrow came. It 
pierced the hand of Gaul. His steel fell 
sounding to earth. Young Fillan came*), 
with Cormul’s shield! He stretched it large 
before the chief. Foldath sent his shouts 
abroad, and kindled al! the Held: as a blast 
that lifts the white-winged flame over Lumen’s 
echoing groves**).

„Son of blue-eyed Clatho," said Gaul, 
Fillan! thou art a beam from heaven; 

that, coming on the troubled deep, binds up 
the tempest’s wing. Cormul is fallen before 
thee. Early art thou in the fame of thy 
fathers. Rush not too far, my hero. I can­
not lift the spear to aid. I stand harmlefs in 
battle: but my voice shall be poured abroad.

*) Fillan had been dispatched by Gaul to oppose 
Cormul, who had been sent by Foldath to lie in 
ambush behind the Caledonian army. It appears 
that Fillan had killed Cormul, otherwise he could 
not be supposed to have possessed himself of the 
shield of that chief.

*♦) Lumon, bending hill; a mountain in Inis- 
huna, or that part of South Britain which is 
over-against the Irish coast.
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The sons of Selma shall hear, and remem­
ber my former deeds.“

His tf*<rible  voice rose on the wind. 
The host bends forward in fight Often had 
they heard him, at Strumon when he called 
them to the chase of the hinds. He stands 
tall amid the wat, as an oak in the skirts 
of a storm, which now is clothed on high, 
in mist: then shows its broad, waving head. 
The musing hunter lifts his eye, from his 
own rushy field!

*) Evir-choama, mild and Stately maid, the 
wife of Gani. She was the daughter of Casdu- 
conglafs, chief of I - dronlo, one of the Hebrides.

Vol. XV. M

My soul pursues thee, O Fillan • through 
the path of thy fame. Thou rolledst the 
foe before thee. Now Foldath , perhaps, 
may fly: but night comes down with its 
clouds. Cathmor’s horn is heard on high. 
The sons of Selma hear the voice of Fingal, 
from Mora’s gathered mist. The bards pour 
their*  song, like dew, on the returning war, 

„Who comes from Strumon,“ they said, 
„amid her wandering locks? She is mournful 
in her steps, and lifts her blue eyes toward 
Erin. Why art thou sad, Evir- choma *)?  
Who is like thy chief in renown? He descend­
ed dreadful to battle; he returns, like a 
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light from a cloud*  He raised the sword in 
wrath ♦ they shrunk before blue-shielded 
Gaul I

•) The kings of Caledonia and Ireland had a plume of 
eagles feathers, by way of ornament, in their

„Joy, like the rustling gale, comes on 
the soul of the king. He remembers the 
battles of old; the days wherein his fathers 
fought. The days of old return on Fingal’s 
mind, as he beholds the renown of his son. 
As the sun rejoices, from his cloud, over 
the tree hi's beams have raised, as it shakes 
its lonely head on the heath; so joyful is 
the king over Fillan! '

„As the rolling of thunder on hills, 
When Lara’s fields are still and dark, such 
are the steps of Selma pleasant and dread­
ful to the ear. They return with their sound, 
like eagles to their dark-brown rock, after 
the prey is torn on the field, the dun sons 
of the bounding hind. Your fathers rejoice 
from their clouds, sons of streamy Selma’*

Such was the nightly voice of bards, on 
Mora of the hinds. A flame rose, from an 
hundred oaks , which winds had torn from 
Cormul’s steep. The feast is spread in the 
midst: around sat the gleaming chiefs, Fingal 
is there in his strength. The eagle wing *)  
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of his helmet sounds. The rustling blasts 
of the west, unequal rush through night. 
Long looks the king in silence round: at 
length his words are heard.
' „My soul feels a want in our joy. I 
behold a breach among my friends. Th$ 
head of one tree is low. The squally wind 
pours in on Selma, Where is the chief of 
Dun-lora? Ought Connal to be forgot at 
the feast? When did he forget the stranger," 
in the midst of his echoing hall? Ye are 
silent in my presence! Connal is tlmn no 
more. Joy meet thee, O warrior! like a 
stream of light. Swift be thy course to thy 
fathers, along the roaring winds! Ossian, 
thy soul is lire: kindle the memory of the 
king. Awake the battles of Connal , when 
first he shone in war. The locks of Connal 
were grey. His days of youth *) were mixed

helmets. It was from this distinguished mark 
that Ossian knew Cathmor, in the second book.

*) After the death of Comhal, and during the usur­
pation of the tribe of Morni, Fingal was edu­
cated im private by Duthcaron. It was then he 
contracted that intimacy with Connal, the son 
of Duthcaron, which occasions his regretting 
so much his fall. When Fingal was grown up, 
he soon reduced the tribe of Morni; and as it 
appears from the subsequent episode, sent Duth- 
caron and his son Connal to the aid of Cormac,

M 2
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with mine. In one day Duth-caron first 
strung our bows, against the roes of Dun- 
lora.

„Many,“ I said, „are our paths to battle, 
in green -vallied Erin. Often did our sails 
arise, over the blue tumbling waves; when 
We came , in other days, to aid the race of 
Conar. The strife roared once in Alnecma, 
at the foam - covered streams of Duth-ula*), 
With Cormac descended to battle Duthca- 
ron from cloudy Selma. Nor descended 
Duthcaron alone, his son was by his side, 
the long-haired youth of Connal lifting the 
first of his spears. Thou didst command 
them, O Fingal! to aid the king of Erin.

„Like the bursting strength of ocean, 
the sons of Bolga rushed to war. Colculla**)  
Was before them, the chief of blue - streaming

•*) Colc-ulla, firm look in readinefs; he 
was the brother of Borbar - duthul, the father of 
Cairbar and Cathmor, who after the death of 
Cormac, the son of Aitho, successively mounted 
the Irish throne.

the son of Conar, king of Ireland, who was 
driven to the last extremity, by the insurrections 
of the Firbolg. This episode throws farther light 
on the contests between the Caol and Firbolg.

*) Duth-ula, a river in Connaught; it signifies, 
dark rushing water.
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Atha. The battle was mixed on the plain. 
Cormac *) shone in his own strife, bright 
as the forms of his fathers. But, far before 
the rest, Duthcaron hewed down the foe. 
Nor slept the arm of Connal by his father’s 
side. Colc-ulla prevailed on the plain: like 
scattered mist, fled the people of Cormac**).

„Then rose the sword of Duthcaron, 
and the steel of broad shielded Connal. They 
shaded their flying friends, like two rocks 
with their heads of pine. Night tame down 
on Duth - ula: silent strode the chiefs over 
the field. A mountain stream roared acrofs 
the path, nor could Duthcaron bound over

*) Cormac, the son of Clonar, the second king 
of Ireland, of the race df the Caledonians. This 
insurrection of the Firbolg happened towards tho 
latter end of the long reign of Connac. He never 
possessed the Irish throne peaceably. The party 
of the family of Atha had made several attempts 
to overturn the succession in the race of Con ar, 
before they effected it, in the minority of Cor­
mac, the son of Artho.

♦*) The inhabitants of Ullin or Ulster, who Wer® 
of the race of the Caledonians, seem, alone, to 
have been the firm friends to the succession in 
the family ofConar. The Firbolg were only sub­
ject to them by constraint, and embraced every/ 
opportunity to throw off their yoke. 
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its course." „Why stands my father?" said 
ConnaL „I hear the rushing foe "

„Fly, Connal," he said. Thy father’s 
strength begins to fail. I come wounded 
from battle. Here let me rest in night." „But 
thou shalt not remain alone," said Connal’s 
bursting sigh. „My shield is an eagle’s 
wing to cover the king of Dun - lora." He 
bends dark above his father. The mighty 
Duthcaron dies.

Day rose , and night returned. No 
lonely bard appeared , deep musing on the 
heath: and could Connal leave the tomb of 
his father, till he should receive his fame? 
He bent the bow against the rose of Duth- 
ula. He spread the lonely feast. Seven 
nights he laid his head on the tomb, and 
saw his father in his dreams. He saw him 
rolled, ddrk,in a blast, like the vapour of 
reedy Lego. At length the steps of *)  Colgan 

*) Colgan, the son of Cathmul, was the principal 
bard of Cormac, king of Ireland. The following 
dialogue, on the loves of Fingal and Roscrana, 
may be ascribed to him:

Ros - c R a N A.
By night came a dream to Ros-crana I I feel my 

beating soul. No vision of the forms of the dead 
came to the blue eyes of Erin. But, rising from 
the wave of the north, I beheld him bright in 
his locks, I beheld the son of the king. My
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came, the bard of high Temora, Duthcaron 
recoivod his fame, and brightened, as he 
rose on the wind,

beating soul is high. I laid my head down in 
night; ajjain ascended the form. Why delayest 
thou thy coming, youpg rider of stormy waves 1 

Put, there, far distant, he comes; where seas 
roil their green ridges in mist! Young dweller of 
my sord; why dost thou delay —•

Fingal.
It was the soft voice of Moi-lena! the pleasant 

breeze of the valley ofroes! But why dost thou 
hide thee in shades ? Young love of heroes rise. 
Are not thy steps covered with light? In thy 
groves thou appearest, Ros - crana, like the sun 
in the gathering of clouds. Why dost thou hide 
thee in shades ? Young love of heroes rise.

R o s - c RAN A.
My flattering soul is high! Let me turn from 

the steps of tile king. He has heard my secret 
voice, and shall my blue eyes roll in his pre­
sence? Roe of the hill of mofs, toward thy 
dwelling I move. Meet me, ye breezes of Mora! 
as I move through the valley of winds. But 
why should he ascend his ocean? Son of heroes, 
my soul is thine! My steps shall not move to 
the desert: the light of Ros-crana is here.

FI N g a r.
It was the light tread of a ghost, the fair 

dweller of eddying winds. Why deceivest thou 
me with thy voice ? Here let me rest in ^hades. 
Shoiddst thou stretch thy white arm from thy 
grove, thou sun-beam of Cormac of Erin!
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„Pleasant to the ear," said Fingal, „is 

the praise of the kings of men; when their 
bows are strong in battle; when they soften 
at the sight of the sad. Thus let my name 
be renowned, when bards shall lighten my 
rising soul, Carril, son of Kinfena! take the 
bards and raise a tomb. To - night le» Connal 
dwell within his narrow house. Let not the 
soul of the valiant wander on the winds. 
Faint glimmers the moon on Moi-Iena, through 
the broad-headed groves of the hill! Raise 
stones, beneath its beam, to all the fallen in 
war. Though no chiefs were they, yet their 
hands were strong in fight. They were my 
rock in danger; the mountain from which I 
spread my eagle-wings, ThenCe am I re­
nowned Carril forget not the low!"

Loud, at once, from the hundred bards, 
rose the song of the tomb, Carril strode 
before them, they are the murmur of streams 
behind his steps. Silence dwells in the vales 
of Moi-lena, where each, with its own dark 
rill, is winding between the hills. 1 heard 
the voice of the bards, lessening, as they

ROS - CRANA.
He is gone; and my blue eyes are dim; faint­

rolling , in all my tears. But, there, I behold 
him, alone; king of Selma, my soul is thine. 
Ah me! what clanging of armour! Cole - ulla of 
Atha is near!
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moved along. 1 leaned forward from my 
shield; and felt the kindling of my soul. 
Half-formed, the words of my song burst 
forth upon the wind. So hears a tree, on 
the vale, the voice of spring around. It 
pours its green leaves to the sun. It shakes 
its lonely head The hum of the mountain 
bee is near it; the hunter sees it, with joy, 
from the blasted heath.

Young Fillan at a distance stood. His 
helmet lay glittering on the ground. His 
dark hair is loose to the blast. A beam of 
light is Clatho’s son’ He heard the words of 
the king with joy. He leanecl forward on 
his spear,

„My son,“ said car-borne Fingal, „I 
saw thy deeds, and my soul was glad. The 
fame of our fathers, I said, bursts from its 
gathering cloud. Thou art brave, son of 
Clatho! but headlong in the strife. So did 
nbt Fingal advance, though he never feared a 
foe. Let thy people be a ridge behind. 
They are. thy strength in the field. Then 
shalt thou be long renowned, and behold 
the tombs of the old. The memory of the 
past returns, my deeds in other years: when 
first I descended from ocean on the green- 
valleyed isle,»
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We bend, towards the voice of the king. 

T’he moon looks abroad from her cloud. The 
grey-skirted mist is near: the dwelling of 
the ghosts!

T E M O R A:
AN EPIC POEM,

BOOK IV.

dRCUXENT.

The second night continues, Fingal relates, 
at the feast, is own first expedition into 

■ Ireland, and his marriage with Ros-crana, 
the daughter of Cormac, king of that is­
land, The Irish chiefs convene in the 
presence of Cathmor. The situation of 
the king described. The story of Sulmalla, 
the daughter of Conmor, king of Inis-huna, 
who, in the disguise of a young warrior, 
had followed Cathmor to the war. The 
sullen behaviour of Toldath, who had 
commanded in the battle of the preceding 
day, renews the difference between him and
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Malthas; but Cathmor, interposing, ends 
it. The chiefs feast, and hear the song 
of Fonar the bard, Cathmor returns to 
rest, at a distance from the army, The 
ghost of his brother Cairbar appears to 
him in a dream; and obscurely foretels the 
issue of the war. The soliloquy of the 
king. He discovers Sul malla, Morning 
comes, Her soliloquy closes the book,

„Beneath*) an oack,“ said the king, „I 
sat on Selma’s streamy rock, when Connal 
rose, from the sea, with the broken spear 
of Duthcaron. Far distant stood the youth. 
He turned away his eyes. He remembered 
the steps of his father, on his own green hills. 
I darkened in my place. Dusky thoughts 
flew over my soul. The kings of Erin rose 
before me. I half - unsheathed the sword. 
Slowly approached the chiefs. They lifted 
up their silent eyes. Like a ridge of clbuds,

*) This episode has an immediate connection with, 
the story of Connal and Duth - caron, in the 
latter end of the third book. Fingal, sitting be­
neath an oak, near the palace of Selma, discovers 
Connal just landing from Ireland. The danger 
which threatened Cormac king of Ireland induces 
him to sail immediately to that island. The story 
is introduced, by the king, as a pattern for the 
f uture behaviour of Fillan, whose rashbefs in the 
preceding battle is reprimanded. 



188

they wait for the bursting forth of my voice* 
My voice was, to them, a wind from heaven 
to roll the mist away. *

„l bade my white sails to rise, before 
the roar of Gona’s wind. Three hundred 
youths looked, from their waves, on Fingal’s 
bossy shield. High on the mast it hung, and 
marked the dark - blue sea. But when night 
came down, I struck, at times, the warning 
bofs; I struck, and looked on high, for 
fiery-haired Ul-erin*). Nor absent was the 
star of heaven. It travelled red between the 
clouds I pursued the lovely beam, on the 
faint - gleaming deep. With morning, Erin 
rose in jnist. We came in the bay of Moi- 
lena, where its blue waters tumbled, in the 
bosom of echoing woods. Here Cormac, in 
his secret hall, avoids the strength of Colc- 
ulla. Nor he alone avoids the foe. The 
blue eye of Ros-crana is there: Ros-crana**), 
whitehanded maid,the daughter of the king!

„Grey, on his pointlefs spear, came forth 
the aged steps of Cormac. He smiled, from

♦y Ul-erin, the guide to Ireland, a star known 
by that name in the days of Fingal, and very 
useful to those ^ho sailed, by night, from the 
Hebrides, or Caledonia, to the coast of Ulster.

♦*) Ros crAna, the beam of the rising sun; 
she was the mother of Ossian.
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his waving locks’, but grief was in his soul. 
He saw us few before him, and his sigh arose. 
„I see the arms of Trenmor,K he said, „and 
these are the steps of the king J Fingal • thou 

I art a beam of light to Cormac’s darkened 
soul. Early is thy fame, my son : but strong 
are the foes of Erin. They are like the roar 
of streams in the land, son of car-borne 
Comhal!“ „Yet they may be rolled away,* I 
said in my rising soul. „We are not of the 
race of the feeble king of blue shielded hosts! 
Why should fear come amongst us, like a 
ghost of night? The soul of the valiant grows^ 
when foes increase in the field. Roll no 
darknefs, king of Erin, on the young in war I* 

„The bursting tears of the king came 
down. He seized my hand in silence. „Race 
of the daring Trenmor’“ at length he said, 
„I roll no cloud before thee* Thou burnest 
in the fire of thy fathers. J behold thy 
fame. It marks thy course in battle, like a 
stream of light. But wait the coming of 
Cairbar*); my son must join thy sword.

•) Cairbar, the son of Cormac, was afteryards king 
of Ireland. His reign was short. He was succeeded 
by his son Artho, the father of that Cormac who 
was murdered by Cairbar the son of Borbar-duthul. 
Cairbar, the son of Cormac, long after his son 
Artho was grown to man’s estate , had , by his wife 
Eelcanno, another son, whose name wa»Ferad-artho.
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He calls the sons of Erin from all their distant 
streams u

„We came to the hall of the king, where 
it rose in the midst of rocks, on whose d^rk 
sides were the marks of streams of old. 
Broad oaks bend around with th<4< mofs. 
The thick birch is waving near. Half uid, 
in her shady grove, Roscrana raises the so- g. 
Her white hands move on the harp, I beheld 
her blue-rolling eyes. She was like a spirit*) 
of heaven half-folded in the skirt of a cloud 1“

He was the only one remaining of the race 'of Conar 
the first king of Ireland, when Fingal's expedition 
against Cairbar the son of Borbar-duthul happened. 
See more of Ferad-artho in the eighth book.

*♦) The spirits of women , it was supposed , retained 
that beauty which they possessed while living, and 
transported themselves from place to place, with that 
gliding motion which Homer ascribes to the gods. 
The descriptions which poets, lefs ancient than Ossi­
an , have left us of those beautiful figures, that 
appeared sometimes on the hills, are elegant and 
picturesque. They compare them to the rainbow 
on streams; or the 'gilding of sun-beams 
on the hills.

A chief who lived three centuries ago , returning 
from the war, understood that his wife or mistrefs 
was dead. A bard introduces him spiking the fol­
lowing soliloquy, when he came within sight of 
the place, where he had left her at his departure.



„Tbree days we feast at Moi-lena* She' 
rises bright in my troubled soul. Cormac be­
held me dark* He gave the white-bosomed 
maid. She comes with bending eye, am;d 
the wandering other heavy locks. She came! 
Straight the battle roared. Colc-ulla appear­
ed: I took my spear. My sword rose, 
with my people, against the ridgy foe* 
Alnecma fled. Colc-ulla fell. Fingal returned 
with fame.4*

„Renowned is he, O Fillan, who fights, 
in the strength of his host* The bard pursues 
his steps, through the land of the foe. But 
he who fights alone ; few are his deeds to 
other times! He shines, to-day, a mighty 
light. To morrow, he is low. One song

„My soul darkens in sorrow. I behold not the 
smoke of my hall. No grey dog bounds at my 
streams. Silence dwells in the valley of trees.

„Is that a rain-bow on Crunath? It flies: and 
the sky is dark. Again, thoumovest, bright, on 
the heath, thou sun-beam clothed in a showerk 
Hah! it is she, my love! her gliding course on 
the bosom of winds!"

In succeeding times the beauty of Ros-crana pas­
sed into a proverb; and the highest compliment 
that could be paid to a woman, was to compare 
her person with the daughter of Cormac.

’S tu fein an Ros-crana.
Siol Chormaec na n’ioma lan.
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contains his fame. His name is on one dark 
field. He is forgot; but where his tomb 
sends forth the tufted grafs.«

Such are the words of Fingal on Mora 
of the roesi Three bards, from the rock of 
Cormul, pour down the pleasingsong. Sleep 
descends, in the sound, on the broad skirted 
host. Carril returned, with the bards, from 
the tomb of Dun*tora’s chief. The voice of 
morning shall not come to the dusky bed of 
Duth-caron. No more shalt thou hear the 
tread of roes around the narrow house!

As roll the troubled clouds, round a 
meteor of night, when they brighten their 
sides with its light, along the heaving sea: 
so gathers Erin, around the gleaming form 
of Cathmor. He. tall in the midst, carelefs 
lifts, at times, his spear: as swells or falls 
the sound of Fonar’s distant harp. Near *)

*) In order to illustrate this passage, I shall give, 
here, the history on which it is founded, as 
I have gathered it from tradition. The nation of 
the Firbolg who inhabited the south of Ireland, 
being originally descended from the Belgae, who* 
possessed the south and south-west coast of Bri­
tain, kept up , many ages, an amicable corre­
spondence with their mother-country, and sent 
aid to the British Belgae, when they were pressed 
by the Romans, or other new-comers from the 
continent. Con-mor, king of Inis-huna (that 
part of South Britain which is over against th* 
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him leaned, against a rock, Sulmalla*)  of 
blue eyes, the white-bosomed daughter of 
Conmor, king of Inis-huna. To his aid came 
blue-shielded Cathmor, and rolled his foes 
away, Sul-malla beheld him stately in the 
hall of feasts. Nor carelefs rolled rhe eyes 
of Cathmor on the long-haired maid!

*) Sul-malla, slowly-tolling eyes. Caon- 
mdr , mild and tall. Inis-huna, green 
island.

Irish coast), being attacked, by what enemy ij 
not mentioned, sent for aid to Cairbar, lend of 
Atha, the most potent chief of the Firbofg. 
Cairbar dispatched his brother Cathmor to the 
assistance of Con-mor. Cathmor, after various 
vicissitudes of fortune, put an end to the war, 
by the total defeat of the enemies of Inis-huna, 
and returned in triumph to the residence of Con- 
mor. There, at a feast, Sulm alia, the daughter 
of Con-mor, tell desperately in love with Cathmor 
who, before her passion was disclosed * was 

' recalled to Ireland by his brother Cairbar, upon 
the news of the intended expedition of Fingal, 
to re-establish the family of Conar on the Irish 
throne. The wind being contrary, Cathmor 
remained, for three days, in a neighbouring bay, 
during which time Sul-malla disguised herself 
in the habit of a young warrior, and came to 
offer him her service in the war. Cathmor accept­
ed of the proposal, sailed for Ireland, and arrived 
in Ulster a few days beforfe the death of Cairbar.

Vol. XV, N
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The third day arose, when Fithil *) came, 

from Erin of the streams. He told of the 
lifting up of the shield**) in Selma: He told

*) Fithil, an inferior bard. It may either be 
taken here for the proper name of a man, or in 
the literal sense, as the bards were the heralds 
and messengers of those times. Cathmor, it is 
probable, was absent, when the rebellion of liis 
brother Cairbar, and the assassination of Cormac, 
king of Ireland, happened. Cathmor and his fol­
lowers had only arrived, from Inis - hnna, three 
days before the death of Cairbar, which suffi­
ciently clears his character from any imputation 
of being concerned in the conspiracy with his 
brother.

**) The ceremony which was used by Fingal when 
he prepared for an expedition, is related thus in 
tradition : A bard, at midnight, went to the hall 
where the tribes feasted upon solemn occasions, 
raised the war-song, and thrice called the 
spirits of their deceased ancestors to come, on 
their clouds, to behold the actions of their 
children. He then fixed the shield of 
Trenmor, on a tree on the rock of Selma, 
striking it, at times, with the blunt end of a 
spear, and singing the war - song between. Thus 
he did, for three successive nights, and in the 
mean time, messengers were dispatched to call 
together the tribes; or, to use an ancient expres­
sion, to call them from all their 
streams. This phrase alludes to the situation 
of the residences of the clans, which were generally 
fixed in valleys, where the torrents of the 
neighbouring mountains were collected into one 



of the danger of Cairbar. Cathmor raised 
the sail at Gluba ; but the winds were in other 
lands* Three days he remained on the coast, 
and turned his 'eyes on Conmor’s halls* He 
remembered the daughter of strangers, and 
his sigh arose* Now when the winds a wak­
ed the wave; from the hill came a youth in 
arms; to lift the sword with Cathmor in his 
echoing Helds. It was the white-armed Sul- 
malla, Secret she dwelt beneath her helmet* 
Her steps were in the path of the king: on 
him her blue eyes rolled with joy, when he 
lay by his roaring streams 1 But Cathmor 
thought, that, on Lumon, she still pursued 
the roes. He thought, that fair on a rock, 
she stretched her white hand to the windj 
to feel its course from Erin, the green 
dwelling of her love. He had promised to 
return, with his white-bosomed sails. The 
maid is near thee, O Cathmor! leaning on 
her rock.

The tall forms of the chiefs stand around; 
all But dark-browed Foldath, He leaned 
against a distant tree, rolled into his haughty 
soul. His bushy hair whistles in wind. At 
times bursts the hum of a song. He struck

body, and became large streams or rivers. 
The lifting up of the shield, was the 
phrase for beginning a war.

N 2
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the tree, at length, in wrath, and rushed 
before the king! Cahn and stately, to the 
beam of the oak, arose the form of young 
Hidalla, His hair falls round his blushing 
cheek, in wreaths of waving light. .Soft was 
his voice in Clonra*), in the valley of his 
fathers. Soft was his voice when he touched 

* the harp in the hall, near his roaring streams!
„King of Erin," said Hidalla, „now is the 

time to feast. Bid the voice of bards arise. 
Bid them roll the night away The soul re­
turns, from song, more terrible to war. 
Darknefs settles on Erin. From hill to hill 

. bend the skirted clouds. Far and grey, on 
the heath, the dreadful strides of ghosts are 
seen: the ghosts of those who fell bend for­
ward to their song. Bid, O Cathmor’ the 
harps to rise, to brighten the dead, on their 
wandering blasts."

„Be all the dead forgot," said Foldath’s 
bursting wrath, „Did not 1 fail in the Held? 
Shall I then hear the song? Yet was not my 
course harmlels in war. Blood was a stream 
around my steps. But the feeble were behind 
me. The foe has escaped from my sword. 
In Clon-ra’s vale touch thou the harp. Let 
Dura answer to the voice of Hidalla. Let

*) daon - rath, winding field. The th are 
seldom pronounced audibly in the Galic language.
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some maid look, from the wood, on thy long 
yellow locks. Fly from Lubar’s echoing plain. 
This is the field of heroes !44

„King of ErinMdihos said, „it is 
thine to lead in war. Thou art a fire to our 
©yes, on the dark-brown field. Like a blast 
thou hast past over hosts. Thou hast laid 
them low in blood. But who has heard thy 
words returning from the field ? The wrathful 
delight in death: Their remembrance rests 
on the wounds of their smear. Strife is 
folded in thf.if. thoughts: their words are 
ever heard. Thy course, chief of Moma, 
was like a troubled stream. The dead were 
rolled on thy path: but others also lift the 
spear. We were not feeble behind thee; 
but the foe was strong.44

Cathmor beheld the rising rage, and 
bending forward of either chief; for, half- 
unsheathed they held their swords, and 
rolled their silent eyes. Now would they 
have mixed in horrid fray, had not the 
wrath of Cathmor burned. He drew his 
sword: it gleamed through night, to the 
high-flaming oak! „Sons of pride,“ said the 
king, allay your swelling souls. Retire in. 
night. Why should my rage arise? Should 
1 contend with both in arms? It is no time 
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for strife! Retire, ye clouds, at my feast. 
Awake my soul no more,"

They sunk from the king on either side; 
like*) two columns of morning mist, when 
the sun rises, beiween them, on his glitter­
ing rocks. Dark is their rolling on either 
side; each toward its reedy pool!

Silent sat the chiefs at the feast. They 
(look, at times, on Atha’s king, where he 
strode, on his rock, amid his settling soul. 
The host lie along the Held. Sleep descends 
on Moi > lena. The voice of Fonar ascends 
alone, beneath his distant iree. It ascends 
in the praise of Cathmor, son of Larthon**)

*) This comparison is favourable to the superiority 
of Cathmor over his two chiefs. I shall illustrate 
this passage with another from a fragment of 
an ancient poem, just now in my hands. ,,As 
the sun is above the vapours which his beams 
have raised; so is the soul of the king above the 
sons of fear. They.roll dark below him; he re­
joices in the robe of his beams. But when feeble 
deeds wander on the soul of the king, he is a 
darkened sun rolled along the sky: the valley is 
sad below: flowers wither beneath the drops of 
the night."

**) Lear-thon, sea wave, the name of the chief 
of that colony of the Firbolg, which first migrated 
into Ireland. Larthon’s first settlement in that 
country is related in the seventh book. He was 
the ancestor of Cathmor; and is here called Lar- 
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of Lumon, But Cathmor did not hear hi*  
praise. He lay at ihe roar of a stream. The 
rustling breeze of night flew over his whistl­
ing locks.

*) Carril, the son of Kinfena, by the orders of 
Ossian, sung the funeral elegy at the tomb of 
Cairbar. See the second book, towards the end. 
In all these poems; the visits of ghosts, to their 
living friends, ate short, and their language ob» 
scare, both which circumstances tend to throw a 
solemn gloom on these supernatural scenes. To­
wards the latter end of the speech of the ghost 
of Cairbar, he foretels the death of Cathmor,, by 
enumerating those signals, which, according to the 
opinion of the times, preceded the death of a 
person renowned. It was thought that die ghosts 
of deceased bards sung, for three nights preceding 
the death (near the place where his tomb was to 
be raised), round an unsubstantial figure which 
represented the body of the person who was 
to die.

His brother came to his dreams, half- 
seen from his low-hung cloud. Joy rose 
darkly in his face. He had heard the song 
of Carril*),  A blast sustained his dark-skirted 
cloud; which he seized in the bosom of 
night, as he rose, with his fame, towards 
his airy hall. Half-mixed with the noise of 
the stream, he poured his feeble words.

tlion of Lu in on, from a high hill of that name 
in Inis-huna, the ancient seat of the Fir-bolg.
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„Joy meet the soul of Cathmor. His 

voice was heard on Moi - lena. The bard pave 
his iong to Cairbar. He travels on the wind* 
Mv form is in my father’s hall, like the 
gliding of a terrible light, which darts acrofs 
the desert, in a stormy night. No bard shall 
be wanting at thy tomb, when thou art 
lowly laid. The sons of song love the valiant, 
Cadnnor, thy name is a pleasant gale. The 
mournful sounds arise* On Lubar’s Held there 
is a voice’ Louder still, ye shadowy ghosts! 
The dead were full of fame* Shrilly swells 

। the feeble sound. The rougher blast alone 
is heard* Ah’ soon is Cathmor low’“ 
Rolled into himself he flew, wide on the 
bosom of winds. The old oak felt his depar­
ture, and shook its whistling head. Cathmor 
Starts from rest. He takes his deathful spear. 
He lifts his eyes around. He sees but dark- 
skirted night.

„ft was the voice of the king,“ he said. 
„But now his form is gone. Unmarked is 
your path in the air, ye children of the night. 
Often, like a reflected beam, are ye seen 
in the desert wild: but ye retire in your 
blasts, before our steps approach. Go then, 
ye feeble race! Knowledge with you there is 
none: Your joys are weak, and like the 
dreams of our rest, or the light-winged
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thought that flips acrofs the soul. Shall Cath- 
mor soon be low? Darkly laid in his narrow 
house ? Where no morning comes, with her 
half- opened eyes? Away, thou shade’ to 
tight is mine’ All further thought away! I 
rush forth, on eagle’s wings, to seize my 
beam of fame. In the lonely vale of streams, 
abides the narrow soul. Years roll on, 
seasons return, but he is still unknown. In 
a blast comes cloudy death, and lays his 
grey head low. His ghost is folded in the 
vapour of the fenny field. Its course is never 
on hills, nor mossy vales of wind. So shall 
not Cathmor depart No boy in the field 
was he, who only marks the bed of roes, upon 
the echoing hills. My issuing forth was with 
kings. My joy in dreadful plains: where 
broken hosts are rolled away, like seas before 
the wind,“

So spoke the king of Alnecma, brighten­
ing in his Hsing souk Valour, like a pleasant 
flame, is gleaming within his breast. Stately 
is his stride on the heath’ The beam of east 
is poured around. He saw his grey host 
on the field, wide-spreading their ridges in 
light. He rejoiced, like a spirit of heaven, 
whose steps come, forth on the seas, when 
he heholds them peaceful round, and all the 
winds are laid. But soon he awakes the 
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waves, and rolls them large to some echo­
ing shore.

On the rushy bank, of a stream slept the 
daughter of Jnis-huna. The helmet had fallen 
from her head. Her dreams were in the 
lands of her fathers, There morning is on 
the field. Grey streams leap clown from the 
rocks. The breezes, in shadowy waves, fly 
over the rushy fields. There is the sound 
that prepares for the chase. There the moving 
of warriors from the hall. But tall above the 
rest is seen the hero of streamy Atha. He 
bends his eye of love on Sul-malla, from 
his stately steps. She turns, with pride, her 
face away, and carelefs bends the bow.

Such were the dreams of the maid, when 
Cathmor of Atha came. He saw her fair face 
before him, in the midst of her wandering 
locks. He knew the maid of Lumon. What 
should Cathmor do? His sighs arise. His 
tears come down. But straight he turns away. 
„This is no time, king of Atha, to awake 
thy secret soul. The battle is rolled before 
thee, like a troubled stream.44

He struck that warning bofs*), wherein 
dwelt the voice of war. Erin rose around

In order to understand this passage, it is necessary 
to look to the description of Cathmor’s shield in the 
Seventh book. This shield had seven' principal 
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him, like the sound of eagle-wing. Sul- 
malla started from sleep, in her disordered 
locks. She seized the helmet from earth. 
She trembled in her place. „Why should 
they know in Erin of the daughter of fnis- 
huna?‘c She remembered the race of kings. 
The pride of her soul arose! Her steps ace 
behind a rock, by the blue-winding*) stream 
of a vale; where dwelt the dark-brown, 
hind ere yet the war arose. Thither came 
the voice of Cathmor, at times, to Sul-malla’s 
ear. Her soul is darkly sad. She pom's her 
words on wind,

„The dreams of Inis - huna departed. 
They are dispersed from my soul. I hear 
not the chase in my land, I am concealed in 
the skirt of war. I look forth from my cloud. 
JNo beam appears to light my path, I behold 
my warrior low: for the broad - shielded 
king is near, he that overcomes in danger, 
Fingal from Selma of spears! Spirit of depart­
ed Conmor! are thy steps on the bosom of 
winds? Comest thou, at times, to other

bosses, the sound of each of which, when struck 
with a spear, conveyed a particular order from the 
king to his tribes. The sound of zone of them, as 
here, was the signal for the army to assemble.

•) This was not the valley of Lona to which Sul- 
malla afterwards retired.
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lands, father of sad Sul-malla? Thou dost 
come! I have heard thy voice at night; while 
yet I rose on the wave to Erin of the streams. 
The ghost of fathers, they say*),  call away 
the souls of their race, while they behold 
them lonely in the midst of woe. Call me, 
my father, away! When Cathmor is low on 
earth; then shall Sul-malla be lonely in the 
midst of woe!“

*) Con-mor, the father of Sul-malla, was killed 
in that war, from which Cathmor delivered Inis- 
huna. Lormar his son succeeded Con-mor. It 
was the opinion of the times, when a person 
was reduced to a pitch of misery, which could 
admit of no alleviation, that the ghosts of his 
ancestors called his soul away. This super­
natural kind of death was called the voice of 
the dead; and is believed by the superstitious 
vulgar to this day.
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T E M O R A:
AN EPIC POEM,

BOOK V.

A RGU3IENT,

The poet, after a short address to the harp 
of Cona; describes the arrangement of 
both armies on either side of the river 
Fubar. Fingal gives the command to 
Fillan', but, at the same time, orders Gaul, 
the son of Morni, who had been wounded in 
the hand in the preceding battle, to assist him 
with his counsel. The army of- the Firbolg is 
commanded by Foldath, The general onset 
is described. The great actions of Fillan, 
He kills Rothmar and Culmin. Hut when 
Fillan conquers in one wing, Foldath pres­
ses hard on the other. He wounds Dermid,' 
the son of Duthno, and puts the whole 
wing to flight, Dermid deliberates with 
himself, and, at last, resolves to put a 
stop to the progrefs of Foldath, by enga­
ging him in single combat. When the two 
chiefs were approaching towards one another, 
Fillan came suddenly to the relief of
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Dermid; engaged Foldath, and killed him. 
The behaviour of Malthos towards the 
fallen Foldath. Fillan puts the whole army 
of the Firbolg to flight. The book closes 
with an addrefs to Clatho, the mother of 
that hero.

Thou dweller between the shields, that 
hang, on high, in Ossian’s hall! Descend 
from thy place, O harp, and let me hear 
thy voice! Son of Alpin, strike the string. 
Thon must awake the soul of the bard. 
The murmur of Lora’s*) stream has rolled 
the tale away. I stand in the cloud of years. 
Few are its openings toward the past; and 
when the vision comes, it is but dim and 
dark. I hear thee, harp of Selma! my soul 
returns, like a breezewhich the sun brings 
back o the vale, where dwelt the lazy mist!

Lubar**), is bright before me in the 
windings of its vale. On either side, on their 

*) Lora is often mentioned; it was a small and 
rapid stream in the neighbourhood of Selma. 
There is no vestige of this name now remaining; 
though it appears from a very old song, which 
the- translator has seen, that one of the small 
rivers on the northwest coast was called Lora 
some centuries ago.

**) From several passages in the poem we may 
form a distinct idea of the scene of the action of' 
Teruora. At a small distance from one another 
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hills, rise the tall forms of the kings. Their 
people are poured around them, bending 
forward to their words: as if their fathers 
spoke, descending from the winds. But they 
themselves are like two rocks in the midst; 
each with its dark head of pines, when they 
are seen in the desert, above low-sailing 
mist. High on their face are streams, which 
spread their foam on blasts of wind!

Beneath the voice of Cathmor pours 
Erin, like the sound of flame. Wide they 
come down to Lubar, Before them is the *

rose the hills ,of Mora and Lora; the first pos­
sessed by Fingal, the second by the army of 
Cathmor. Through the intermediate plain ran 
the small river Lubar, on the banks of which 
all the battles were fought, excepting that be­
tween Cairbar and Oscar, related in the first book. 
This last mentioned engagement happened to the 
north of the hill of Mora, of which Fingal took 
possession, after the army of Cairbar fell back to 
that of Cathmor. At.some distance, but within 
sight of Mora, towards the west, Lubar issued 
from the mountain of Crommal, and, after A 
short course through the plain of Moi - lena, 
discharged itself into the sea near the held of 
battle. Behind the mountain of Crommal ran the 
small stream of Lavath, on the banks of which 
Ferad-artho, the son of Cairbre, the only person 
remaining of the race of Cona, lived concealed 
in a cave, during the usurpation of Cairbar, the 
son of Borbar - duthul.
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stride of Foldath. But Cathmor retires to 
his hill, beneath his bending oak. The 
tumbling of a stream is near the king. He 
lifts, at times, his gleaming spear. It is a 
flame to his people, in the midst of war. 
INear him stands the daughter of Con mor, 
leaning on a rock. She did not rejoic*-  at 
the strife. Her soul delighted not in blood. 
A*)  valley spreads green behind the hill, 
with its three blue streams. The sun is there 
in silence. The dun mountain-roes come 
down. On these are turned the eyes of 5ul • 
malla in her thoughtful mood.

*3 It was to this valley Sul-malla retired . during the 
last and decisive battle between Fingal and Cathmor. 
It is described in the seventh book, where it is 
called the vale of Lona, and the residence of a 
Druid.

Fingal beholds Cathmor, on high, the 
son of Borbar-duthull he beholds the deep­
rolling of Erin, on the darkened plain.. He 
strikes that warning bofs, which bids the 
people to obey; when he sends his chiefs 
before them to the Held of renown. Wide 
rise their spears to the sun. Their echoing 
shields reply around. Fear, like a vapour, 
winds not among the host: for he, the king, 
is near, the strength of streamy Selma.
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Gladnefs brightens the hero. We hear his 
words with joy.

„Like the coming forth of winds, is the 
sound of Selma’s sons’ They are mountain 
waters, determined in their course. Hence 
is Fingal renowned. Hence is his name in 
other lands* He was not a lonely beam in 
danger; for your steps were! always near! 
But never was Fingal a dreadful form, in 
your presence, darkened into wrath. My 
voice was no thunder to your ears. Mine 
eyes sent forth no death. When the haughty 
appeared, I beheld them not. They Were 
foigot at my feasts. Like mist they melted 
away. A young beam is before you’ Few 
are his paths to war! They are few, but he 
is valiant. Defend my dark-haired son. Bring 
Fillan back, with joy. Hereafter he may 
stand alone. His form is like his fathers. 
His soul is a flame on their Hre. Son of 
car-borne Morni, move behind the youth. 
Let thy voice reach his ear, from the skirts 
of war. INot Unobserved rolls battle, before 
thee, breaker of the shields!*

The king strode, at once, away to CormuFs 
lofty rock. Intermitting, darts the light, 
from his shield, as slow the king of heroes 
moves. Sidelong rolls his eye o’er the 
heath, as forming advance the lines. Grace-

Vol. XV. O



210
ful-fly his half-grey locks round his kingly 
features, , now lightened with dreadful joy. 
tWholly mighty is the chief’ Behind him dark 
and slow I moved. Straight came forward 
the strength of Gaul. His shield hung loose 
on its thong. He spoke, in haste, to Ossian. 
„Bind*), son of Fingal, this shield! Bind it 
high to the side of Gaul. The foe may 
behold it, and think I lift the spear. If I 
should fall, let mv tomb be hid in the field; 
for fall I must without fame. Mine arm can­
not lift the steel. Let not Evir-choma hear 
it. to blush between her locks. Fillan, the 
mighty, behold us! Let us not forget the 
strife. Why should they come, from their 
hills, to aid our flying field?"

He strode onward, with the sound of 
his shield. My voice pursued him as he went. 
„Can the son of Morni fall, without his fame 
in Erin? But the deeds of the mighty are 
forgot by themselves. They rush carelefs over 
the fields of renown. Their words are never 
heard!" I rejoiced over the steps of the chief. 
I strode to the rock of the king, where he 
sat, in his wandering locks, amid the 
mountain wind!

It is necessary to remember, that Gaul was wound­
ed ; which occasions his requiring hete the assistance 
of Ossian to bind his shield on his side.
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In two dark ridges bend the hosts, to­
ward each other, at Lubar* Here Foldath 
rises a pillar of darknefs: there brightens the 
youth of Fillan, Each, with his spear in the 
stream, sent forth the voice of war* Gaul 
struck the shield of Selma. At once they 
plunge in battle! Steel pours its gleam on 
steel: like the fall of streams shone the field, 
when they mix their foam together, from two 
dark-browed rocks! Behold he comes, the 
son of fame! He lays the people low! Deaths 
sit on blasts around him! Warriors strew thy 
paths, O Fillan!

Rothmar*), the shield of warriors, stood 
between two chinky rocks. Two oaks, which 
winds had bend from high, spread their 
blanches on either side. He rolls his darken­
ing eyes on Fillan, and, silent, shades his 
friends. Fingal saw the approaching fight. 
The hero’s soul arose. But as the stone of 
Loda**) falls, shook, at once, from rocking

*) Roth-mar, the s ound of the sea before a 
storm. Drumanard, high ridge, Cui-min, 
soft -haired. Cull - allin, beautiful locks. 
Strutha, streamy river.

**) By the stone of Loda is meant a place of wor­
ship among the Scandinavians. The Caledonians, 
in their many expeditions to Orkney and Scan­
dinavia, became acquainted with some of the 
rites of the religion which prevailed in those 

O a
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Druman-ard, when spirits heave the earth in 
their wrath; so fell blue-shielded Rothmar.

Near are the steps of Culmin. The youth 
came, bursting into tears. Wrathful he cut 
the wind, ere yet he mixed his strokes with 
Fillan. He had first bent the bow with Roth- 
mar, at the rock of his own blue streams. 
There they had marked the place of the roe, 
as the sun-beam flew over the fern. Why, 
son of Gul-allin I Why Culmin, dost thou 
rush on that beam*) of light? It is a fire that

countries, and the ancient poetry frequently alludes 
to them. There ^re some ruins, and circular 
pales of stone, remaining still in Orkney, and 
the islands of Shetland, which retain, to this 
day, the name of L o d a or Loden, They seem 
to have differed materially, in their construction, 
from those druidical monuments which remain 
in Britain, and the western isles. The places of 
worship among the Scandinavians were originally 
rude and unadorned. In after ages, when they 
opened a comipunication with other nations, they 
adopted their'manners, and built temples. That 
at Upsal, in Sweden, was amazingly rich and 
magnificent. Haj-quin, of Norway,, built one, 
near Drontheim, little inferior to the former, 
and it went always under the name of Loden. 
Mallet, introduction a 1’histoire de 
D a n n e m a r c.

*) The poet, metaphorically, calls Fillan abeam 
of light. Culmin, mentioned here, was the son 
of Clonmar, chief of Strutlia, by the beautiful 
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consumes. Son of Cul-allin, retire. Your 
fathers were not equal, in the glittering strife 
of the field. The mother of Culrnin remains 
in the hall. She looks forth on blue-roiling 
Strutha. A whirlwind rises, on the stream, 
dark-eddying round the ghost of her son. 
High dogs **) are howling in their place. His 
shield is bloody in the hall. „Art thou fallen, 
my fair-haired son, in Erin’s dismal war?K

As a roe, pierced, in secret, lies panting, 
by her wonted streams; the hunter surveys 
her feet of wind: He remembers her stately 
bounding before. So lay the son of Cul-allin 
beneath the eye of Fillan. His hair is rolled 
in a little stream. His blood wanders on 
his shield. Still his hand holds the sword,

Culallin. She was so remarkable for the beauty 
of her person, that she is introduced, freqiiently, 
in the similes and allusions of ancient poetry. 
Mar Chulaluin Strutha nan sian; 
Lovely as Cul-allin of Strutha of the

I storms.

*) Dogs were thought to be sensible of the death of 
their master, let it happen at ever so great a distance. 
It was also the opinion of the times, that the arms 
which warriors left at home became bloody, when 
they themselves fell in battle. It was from those 
signs that Cul-allin is supposed to understand that 
her son is killed; in which she is confirmed by the 
appearance of his ghost.
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that failed him in the midst of danger. „Thou 
art fallen,* said Fillan, „ere yet thy fame 
was heard. Thy father sent thee to war. 
He expects to hear of thy deeds. He is grey, 
perhaps, at his streams. His eyes are toward 
Moi lena. But thou shallt not return with the 
spoil of the fallen foe!“

Fillan pours the flight of Erin before him,- 
over the resounding heath. But, man on 
man, fell Morven before the dark-red rage 
of Foldath* for, far on the field, he poured 
the roar of half his tribes. Dermid stands 
before him in wrath. The sons of Selma 
gathered around. But his shield is cleft by 
Foldath. His people fly over the heath.

Then said the foe, in his pride, „They 
have fled. My fame begins ’ Go, Malthos, 
go bid Cathmor guard the dark - rolling of 
ocean; that Fingal may not escape from my 
sword. He must lie on earth. Beside some 
fen shall his tomb be seeg. It shall rise with­
out a song. His ghost shall hover, in mist, 
over the reedy pool.*

Malthos heard, with darkening doubt. 
He rolled his silent eyes. He knew the pride 
of Foldath. He looked up to Fingal on his 
hills: then daddy turning, in doubtful mood, 
ho plunged his sword in war*
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In Clone’s *) narrow vale, where bend 

two trees above the stream, dark, in his grief,

*) This valley had its name from Clono, son of 
Lethtpal of Lora ,, one of the ancestors of Dermid, 
the son of Duthno. His history is thus related in 
an old poem. In the days of Conar, the son of 
Trenmor, the first king of Ireland, Clono passed 
over into that kingdom, from Caledonia,. to aid 
Conar against rhe Fir-bolg. Being remarkable for 
the beauty of his person, he soon drew the atten­
tion of Sulmin> the young wife of an Irish chief. 
She disclosed her passion, which was not properly 
returned by the Caledonian. The lady sickened, 
through disappointment, and her love for Clono 
came to the ears of her husband. Fired with 
jealousy, he vowed revenge. Clono, to avoid his 
rage, departed from Temora, in order to pals over 
into Scotland; and, being benighted in the valley 
mentioned hare , he laid him down to sleep. T here 
Lethmal descended in the dreams of Clo^ 
no, and told him that danger was near.

Ghost of Lethmal
,,Arise from thy bed of mofs; son of low-laid 

Lothmal, arise. The sound of the coming nf foes 
descends along the wind-

Clono.
„Whose voice is that, like many streams, in the 

season of my rest?
Ghost of Lethmal.

,,Arise, thou dweller of the squls of the lovely; 
son of Lethmal, arise.

Clono,
,,How dreary is the nigl^t! The moon is darkened 

in the sky; red are the paths of ghosts along its 
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stood Duthno’s silent son* The blood pours 
from the side of Dermid. His shield is broken 
near. His spear leans against a stone. Why, 
Dermid, why so sad? „I hear the roar of 
battle. My people are alone. My steps are 
slow on the heath; and no shield is mine* 
Shall he then prevail ? It is then after Dermid 
is slow! I will call thee forth, O Foldath; 
and meet thee yet in fight.“

He took his spear, with dreadful joy. 
The son of Morni came. „Stay, son of 
Duthno, stay thy speed. Thy steps are 
marked with blood. No bossy shield is thine. 
Why sfiouldst thou fall unarmed ?“ »Son of 
Morni i give thou thy shield. It has often 
rolled back the war. I shall stop the chief in

sullen face! Green-skirted meteors set around. Dull 
is the roaring of streams, from the valley of dim 
forms. I hear thee, spirit of my father , on the 
eddying cqurse of the wind, I hear thee; but thou 
bendest not* forward, thy tall form, from the skirts 
of night/'

As Clono prepared to depart, the husband of 
Sulmin came up, with his numerous attendants. 
Clono defended himself, But, after a gallant re­
sistance, he was overpowered and slain. He was 
buried in the place where he was killed, and the 
valley was called after his name. Dermid, in hi$ 
request to Gaul the son of Morni, which immediately 
follows this paragraph, alludes to the tomb of Clono, 
and his own connection with that unfortunate chief.
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his course. Son of Morni! behold that stone I 
It lifts its grey head through grafs. There 
dwells a chief of the race of Dermid. Place 
me there in night.*

He slowly rose against the hill. He saw 
the troubled field; the gleaming ridges of 
battle, disjoined and broken round. As distant 
fires, on heath by night, now seem as lost 
in smoke; now rearing their red streams on 
the hill, as blow or cease the winds» so met 
the intermitting war the eye of broad-shielded 
Dermid* Thtough the host are the strides of 
Foldath, dike some dark ship on wintry waves, 
when she issues from between two isles, to 
sport on resounding ocean J

Dermid, with rage, beholds his course. 
He strives to rush along. But he fails amid 
his steps; and the big tear comes down* He 
sounds his father’s horn. He thrice strikes 
his bossy shield* He calls thrice the name 
of Foldath, from his roaring tribes. Foldath, 
with joy, beholds the chief. He lifts aloft his 
bloody spear* As a rock is marked with 
streams that fell troubled down its side in a 
storm; so, streaked with wandering blood, 
is the dark chief ofMoma’ The host, on either 
side, withdraw from tfie contending of kings. 
They raise, at once, their gleaming points. 
Hushing comes Fillan of Selma. Three pac^s 
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back Foldath withdraws, dazzled with that 
beam of light, which came, as issuing from 
a cloud , to save the wounded chief. Growing 
in his pride he stands. He calls forth all 
his steel. \

As meet two broad-winged eagles, in 
their sounding strife, in winds: so rush the 
two chiefs, on Moi-lena, into gloom^ light. 
By turns are the steps of the kings*) forward 
on their rocks above; for now the dusky 
war seems to descend on their swords. Cath« 
mor feels the joy of warriors, on his mossy 
hill: their joy in secret, when dangers rise 
to match their souls. His eye is not turned 
on Lubar, but on Selma’s dreadful king. 
He beholds him, on Mora, rising in his arms.

Foldath**) falls on his shield. The spear 
of Fillan pierced the king, Nor loocks the

Finga'l and Cathmor.
**} The fall of Foldath, if we may believe tradition, 

■was predicted to him, before he had left his own 
country to join Cairbar, in his designs on the Irish 
throne. He went to the cave of Moma, to inquire 
of the spirits of his.fathers, concerning the succefs 
of the enterprise of Cairbar. The responses of ora­
cles are always attended with obscurity, and -liable 
to a double meaning: Foldath, therefore, put a 
favourable interpretation on the prediction, and 
pursued his adopted plan of aggrandising himself 
with the family of Atha, 
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youth on the fallen, but onward rolls the 
war. The hundred voices of death arise, 
„Stay, son of Fingal, stay tby speed. Behol- 
dest thou not that gleaming form, a dreadful 
sign of death? Awaken not the king of Erin, 
Return, son of blue-eyed Glatho,K

Malthos beholds Foldath low. He darkly 
stands above the chief. Hatred is rolled 
from his soul. He seems a rock in a desert, 
on whose dark side are the trickling of waters;

Foldath, addressing the spirits of 
his fathers.

„Dark, I stand in your presence; fathers of Fob 
dath hear. Shall my steps pafs over Atha, to Ullin 
of the roes ?

Th eAnswer.
,,Thy steps shall pafs over Atha, to the green 

dwelling of kings. There shall thy stature arise, 
over the fallen, like a pillar of thunder-clouds. 
There, terrible in darknefs, sha.lt thou stand, till 
the reflected beam, or Clon-cath of Moruth, 

• come; Moruth of many streams, that roars in distant 
lands."

Cloncath, or reflected beam,, say my tradi­
tional authors, was the name of the sword of Fillan; 
so that it was in the latent signification of the word 
Cloncath, that rhe deception lay. My principal 
reason for introducing this note, is, that this tradi­
tion serves to show, that the religion of the Fir- 
bolg differed from that of the Caledonians, as we 
never find the latter inquiring of the spirits of their 
deceased ancestors.
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when the slow sailing mist has left it, and 
all its trees are blasted with winds* He spoke 
to the dying hero, about the narrow house* 
„Whether shall thy grey stone rise in Ullin, 
or in Moina’s*) woody land? where the sun 
looks, in secret, on the blue streams of Dal- 
rutho **) ? There are the steps of thy daugh­
ter, blue-eyed Dardu-lena!w

„Rememberest thou her,“ said Foldath, 
^because no son is mine; no youth to roll 
the battle before him, in revenge of me? 
Malthos, I am revenged. Iwas not peaceful 
in the field. Raise the tombs of those I have 
slain, around my narrow house* Often shall 
I forsake the blast, to rejoice above their

*) Moma was the name of a country in the south of 
Connaught, once famous for being the residence of 
an Arch-Druid. The cave of Moma was thought to 
be inhabited by the spirits of the chiefs of the Fir- 
bolg, and their posterity sent to inquire there, as to 
an oracle, concerning the issue of their wars.

♦*) Dal-rhuath, parched or sandy field. The 
etymology of Dar-ditlena is uncertain. The daughter 
of Foldath was, probably, so called, from a place 
in ulster, where her father had defeated part of the 
adherents of Artho , king! of Ireland. Dordulena; 
the dark wood of Moi-lena. As Foldath was 
proud and ostentatious, it would appear, that he 
transferred the name of a place, where he himself 
had been victorious, to his daughter* 
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graves; when I behold them spread around, - 
with their longwhistiing grafs.“

His soul rushed to the vale of Moma, to 
Dardu-lena’s dreams, where she slept, by 
Dalrutho’s stream, returning from the chase 
of the hinds. Her bow is near the maid, 
unstrung. The breezes fold her long hair 
on her breasts. Clothed in the beauty of 
youth, the love of heroes lay. Dark-bending, 
from the skirts of the wood, her wounded 
father seemed to come He appeared, at 
times, then hid himself in mist Bursting into 
tears she rose. She knew that the chief was low. 
To her came a beam from his soul, when folded 
in its storms. Thou wert; the last of his race, 
O blue-eyed Dardu-lena!

Wide spreading over echoing Lubar, 
the (light of Bolga is rolled along. Fillan 
hangs forward on their steps. He strews, 
with dead, the heath, Fingal rejoices over 
his son. Blue-shielded Cathmor rose.

Son of Alpin, bring the harp. Give 
Fillan’s praise to the wind. Raise high his 
praise , in mine ear, while yet he shines in 
war.

„Leave, blue-eyed Clatho, leave thy hall! 
Behold that early beam of thine! The host 
is withered in its course. No further look, 
it is dark. Light-trembling from the harp, 
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strike, virgins, strike the sounds No hunter 
he descends, from\the dewy haunt of the 
bounding roe. He bends not his bow on 
the wind; nor sends his grey arrow abroad.

„Deep-folded in red war! See battle roll 
against his side. Striding amid the ridgy 
strife, he pours the deaths of thousands 
forth. Fillan is like a spirit of heaven, that 
descends from the skirt of winds. The trou­
bled ocean feels his steps, as he strides 
from wave to wave. His path kindles behind 
him. Islands shake their heads on the 
heaving seas! Leave, blue-eyed Cla|ho, leave 
thy hall!«

TEMORA:
AN EPIC POEM.

BOOK VI.

' a rgujuent.
This book Opens with a speech of Fingal, 

who sees Cathmor descending to the assi­
stance of his flying army» The king 
dispatches Ossian so the reliefl of Fillan* 
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He himself retires behind the rock of 
Cormal, to avoid the fight ofthe engagement 
between his son and Cathmor, Ossian 
advances. The descent of Cathmor described. 
He rallies the army, renews the battle, 
and, before Ossian could arrive, engages 
Fillan himself. Upon the approach of 
Ossian, the combat between the two heroes 
ceases, Ossian and Cathmor^ prepare to 
Jight, but) night coming on, prevents them, 
Ossian returns to the place where Cathmor 
and Fillan fought, He finds Fillan mortally 
wounded, and leaning against a rock. 
Their discourse, Fillan dies: his body^ is 
laid, by Ossian, in a neighbouring cave, 
The Caledonian army return to Fingal, 
He questions them about his son, and) 
understanding that he was killed) retires* 
in silence, to the rock of Cormul. Upon 
the retreat of the army of Fingal* the 
Fir-bolg advance. Cathmorfinds Bran, one, 
of the dogs of Fingal, lying on the shield 
of Fillan before the entrance of the cave, 
where the body of that hero lay, His 
reflections there-upon. He returns, in a 
melancholy mood, to his army. Malthas 
endeavours to comfort him, by the example 
of his father Borbar - duthal. Cathmor 
retires to rest. The song of ‘ Sul-malla 
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concludes the book, which ends about the 
middle of the third night, from the opening 
of the poem*

Cathmor*) rises on his hill! Shall Fingal 
take the sword of Luno? But what should 
become of thy fame, son of white-bosomed 
Clatho? Turn not thine eyes from Fingal, 
fair daughter of Inistore, I shall not quench 
thy early beam. It shines along my soul. 
Rise, wood-skirted Mora, rise between the 
war and me! Why should Fingal behold the 
strife, lest his dark-haired warrior should 
fall! Amidst the song, O Carril, pour the 
sound of the trembling harp! Here are the 
voices of rocks! and there the bright tumbling 
of waters. Father of Oscar, lift the spear! 
Defend the young in arms. Conceal thy 
steps from Fillan, He must not know that 
I doubt his steel. No cloud of mine shall 
rise, my son, upon thy soul of fire!“

He sunk behind his rock, amid the sound 
of Carril’s son^ Brightening, in my growing 
soul, I took the spear of Temora**). I saw, 

*) Fingal speaks.
**) The spear ofTemora was that which Oscar 

had received, in a present, from Cormac, th© 
son of Artho, king .of Ireland- It was of it that 
Cairbar made the pretext for quarrelling with 

' Oscar, at the feast, in the first book. 
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along Moi-lena, the wild tumbling of battle; 
the strife of death, in gleaming rows, dis­
joined and broken round, Fillan is a beam 
of fire. From wing to wing is his wasteful 
course* The ridges of war melt before him* 
They are rolled, in smoke, from the fields’

Now is the coming forth of Cathmot, * 
in the armour of kings! Dark-waves the 
eagle’s wing, above his helmet of fire. 
Unconcerned are his steps, as if they were 
to the chase of Erin. He raises, at times, 
his terrible voice. Erin, abashed, gathers 
round. Their souls return back, like a 
stream. They wonder at the steps of their 
fear. He rose, like the beam of the morning, 
on a haunted heath: the traveller looks, back, 
with bending eye, on the field of dreadful 
forms! Sudden, from-the rock of Moi-lena, 
are Sul-mafia’s trembling steps. An oak 
takes the spear from her hand. Half bent she 
looses the lance. But then are her eyes on 
the kingj from amid het wandering locks’ 
No friendly strife is before theej No light 
contending of bows, as when the youth of*)

Clu-ba; winding bay; an arm of the sea in Inis- 
huna, or the western coast of South Britain. It was* 
in this bay that Cathmor was wind - bound, when 
Sul-malla came, in the disguise of a young warrior 
to accompany him in his voyage to Ireland. Conmor, 
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Inis-huna come forth beneath the eye of 
Conmor»

As the rock of Runo, which takes the 
passing clouds as they fly, seems growing, 
in gathered darknel's, over the streamy 
heath; so seems the chief of Atha taller, as 
gather his people around. As different blasts 
fly over the sea, each behind its darkblue 
wave, so Cathmor’s words, on every side, 
pour his warriors forth. Nor silent on his 
hill is Fillan. He mixes his words with his 
echoing shield. An eagle he seemed, with 
sounding wings, calling the wind to his rock, 
when he sees the coming forth of the roes, 
On Lutha’s*) rushy field! 1

Now 'they bend forward in battle. 
Death’s hundred voices arise. The kings, on 
either side, were like .fires on the souls of 
the hosts. Ossian bounded along. High 
rocks and trees rush tall between the war 
and me. But 1 hear the noise of steel between 
my clanging arms. Rising, gleaming, on the

the father of Sul-malla, as is insinuated at the close 
of the fourth book, was dead before the departure 
of his daughter.

*) Lutha was the name of a valley in Morven. 
There dwelt Toscar the son of Conloch, the 
father of Malvina, who-, upon that account, is 
often called the maid of Lutha. Lutha 
signifies swift stream. 



hill, I behold the backward steps of hosts: 
their backward steps, on either side, and 
wiMly-looking eyes. The chiefs were met 
in dreadful fight! The two blue-shielded kings! 
Tall and dark, through gleams of steel, are 
seen the striving heroes! I rush. My fears 
for Fillan fly, burning acrofs my soul.

I come. Nor Cathmor flies; nor yet 
comes on; he sidelong stalks along. An icy 
rock, cold, tall, he seems. I call forth all 
my steel. Silent awhile we stride, on either 
side of a rushing stream: then, sudden turn­
ing, all at once, we raise our pointed spears’ 
We raise our spears but,night comes down. 
It is dark and silent round; but where the 
distant steps of hosts are sounding over the 
heath! 1

1 come to the place where Fillan fought. 
Nor voice, nor sound is there. A broken 
helmet lies on earth, a buckler cleft in twain. 
Where. Fillan, where art thou, young chief 
of echoing Morven? He hears me leaning on 
a rock, which bends its grey head over the 
stream. He hears; but sullen, dark he stands* 
At length I saw the hero!

„Why standest thou, robed in darknefs, 
son of woody Selma? Bright is thy path, my 
brother, in this dark-brown held! Long 
has been thy strife in battle! Now the horn

P 2 
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of Fingal is heard. Ascend to the cloud of 
thy father, to his hill of feasts. In the even­
ing mist he sits, and hears the sound of 
Carril’s harp. Carry joy to the aged, young 
breakers of the shields 1“

„Can the vanquished carry joy! Ossian, 
no shield is mine! It lies broken on the Held. 
The eagle-wing of my helmet is torn. It is 
when foes fly before them, that fathers de­
light in their sons. But their sighs burst 
forth, in secret, when their young warriors 
yield. No: Fillan shall not behold the king! 
Why should the hero mourn?"

„Son of blue-eyed Clatho! O Fillan, 
awake not my soul! Wert thou not a burn­
ing fire' before him? Shall he not rejoice? 
Such fame belongs not to Ossian; yet is the 
king still a sun to me. He looks on my 
steps with joy. Shadows never rise on his 
face. Ascend, O Fillan, to Mora • His feast 
is spread in the folds of mist."

„Ossian! give me that broken shield: 
these feathers that are rolled in the wind. 
Place them near to Fillan, that lefs of his 
fame may 'fall. Ossian, I begin to fail. Lay 
me in that hollow rock. Raise no stone 
above, lest one should ask about my fame. 
I am fallen in the first of my fields, fallen 
without renown. Let thy voice alone send
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joy to my flying soul. Why should the bard 
„ know where dwells the lost beam of Clatho !*)

A dialogue between Clatho, the mother, and 
Bosmina, the sister, of Fillan,

Clatho,
,,Daughter of Fingal, arise! thou light between 

thy locks, Lift thy fair head from rest, soft- 
gliding sun-beam of Selma! I beheld thy arms, 
on thy breast, white tossed amidst thy wander­
ing locks : when the rustling breeze of the morn ing 
came from the desert of streams. Hast thou seen 
thy fathers, Bos-mina, descendingin thy dreams ? 
Ai•ise, daxighter of Clatho; dwells there aught of 
grief in thy soul?

Bos-mina,
„A thin form passed before me, fading aS it 

flew: like the darkening wave of a breeze, along 
a field of grafs. Descend, from thy wall, O 
harp, and call back the soul of Bos-mina: it has 
rolled away, like a stream. I hear thy pleasant 
sound. I hear thee, O harp, and my voice shall 
rise.

„How often shall ye rush to war, ye dwellers 
of my soul? Your paths are distant, kings of 
men, in Erin of blue streams. Lift thy wing, 
thou southern breeze, from Clono’s darkening 
heath: spreath the sails of Fingal towards the, 
bays of his land.

„But who is that, in his strength, darkening 
in the presence of'war? His arm stretches to the 
foe, like the beam of the sickly sun ; when his 

, side is crusted with darknefs; and lie rolls his 
dismal course through the sky, Who is it, but
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„Is thy spirit on the eddying winds, O 
Fillan, young breaker of shields’ Joy pursue 
my hero, through his folded clouds. The 
forms of thy fathers, O Fillan, bend to receive 
their son. I behold the spreading of their 
fire on Mora: the blue rolling of their misty 
wreaths. Joy'meet-thee, my brother! But 
wre are dark and sad! I behold thp foe round 
the aged, 1 behold the wasting away of his 
fame. Thou art left alone in the field, O 
grey-haired king of Selma!“

I laid him in the hollow rock, at the roar

the father of Bos-mina? Shall he return till 
danger is past?

,,Fillan, thou art a beam by his side; beautiful, 
but terrible, is thy light. Thy sword is before 
thee, a blue fire of night. When shaft thou return 
to thy roes ; to the streams of thy rushy fields ? 
When shall I behold thee from Mora , while 
winds strew my long locks on their blasts ! But 
shall a young' eagle return from the field where 
the heroes fail!

Clatho.
s,Soft, as the son of Loda, is the voice of Sel­

ma’s maid. Pleasant to the ear of Clatho is the 
name of the breaker of shields. Behold, the king 
comes from ocean: the shield of Morven is borne 
by bhids. The foe has fled before him, like the 
departure of mist. I hear not the sounding wings 
of my eagle: the rushing forth of the sor of 
Clatho. Thou art dark, O Fingal; shall the war­
rior never teturn?" *** 
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of the nightly stream. One red star looked 
in on the hero. Winds lift, at times, his 
locks. 1 listen. Nc sound is heard. The 
warrior slept! As lightning on a cloud, a 
thought came rushing along my soul. My eyes 
roll in fire: my stride was in the clang of 
steel. „I will find thee, king of Erin! in the 
gathering of thy thousands find thee; Why 
should that cloud escape that quenched our 
early beam? Kindle your meteors on your 
hills, my fathers. Light my daring steps. I 
will consume in wrath,*) But should not I 
return! The king is without a son, grey-haired 
among his foes’ His arm is not as in the days 
of old. His fame grows dim in Erin, Let me 
not behold him, laid low in his latter field. 
But can I return to the king? Will he not 
ask about his son? „Thou oughtest to defend

*) Here the sentence is designedly left unfinished. 
The sense is, that he was resolved, like a destroy­
ing fire, to consume Cathmor, who had killed . 
his brother. In the midst of this resolution, the 
situation of Fingal suggests itself to him, in a 
very strong light. He resolves to return to assist 
the' king in prosecuting the war. But then his 
shame for not defending his brother, recurs to 
him. He is determine^ again to go and find out 
Cathmor. We may consider him, as in the act 
of advancing1 towards'die enemy, when the horn 
of Fingal sounded on Mora, and called back his 
people to his presence.



young Fillan.* Ossian will meet the foe! 
Green Erin, thy sounding tread is pleasant 
to my ear, I rush on thy ridgy host, to shun 
the eyes of Fingal, 1 hear the voice of the 
king, on Mora’s misty top I He calls his two 
sons ’ 1 come, my father, in my grief. I come 
like an eagle, which the flame of night met 
in the desert, and spoiled of half his wings!“

Distant round the king, on Mora, the 
broken ridges of Morven are rolled. They 
turned their eyes; each darkly bends, on his 
own ashen spear. Silent stood the king in 
the midst. Thought on thought rolled over 
his soul. As waves on a secret mountain­
lake, each with its back of foam. He looked; 
no son appeared, with his long-beaming 
spear. The sighs rose, crowding, from his 
soul; but hex concealed his grief. At length 
I stood beneath an oak. No voice of mine 
was heard. What could I say to Fingal in 
his hour of woe? His words rose, at length, 
in the midst: the people shrunk backward 
as he spoke,

„Where is the son of Selma, he who 
led in war? I behold not his steps , among 
my people, returning from the field. Fell 
the young bounding roe, who was so stately 
on my hills? He fell; for ye are silent. The 
shield of war is cleft in twain* Let his ar- 
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inour be near to Fingal; and the sword o£ 
dark-brown Luno. I am waked on my, 
hills; with morning I descend to war.K

High *) on Cormul’s rock, on oak is 
flaming to the wind. The grey skirts of mist 
are rolled around; thither strode the king in 
his wrath. Distant from the host he always 
lay, when battle burnt within his soul. On

*) This rock of Cormul is often mentioned in thei 
preceding part of the poem. It was on it Fingal 
and Ossian stood to view the battle. The custom 
of retiring from the army, on the night prior to 
their engaging in battle, was universal among 
the kings of the Caledonians. Trenmor, the most 
renowned of the ancestors of Fingal, is mention­
ed as the first who instituted this custom. 
Succeeding bards attributed it to a hero of a latter 
period. In an old poem, which begins with 
Mac -Arc at h n a c e u d f r b 1, this custom of 
retiring from the army before an engagement, is 
numbered among the wise institutions of Fergus, 
the son of Arc or Arcath; the first king of Scots. 
I shall here translate the passage. In some other 
note 1 may probably give all that remains of the 
poem. Fergus of the hundred streams, 
son of Arcath who fought of old: thou 
didst first retire at night: when the 
foe rolled before thee, in echoing 
fields. Nor bending in r es t is the king: 
lie gathers battles in his soul. Fly, 
son of s t r a n g e r! w i t h morn he shall ' 
rush a b r o a d. When, or by whom, this poem 
was written, is uncertain. i 
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two spears hung his shield on high ; the 
gleaming sign of death; that shield, which he 
was wont to strike , by night, before he 
rushed to war. It was then his warriors 
knew, when the king was to lead in strife; 
for never was this buckler heard, till the 
wrath of Fingal arose. Unequal were his 
steps on high, as he shone in the beam of 
the oak; he was dreadful as the form of the 
spirit of night, when he clothes, on hills, 
his wild gestures with mist, and, issuing 
forth, on the troubled ocean, mounts the 
car of winds. I

Nor settled, from the storm, is Erin’s 
sea of war! they glitter, beneath the moon, 
and, low-humming, still roll on the field. 
Alone are the steps of Cathmor, before them 
on the heath; he hangs forward, with all 
his arms, on Morven’s flying host. Now had. 
he come to the mossy c^ve, where Fillan lay 
in night. One tree was bent above the 
stream, which glittered over the rock. There 
shone to the moon the broken shield of ■ 
Clatho’s son; and near it, on grafs, lay 
hairy-footed Bran *),  He had missed the 

*) I remember to have met with an old poem, 
wherein a story of this sort is very happily in­
troduced. In one of the invasions of the Danes, 
Ullin-clundu, a considerable chief, on the western



chief on Mora, and searched him along the 
wind. Her thought that the blue - eyed hunter 
slept; he lay upon his shield. No blast came 
over the heath, unknown to bounding Bran.

Cathmor saw the white breasted dog; 
he saw the broken shield. Darknefs is blown 
back on his soul; he remembers the falling 
away of the people* They come, a stream; 
are rolled away; another race succeeds. „But 
some mark the fields, as they pafs, with 

coast of Scotland, was killed in a rencounter with 
a flying party of the enemy, who had landed at 
no great distance from the place of his residence. 
The few followers who attended him were also 
slain. The young wife of Ullin-clundu, who 
had not heard of his fall, fearing the worst, on ac­
count of his long delay alarmed the rest of his tribe, 
who went in search of him along the shore. They 
did not find him: and the beautiful widow be­
came disconsolate. At length he was discovered, 
by means of his dog , who sat on a rock Beside 
the body, for some days. The stanza concerning 
the dog, whose name was Duchos, or Black­
foot, is descriptive.

„Dark-sided Duchos! feet of wind? cold is 
thy seat on rocks. He (the dog) sees the roe: 
liis ears arc high; and half he bounds away. He 
looks around; but Ullin sleeps; he droops again 
his head. The. winds come past; dark Duchos 
thinks that Ullin’s voice is there.' But still he 
beholds him silent , laid amidst the waving 
heath. Dark-sided Duchos; his voice no mote 
shall send thee over the heath!“ 



»36
their own mighty names. The heath, through 
dark - brown years , is theirs; some blue 
Stream winds to their fame. Of these be 
the chief of Atha, when he lays him down 
on earth. Often may the voice of future 
times meet Cathmor in the air: when he 
strides from wind to wind, or folds himself 
in the wing of a storm

Green Erin gathered round the king, to 
hear the voice of his power. Their joyful 
faces bend, unequal*  forward, in the light 
of the oak. They who were terrible wrere 
removed: Lubar *)  winds again in their host. 
Cathmor was that beam from heaven which 

*) In order to illustrate this passage, it is proper 
to lay before the reader the scene of the two 
pieceding battles. Between the hills of Mora 
and Lona lay the plain of Moi-lena, through 
which ran the river Lubar. The first battle, 
wherein Gaul, the son Morni, coinmanded 
on the Celedonian side, was fought on the banks 
of Lubar. As there was little advantage obtain­
ed on either side, the ^i mies , after the battle, 
retained their former positions.

In the second battle, wherein Fillan commanded, 
the Irish, after the fall of Foldath, were driven, 
up the hill of Lona; but, upon the coming of 
Cathmor, to their aid, they regained their former 
situation, and drove beick the .Caledonians, in 
their turn:, so that Lubar winded again 
i n t h e i r h o s t.
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shone when his people were dark. He was 
honoured in the midst. Their souls rose 
with ardour around. The king alone no 
gladnefs showed; no stranger he to war!

„Whv is the king so sad?“ said Mal- 
tho* eagle- eyed. „Remains there a foe at 
Lubar? Lives there among them who can 
lift the spear? Not so peaceful was thy 
father, Borhar-duthul •*), king of spears« 
His rage was a fire that always bprned: his

Borbar-duthul, the father of Cathnior, was the 
brother of that Colc-ulla, who is said, in the begin­
ning of the fourth book, to have rebelled against 
Cormac king of Ireland. Borbar-duthul seems to 
have retained all the prejudice of his family against 
the succession of the posterity of Conar, on the Irish 
throne, Ftom this short episode we learn some facts 
which tend to throw light on the history of the 
times. It appears, that, when Swaran invaded Ire­
land, he was only opposed by theCael, who possessed 
Ulster, and the north of that island. Calmor , the 
son of Maltha, whose galland behaviour and death 
are related in the third book of Fingal, was the 
only chief of the race of the Fir-bolg, that joined 
rhe Cael, or Irish Caledonians, during the invasion 
of Swaran.. The indecent joy which Borbar-duthul 
expressed upon the death of Calmar, is well suited 
with that spirit of revenge, which subsisted , uni­
versally, in every country where the feudal system 
was established. It would appear that some person 
had carried to Borbar-duthul that weapon, with 
which, it was pretended, Calmar had been killed. 
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joy over fallen foes was great. Three days 
feasted the? grey - haired hero, when he 
heard that Calmar fell: Calmar, who aided 
the race of Ullin, from Lara of the streams. 
Often did he feel, with his hands, the steel 
which, they said, had pierced his foe. Ho 
felt it with his hands, for Borbar-duthul’s 
eyes had failed. Yet was the king a sun to 
his friends; a gale to lift their branches round. 
Joy was around him in his halls: he loved 
the sons of Bolga. His name remains in 
Atha, like the awful memory of ghosts, 
whose presence was terrible, but they blew the 
storm away. Now let the voices *) of Erin 
raise the soul of the king; he that shone 
when war was dark, and laid the mighty low. 
Fonar, from that grey-browed rock, pour 
the tale of other times; pour it on wide*, 
skirted Erin, as it settles rounds

„To me “ said Cathmor, „no song shall 
rise; nor Fonar sit on the rock of Lubar. 
The mighty there are laid low. Disturb not 
their rushing ghosts. Far, Malthos, far remove 
the sound of Erin’s song. J rejoice not 
over the foe, when he ceases to lift the spear. 
With morning we pour our strength abroad, 
Fingal is wakened on his echoing hill.“

*) The voices of Erin, a poetical expression 
for the bards of Ireland,
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Like waves, blown back by sudden winds* 
Erin retired, at. the voice of the king. Deep- 
rolled into the field of night, they spread 
th^ir humming tribes. Beneath his own tree, 
at intervals, each*) bard sat down with his

*) Not only the kings, but every petty chief, had 
anciently their bards attending them in the field; 
and those bards , in proportion to the power of 
the chiefs who retained them, had a number of 
inferior bards in their train. Upon solemn occa­
sions , all the bards in the army would join in 
one chorus; eithe^ when they celebrated their 
victories, or lamented the death of a person, 
worthy and renowned, slain in the war. The 
words were of the composition of the arch-bard, 
retained by the king himself, who generally at­
tained to that high office on account of his 
superior genius for poetry. As the persons of the 
bards were sacred, and the emoluments of their 
office considerable, the order, in succeeding 
times, became very numerous and insolent, sit 
would appear, that, after the introduction of 
Christianity, some served in the double capacity 
of bards and clergymen. It was from this cir­
cumstance that they had the name of Chi ere, 
which is, probably, derived, from the Latin. 
Clericus. The Chie r'e, be their n^me derived 
from what it will, became, at last, a public 
nuisance; for, taking advantage of their sacred 
character, they w'ent about, in great bodies, and 
lived, at discretion, in the houses of their chiefs; 
till another party, of the same order, drove them 
away by mere dint pf satire. Some oi the in­
delicate disputes of these worthy poetical combat- 1 



2/p

harp* They raised the song, and touched 
the string: each to the chief he loved. Before 
a burning oakSul-malla touched, at times, 
the harp. She touched the harp, and heard, 
between, the breezes in her hair. In dark* 
Heis near, lay the king of Atha, beneath an 
aged tree. The beam of the oak was turned 
from him; he saw the maid, but was not 
seen. His soul poured forth, in secret, when 
he beheld her fearful eye. But battle is before 
thee, son of Borbar-duthul.K

Amidst the harp, at intervals, she listen­
ed whether the warrior slept. Her soul was 
up; She longed in secret to pour her own 
sad song. The field is silent. On their wings 
the blasts of night retire. The b^rds had 
ceased; and meteors came, red-winding with 
their ghosts. The sky grew dark: the forms 
of the dead were blended with the clouds,

ants are handed down, by tradition, and show 
how much the bards, at last, abused the privileges, 
which the admiration of their countrymen had 
conferred on the order. It was this insolent 
behaviour that induced the chiefs to retrench 
their number, and to take away those privileges 
which they were no longer worthy to enjoy. 
Their indolence, and disposition to lampoon, ex­
tinguished all the poetical fervour , which 
distinguished their predecessors, and makes us 
the lefs regret the extinction of the order.
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But heedlefs bends the daughter of Conmor, 
over the decaying flame. Thou wert alone 
in h*u soul. car-borne chief of Atha. She 
raised the voice of the song, and touched 
the harp between,

„C!un-gaIo*) came; she missed the maid. 
Where art thou, beam of light? Hunters, 
from the mossy rock, saw ye the blue-eyed 
fair ? Are her steps on grassy Lumon; near 
the bed of roes?’Ah, me! I behold her bow 
in the hall. Where art thou, beam of light?K

„Cease ♦*), love of Conmor, cease: I 
hear thee not on the ridgy heath. My eye 
is turned to the king, whose path is terrible 
in war. He for whom my soul is up jo the 
season of my rest, Deep-bosomed in war 
he stands, he beholds me not from his cloud. 
Why, sun of Sul-malla, dost thou not look 
forth? I dwell in darknefs here; wide over 
me flies the shadowy mist. Filled with dew

Clun-galo', the wife of Conmor, king of Inis- 
huna, and. the mother of_Sul-malla. She is here 
represented as missing her daughter, .after she 
had fled with Cathmor.

**) Sul-malla replies to the supposed questions of 
her mother. Towards the middle of this para­
graph she calls Cathmor the sun of her soul 
and continues the metaphor throughout. This 
book ends, we may suppose, about the middle 
of the third night, from, the opening of the poem.

Vol. XV. Q
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are my locks: look thou from thy cloud, 
O sun of Sul-malla’s soul!“

T E M O R A:
AN EPIC POEM.

BOOK VIL

Argh m'e nt.
This book begins about the middle of the 

third night from the opening of the poem. 
The poet describes a kind of misty which 
rose by night from the lake of Lego, and 
was the usual residence of the souls of 
the dead, during the interval between their 
decease and the funeral song. The appear* 
ance of the ghost of Fillan above the cave 
where his body lay. His voice comes to 
Fingal, on the rock of Cormul. The king 
strikes the shield of Trenmor, which was an 
infallible sign of his appearing in arms
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himself. The extraordinary effect of the 
sound of the shield. Sul- malla, starting 
from sleep, awakes Cathmor. Their affect­
ing discourse, She insists with him to sue 
for peace; he resolves to continue the war. 
lie directs her to retire to the neighbouring 
valley of Lona, which was the residence of 
an old Druid, until the battle of the next 
day should be over. He awakes his army 
with the sound of his shield. The shield 
described. Fonar, the bard , at the desire 
of Cathmor, relates the first settlement of 
the Fir- bolg in Ireland, under their leader 
Larthon, Morning comes, Sul - malla 
retires to the valley of Lona. A Lyric song 
concludes the book.

From the wood-skirted waters of Lego, 
ascend, at times, grey-bosomed mists; when 
the gates of the west are closed, on the sun’s 
eagle-eye. Wide, over Lara’s stream, is 
poured the vapour dark, and deep : the moon, 
like a dim shield, is swimming through its 
folds. With this, clothe the spirits of old 
their sudden gestures on the wind, when they 
stride, from blast to blast, along the dusky- 
night, Often blended with the gale, to some 
warrior’s grave*), they roll the mist, a grey

*) As the mist, which rose from the lake of Lego, 
occasioned diseases and death, the bards feigned

O 2
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dwelling to his ghost, until the songs arise.
A sound came from the desert; it was 

Conar, king of Inis-fail. He poured his 
mist on the grave of Fillan, at blue-winding 
Lubar. Dark and mournful sat the ghost* 
in his grey ridge of smoke. The blast, at 
times, rolled him together: but the form 
returned again. It returned with bending 
eyes, and dark winding of locks of mist.

It was*) dark. The sleeping host were 
that it was the residence of the ghosts of the 
deceased, during the interval between their death, 
and the pronouncing the funeral elegy over their 

. tombs ; for it was not allowable, without that 
ceremony was performed, for the spirits of the 
dead to mix with their ancestors, in their airy 
halls. It was the businefs of the spirit of the 
nearest relation to the deceased, to take the mist 
of Lego, and pour it over the grave. We find 
here Conar, the son of Trenmor, the first king 
of Ireland, performing this office for Fillan, as 
it was in the cause of the family of Conar that 
that hero was killed.

i
*) The following is the singular sentiment of a 

frigid bard:
,,More pleasing to me is the night of Cona, 

dark - streaming from Ossian’s harp; more plea­
sant it is to me , than a white - bosomed dweller- 
bet ween my arms; than a fair - handed daughter 
of heroes , in the hour of rest."

Though tradition is not very satisfactory con­
cerning the history of this poet, it has taken care 
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still in the skirts of night. The flame decay­
ed, on the hill of Fingal; the king lay lonely 
on his shield. His eyes were half-closed in 
sleep: the voice of Fillan came. „SIeeps the 
husband of Glarho? Dwells the father of 
the fallen in rest? Am I forgot in the folds 
of darknefs; lonely in the season of night?“

„Why dost thou mix,« said the king, 
^with the dreams of thy father? Gan I forget 
thee, my son, or thy path of fire in the 
field? Not such come the deeds of the valiant 
on the soul of Fingal. They are not there 
a beam of lightning, which is seen, and is 
then no more, I remember thee, O Fillan! 
and my wrath begins to rise.“

The king took his deathful spear, and 
struck the deeply sounding shield: his shield 
that hung high in night, the dismal sign of 
warl Ghosts fled on every side, and rolled 
their gathered forms on the wind. Thrice 
from the winding vale arose the voice of 
deaths. The harps*) of the bards, untouched, 
sound mournful over the hill.

to inform us, that he was very old when he 
wrote the distich, a circumstance which we 
might have supposed, without the aid of tradi­
tion.

*) It was the opinion of ancient times, that on the 
night preceding the death of a person worthy
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He struck again the shield ; battles rose 
in the dreams of his host. The wide-tumb^ 
ling strife is gleaming over their souls. Blue* 
shielded kings descend to war. Backward- 
looking armies fly; and mighty deeds are 
hal-hid in the bright gleams of steel.

But when the third sound arose, deer> 
started from the clefts of their rocks. The 
screams of fowl are heard, in the desert, as 
each flew, frighted on his blast. The sons 
of Selma half-rose, and half*assumed their 
spears. But silence rolled back on the host: 
they knew the shield of the king. Sleep 
returned to their eyes; the field was dark 
and still.

and renowned, the harps of those bards, who 
were retained by his family, emitted melancholy 
sounds. This was attributed to the light 
touch of ghosts; who were supposed to have 
a fore - knowledge of events. The same opinion 
prevailed long in the north, and the particular 
sound was called, the warning voice of 
the dead, Thevoice ofdeath, mentioned 
in the preceding sentence, was of a different kind. 
Each person was supposed to have an attendant 
spirit, who assumed his form and voice, on the 
night preceding his death, and appeared, to some, 
in the attitude in which the person was to die. 
The voices of death were the foreboding 
shrieks of those spirits.
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No sleep was thine in darknefs, blue-eyed 
daughter of Conmor’ Sul-malla heard the 
dreadful shield, and rose, amid the night. 
Her steps are towards the king of Atha^ 
„Can danger shake his daring soul!“ In 
doubt, she stands, with bending eyes. Heaven 
burns with all its stars.

Again the shield resounds! She rushed. 
She stopt. Her voice half-rose. It failed. 
She saw him, amidst his arms, that gleamed 
to heaven’s fire. She saw him dim in his 
locks, that rose to nightly wind. Away, for 
fear, she turned her steps. „Why should 
the king of Erin awake? Thou art not a 
dream to his rest, daughter of Inis-huna.*

More dreadful rings the shield. Sul-malla 
starts. Her helmet falls, loud echoes Lubar’s 
rock, as over it rolls the steel. Bursting 
from the dreams of night, Cathmor half-rose, 
beneath his tree. He saw the form of the 
maid, above him, on the rock. A red star, 
with twinkling beam, looked through her 
floating hair.

„Who comes through night to Cathmor, 
in the season of his dreams? Bring’st thou 
aught of war? Who art thou, son of night! 
Stand’st thou before me, a form of the times 
of old? A voice from the fold of a cloud, to 
warn me of the danger of Erin?“



243
„Nor lonely scout am I, nor voice from 

folded cloud," she said; „but .1 warn thee of 
the danger of Erin. Dost thou hear that 
sound? It is not the feeble king of Atha, that 
rolls his signs on night."

„Let the warrior roll his signs," he 
replied; „to Cathmor they are the sounds of 
harps. My Joy is great, voice of night, 
and burns over all my thoughts. This is the 
music of kings, on lonely hills, by night; 
.when they light their daring Souls, the sons 
of mighty deeds! The feeble dwell alone in. 
the valley of the breeze; where mists lift 
their morning skirts, from the blue-winding 
Streams."

„Not feeble, king of men, were they, 
the fathers of my race. They dwelt in the 
folds of battle, in their distant lands. Yet 
delights not my soul, in the #igns of death! 
He *), who never yields, comes forth: O send 
the bard of peace!"

*) Fingal is said to have never been over come in 
battle. From this proceded that title of honour 
■which is always bestowed on him in tradition, 
Fion gul na buai’, Fingal or vic-

. Tories, in a poem, just now in my hands, 
which celebrates some of the great actions of 
Arthur, the famous British hero, that appellation 
is often bestowed on him. The poem, from 
phraseology, appears to be ancient; and is, perhaps,
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Like a dropping rock, in the desert, 
Stdod Cathmor in his tears. Her voice came, 
a breeze on his soul, and waked the memory 
of her land; where she dwelt by her peace­
ful streams, before he came to the war of 
Conmor.

„Daughter of strangers,“ he said, (she 
trembling turned away), „long have I mark­
ed thee in my steel, young pine of Inis- 
huna. But my soul, I said, is folded in a 
Jitorm. Why should that beam arise, till 
jmy steps return in peace? Have I been pale 
in thy presence, as thou bidst me to fear the 
Iking? The time of danger, O maid, is the 
season of my soul; for then it swells, a 
mighty stream, and rolls me on the foe.w

„Beneath the mofs-covered rock of Lona, 
near his own loud stream: grey in his locks 
of age, dwells Clonmal*) king of harps. Above 
him.is his echoing tree, and the dun bound­
ing of roes. The noise of our strife reaches

though that is not mentioned, a translation from 
the Welsh language.

•) Cluon-mal, crooked eye-brow. From the 
retired life of this person, is insinuated', that he 
was of the order of the Druids; which supposi­
tion is not at all invalidated by the appellation 
of king of harps, here bestowed on him; for 
all agree, that the bards were of the number of 
the Druids originally.
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his ear, as he bends in the thoughts of 
years. There let thy rest be, Sul-malla, 
until our battle cease. Until I returnj in my 
arms, from the skirts of the evening mist, 
that rises, on Lona, round the dwelling of 
my love."

A light fell on the soul of the maid; it 
rose kindled before the king. She turned 
her face to Cathmor, from amidst her wav­
ing locks. „Sooner shall the eagle of heaven 
be torn from the stream of his roaring wind, 
when he sees the dun prey before him, the 
young sons of the bounding roe, than thou, 
O Cathmor, be turned from the strife of 
renown, Soon may I see thee, warrior, from 
the skirts of the evening mist, when it is rolled 
around me, on Lona of the streams. While 
yet thou aft distant far, strike. Cathmor, 
strike the shield, that joy may return to my 
darkened soul, as I lean on the mossy rock. 
But if thou shouldst fall, I am in the land 
of strangers; O send thy voice, from thy 
cloud, to the maid of Inis-huna

„Young branch of green-headed Lumon, 
why dost thou shake in the storm? Often 
has Cathmor returned, from darkly-rolling 
wars. The darts of death are but hail to 
me; they have often rattled along my shield. 
I have risen brightened from battle, like a 
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meteor from a stormy cloud. Return not, 
fair beam, from thy vale, when the roar of 
battle grows. Then might the foe escape, 
as from my fathers of old.

They told to Son-mor*), nf Clunar**), 
who was slain by Cormac in light. Three 
days darkened Son-mor, over his brother’s 
fall. His spouse beheld the silent king, and 
foresaw his steps to war. She prepared the 
bow, in secret, to attend her blue‘shielded 
hero. To her dwelt darknefs, at Atha, when 
he was not there. From their hundred streams, 
by night, poured down the sons of Alnecma. 
They had heard the shield* of the king, and 
their rage arose. In clanging arms they 
moved along, towards Ullin of the groves, 
Son-mor struck his shield, at times, the 
leader of the war,

„Far behind followed Sul-allin ***), over 
the streamy hills. She was a light on the 
mountain, when they crossed the vale below. 
Her steps were stately on the vale, when 

*) S6n-mor, tall handsome man. He was the 
father of Borbar - duthul, chief of Atha, and grand­
father to Cathmor himself,

**) Chian-er, man of the field. This chief was 
killed in battle by Cormac Mac-Conar, king of Ireland, 
the father of Ros-crdna, the first wife of Fingal. 
The story is alluded to in some ancient poems.

••o Siiil-alluin, b e a u t i fu1, the wife of Son-mor, 
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they rose on the mossy hill. She feared to 
approach the king, who left her in echoing 
Atha. But when the roar of battle rosej 
when host was rolled on host; when Son- 
mor burnt, like the fire of heaven in clouds, 
with her spreading hair came Sul-allin; for 
she trembled for her king. He stopt the 
rushing strife to save the love of heroes. 
The foe fled by night; Clunar slept without 
his blood; the blood which ought to be pour­
ed upon the warrior’s tomb.

„Nor rose the rage of Son-mor, but his 
days were silent and dark. Sul-allin wander­
ed, by her grey streams, with her tearful 
eyes. Often did she look, on the hero, 
when he folded in his thoughts. But she 
shrunk from his eyes, and turned her Ione 
steps away. Battles rose, like a tempest, 
and drove the mist from his soul. He beheld, 
with joy, her steps in the hall, and the white 
rising of her hands on the harp.4*

Jn*) his arms strode the chief of Atha, to 
where his shield hung, high, in night: high

To avoid multiplying notes, I shall give here the 
signification of the names of the stars , engraved on 
the shield. Cean mathon, head of the bear. 
Colderna, si a nd and sharp beam. Ul-oehio, 
ruler o f n i gh t. Cathlin , beam cf the wave. 
Reubdurath, star of the twilight. Berthin, 
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On a mossy boilefh* over Lubar’s streamy roaf. 
Seven bosses rose on the shield; the seven 
voices of the king, which his warriors receiv­
ed , from the wind, and marked over all their 
tribes. /

On each bofs is placed a star of night ; 
Can-mathon with beams unshorn; Golderna 
rising from a cloud: Utoicho robed in mist; 
and the soft beam of Cathlin glittering on a 
rock. Smiling, on its own blue wave Rel- 
durath half sinks its western light. The red 
eye of Berthm looks, through a grove, on 
the hunter, as he returns, by night, with the 
spoils of the bounding roe. Widein the midst, 
arose the cloudlefs beams of Ton-thena, that 
star which looked, by night, on the course 
of the seatossed Larthon: Larthon, the first 
of Bolga’s race, who travelled on the winds*)# 
White - bosomed spread the sails of the king, 
towards streamy Inis - fail; dun night was 
rolled before him, with its skirts of mist. Un­
constant blew the winds, and rolled him from 

fire of the hill. Tonthena, meteor of the 
waves. These etymologies, excepting that of 
Cean-mathon , are pretty exact. Of it I am net so 
certain; for it is not very probable, that the Fir- 
bolg had distinguished a constellation, so very early 
as the days of Larthon, by the name of the bear.

•) To travel on the winds, a poetical expres­
sion for sailing.

Vol. XV* n
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Wave to wave* Then rose the fiery haired 
Ton-thena, and smiled from her parted 
cloud. Lanhon *) blessed the well - known 
beam, as it faint - gleamed on the deep*

*) Larthonis compounded of L e ar, sea and th o n. 
wave. This name was given to the chief of the 
first colony of the Firbolg, who settled in Ire­
land, on account of his knowledge in navigation. 
A part of an old poem is still extant, concerning 
this hero. ■ It abounds with those romantic 
fables of giants and magicians ■, which distinguish­
ed the compositions of the lefs ancient bards. 
The descriptions contained in it, are ingenious, 
and proportionable to the magnitude of the persons 
introduced; but, being unnatural, they are insipid 
and tedious. Had the bard kept within the 
bounds of propability, his genius was far from 
being contemptible. The exordium of his poem 
is not destitute of merit; but it is the only part 
of it that I think worthy of being presented to 
the reader. >

„Who first sent the black ship, through ocean, 
like a whale through the bursting of foam? 
Look, from <thy darknefs , on Cronath, Ossiaa 
of the harps of old! Send thy light on the blue­
rolling waters, that I may behold the king. I 
see him dark in his own shell of oak! sea-tossed 
Lathorn, thy soul is strong. It is carelefs as the 
wind of tliy sails; as the wave that rolls by thy 
side. But the silent green isle is before tliee, 
with its sons, who are tall as woody Lumen; 
Lumon which sends from its top a thousand 
streams, white - wandering down its sides/'
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Beneath the spear of Cathmor, rose that 
voice which awakes the bards. They came 
dark - winding, from every side: each with 
the sound of his harp. Before them rejoiced 
the king, as the traveller, in the day of the 
sun; when he hears, far rolling around, the 
murmur of mossy streams; streams that burst, 
jn the desert, from the rock o£ roes.

„Why,u said Fonar, „hear we the voice 
of the king, in the season of his rest? Were 
the dim forms of thy fathers bending in thy 
dreams? Perhaps they stand on that cloud, 
and wait for Fonar’s song,; often they come 
to the fields where their sons are to lift the 
spear. Or shall our voice arise for him who 
lifts the spear no more; he that consumed 
the field, from Moma of the groves?

„Not forgot is that cloud in war, bard 
of other times. High shall his tomb rise, on 
Moi - lena, the dwelling of renown. But 
now, roll back my soul to the times of my 
fathers: to the years when first they rose, 
on Inis-huna’s waves. Nor alone pleasant 
to Cathmor is the remembrance of wood-

It may, perhaps, be for the credit of this bard, 
to translate no more of this poem , for the con­
tinuation of this description of the Irish giant* 
betrays his want of judgment. 
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covered Lumon. Lumon of the streams, the 
dwelling of white-bosomed maids.

„Lumon*)  of the streams thou risest on 
Fonar’s soul! Thy sun is on thy side, on the 
rocks of thy bending trees. The dun roe is 
seen from thy furze; the deer lifts his branchy 
head; for he sees, at times, the hound on 
the half- covered heath. Slow on the vale, 
are the steps of maids; the white - armed 
daughters of the bow: they lift their blue 
eyes to the hill, from amidst their wander­
ing locks. Not their is the stride of Larthon, 
chief of Inis-huna. He mounts the wave on 
his own dark oak, in Cluba’s ridgy bay. 
That oak which he cut from Lumon, to 
bound along the sea. The maids turn their 
eyes away, lest the king should be lowly-laid; 
for never had they seen a ship, dark rider 
of the wave!

*) Lumon was a hill, in Inis-huna, near the resi­
dence of Sul-malla. This episode has an immediate 
connection with what is said of Larthon, in the 
description of Cathmor’s shield.

„Now he dares to call the winds, and to 
mix with the mist of ocean. Blue Inis-fail 
rose in smoke; but dark-skirted night came 
down*  The sons of Bolga feared. The fiery- 
haired Ton-thena rose. Culbin’s bay receiv­
ed the ship, in the bosom of its echoing 
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woods. There issued a stream from Duthuma’s 
horrid cavb; where spirits gleamed, at times,; 
With their half finished forms.

„Dreams descended on Larthon: he saw 
seven spirits of his fathers. He heard their 
half formed words, and dimly beheld the 
times to come. He beheld the kings of Atha, 
the sons of future days. They led their hosts 
along the field, like ridges of mist, which, 
winds pour, in autumn, over Atha of the 
groves,

„Larthon raised the hall of Samia*) to 
the music of the harp. He went forth to the 
roes of Erin, to their wonted streams. IN or 
did he forget green - headed Lumon; he often 
bounded over his seas, to where white- 
handed Flathaf**) looked from the hill of roes, 
Lumon of the foamy streams, thou riseston 
Fonar’s soul!w

Morning pours from the east. The misty 
heads of the mountains rise. Valleys show, 
on every side, the grey-winding of their 
streams. His host heard the shield of Cath- 
mor: at once they rose around; like a crouded 
sea, when first it feels the wings of the wind.

*) Samia, apparitions, so called from the vision 
of Larthon, concerning his posterity.

•*) Flathal, heavenly, exquisitely beauti' 
f u 1. She was the wife of Larthon,



Iq58

The waves, know not whither to roll; they 
lift their troubled heads.

Sad and sfew retired Sul-malla to Lona 
of the streams. She went, and often turned; 
her blue eyes rolled in tears. But when she 
came to the rock, that darkly • covered Lona’s 
vale, she looked , from her bursting soul, on 
the, king; and sunk, at once, behind.

Son of Alpin, strike the string. Is there 
aught of joy in the harp ? Pour it then on 
the soul of Ossian: it is folded in mist. 
I hear thee, O bard! in my night. But cease 
the lightly trembling sound. The joy of grief 
belongs to Ossian, amidst his dark-brown years.

Green thorn of the hill of ghosts, that 
shakest thy head to nightly winds! I heap 
no sound in thee; is there no spirit’s windy 
skirt now rustling in thy laves? Often are 
the steps of the dead, in the dark-eddying 
blasts; when the moon, a dun shield, from 
the east, is rolled along the sky.

Ullin, Carril, and Ryno, voices of the 
days of old! Let me hear you, while yet it 
is dark, to please and awake my soul I hear 
you not, ye sons of song; in what hall of 
the clouds is your rest? Do you touch the 
shadowy harp, robed with morning mist, 
where the rustling sun comes forth from his 
green-headed waves?

END OF VOLUME SECOND.
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